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    This book is an original work for Amazon, available exclusively on Kindle, but made possible with the support of CHYOA.COM where hundreds of naughty interactive adventures can be found. 
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    WAIT A MOMENT! 
 
      
 
    YOU are Lucas LeBlanc, the hero of this story, and you decide his actions. 
 
    Sometimes your choice will lead to other choices, sometimes it will advance the story, and sometimes it may lead to a timely or untimely ending.  
 
    Unfortunately, Lucas is not a very strong hero and much of the story centers on his struggle to battle a powerful monster girl. Losing is not the end! When Lucas is defeated by a monster girl, he will be called to heaven by the goddess Veleda, who will judge his failure and give him advice to defeat the monster girl.  
 
    In fact, losing is half the fun! You have to lose to see all of the exciting things that Lucas can do with the monster girls he encounters.  
 
    This book has 10 different paths to victory or defeat and many more options throughout the story.  
 
    Good luck on your adventure! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Preparations for a Journey 
 
      
 
    You stand in the crystal sanctum’s massive throne room of alabaster columns and golden chandeliers. The perpetual sunset light of this strange place paints pink and gold across the white marble floor. You stand beside the throne, uncertain of the ornate golden chair’s significance in this castle and therefore unwilling to sit in the chair.  
 
    Theora, the beautiful, statuesque, golden-maned angel, is not so hesitant. She folds her white-feathered wings against her back and settles onto the throne, adjusting the hem of her rather sheer gown and crossing her toned legs. She leans back in the extravagant seat as if she is lounging beside the hearth in a tavern.  
 
    “I wish I could go with you this time, master,” says Morelle, the succubus, as she rubs against you like a friendly cat. Her shapely bottom drags against your groin, her back arching and her silky black loincloth dangling between her buttocks. Morelle’s dangerous tail curls around your thigh and rubs against your cock. She looks different. The former farm girl seems to be growing into her demonic nature, her horns elongating and her wings darkening as her features have steadily grown more voluptuous. Her face is even more alluring.  
 
    “I didn’t say you couldn’t,” you say, thinking back to your recent journey through the countryside with the demoness. “To be honest, I wish I could take all of you with me.” 
 
    You learned about the threat of the vampiress after capturing Gretchen, the cow girl, and your apprehension about facing such a cruel and deadly foe has only grown since. Your sister is supposed to be visiting your family farm for a short break in her schooling. You should be there to welcome her home instead of off in the Nightlands having your blood sucked out by vampires.  
 
    Which is definitely going to happen. You know how this works.  
 
    “So take me with you, master,” says Morelle, rubbing her hand over your crotch. 
 
    “She cannot go with us,” says Theora. 
 
    “Mean!” Morelle pouts, crossing her arms over her ample breasts. “You just want master all to yourself!” 
 
    “Believe me, you little horned tart,” says Theora, her tone more dismissive than angry, “I would like nothing more than to send Lucas on his way alone, but he needs me to get to the destination.” 
 
    “Awwooo?” Oola, the slime girl, slides up the steps to the throne and curls her jiggling tendrils around you. “Why not take me? I am fun! I am good!” 
 
    “No, Oola,” you say, pushing away Oola’s gelatinous violet tendrils as they form into human hands. She copies Morelle’s pretty pouting face and slithers back from you, cooing with disappointment. 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to ask to go,” says Gretchen, the most recent addition to your companions. “I am too busy in my lab.” 
 
    The busty blonde cow girl pushes Oola gently out of the way and approaches you. She thinks of herself as an alchemist working primarily in milk, both female and male, and various other ingredients provided by the castle’s magic. Her swaying teats remind you of the fun you had in defeating her. Your cock, already stiff from Morelle and Ooola, begins to throb urgently in your trousers. The busty beauty holds out her hands, offering you a stoppered vial in each hand. One vial is blue and the other pinkish in color.  
 
    “What are these?” You ask, taking the vials from her.  
 
    “Milk draughts,” she says, a proud smile on her face. “The blue one will make you very strong and masculine and will make your cock powerful. No woman, not even a monster, will be able to resist you.” 
 
    “I would take that bet,” scoffs Theora with a roll of her eyes. 
 
    “Take them,” says Gretchen, stepping back. “Use them or save them, but I want you to defeat that vampire woman. I want you to come back.” 
 
    “Thank you, Gretchen,” you say, genuinely touched by her concern. 
 
    “Your boy milk is the purest I have found,” she says. “I need to milk much more out and that would not be possible if a vampire drinks all your blood.” 
 
    “Uh, right,” you say, stuffing the potions into the pouch you wear on your hip. “I’ll keep these handy.” 
 
    Your thoughts turn to the foe you will be facing. Though you have bested a few monster girls, including a soul-sucking succubus, none has ever been like a vampiress. Vampires are creatures of ongoing legend that strike fear into the heart of everyone.  
 
    You remember your father telling you a story of Vladislov the Decapitator when you were a young boy and how you stayed awake all night, every tap of a branch on your roof that night becoming the sound of a vampire alighting from the night sky.  
 
    “Master,” says a soft and feminine voice. You snap out of your fears and see that Hina, the sanctum’s omnipresent golem girl, is standing before you and bowing her head. 
 
    “Yes, Hina?” 
 
    “I want to wish you good luck on your journey, master,” says the automaton, earning another derisive snort from Theora. “I have prepared a bento box for you.” 
 
    “A what?”  
 
    She shuffles forward, head bowed, and holds out a pink box wrapped in ribbon. You take it from her and find it surprisingly heavy. A faint savory aroma wafts from the box. 
 
    “It is a meal for you to take,” she says. “With compartments for all of the items. My magic will keep some of the food warm and some of it cool for when you are hungry.” 
 
    “Uh, right, thank you,” you say. “Very thoughtful, Hina.” 
 
    She looks up at you with her oversized eyes, her irises pink suggesting she has chosen a pleasure body to give you the gift. Yes, her face is human-like and her lips appear soft and flexible rather than the polished porcelain of her arms and legs.  
 
    “Of course, master,” she says sweetly. 
 
    “And you’ll look after the farm again while I am gone?” 
 
    “I exist to serve you, master,” she says, stepping back and bowing once more. 
 
    “Don’t let all this go to your head,” warns Theora, standing from the throne. She raises her voice and addresses the monster girls. “It is time for us to leave. No more of this fawning over the hero with a thousand lives.” 
 
    “Where are you taking him?” Morelle demands.  
 
    “Veleda will deliver us to the borders of the Nightlands,” declares Theora. A cold silence falls over the room. The Nightlands are a cursed place, a haunted landscape where the sun never fully shines and the crops struggle to grow. Theora continues, “Even the goddesses magic will not allow us to travel directly to our destination, but Ulvenblad is not far from the border. We will reach the city and begin our search for the vampiress there. The goddess senses the presence of evil in this vicinity.” 
 
    “She doesn’t know where she is,” says Morelle, a look of contempt on her beautiful face. 
 
    “Mind your tongue, succubus,” warns Theora, taking a step towards her. 
 
    “I always mind my tongue, pious bitch,” says Morelle, balling her hands into fists and flicking her tail with annoyance. 
 
    You step between them and hold your hands up to placate them both. “I’m ready,” you say. “We can go now, Theora. Morelle, you look after the palace.” 
 
    She stands up straight and salutes you, her hand against the horns that curl from her forehead. You kiss her lips and feel the tingle of her demonic power. She steals a bite of your essence, pleasure rushing through you for a moment as faint violet light plays at her lips. You pull back before she can take too much. 
 
    “Gretchen,” you say. “Keep working on your potions.” 
 
    You embrace her and she crushes you tightly against her huge breasts, some of her milk spilling through her bodice and wetting your tunic.  
 
    “Awoooo?” Oola burbles plaintively. You turn to hug her and she splatters her voluptuous body against you and swallows up your arms in her jiggling translucence. Her sweet, silky lips smack against yours and she tries to probe your mouth with her gelatinous tongue.  
 
    “Alright, alright,” you laugh, pulling your arms from inside her with a lewd slurp. The moment you step back from Oola, several Hina golems mob around you, embracing you and whining for you to return. The show of concern for your departure only deepens your worry about your destination.  
 
    “That’s enough,” growls Theora and the Hina golems back away from you. The angel puts and arm around your shoulder and commands you, “Take us out of here.” 
 
    You hold up the pink gemstone that contains the power of the palace and declare, “SANCTUM EXITUS!” 
 
    There is a bright flash of light and you and Theora appear in the woods near Gretchen’s farmhouse, the Sword of Veleda clasped in your hands. Dawn spills pale gold through the trees and a mist clings to the ground in the nearby clearing. A chill wind stirs your tunic and hair. 
 
    “The goddess is ready,” says Theora. “Take my hand, Lucas.” 
 
    “Theora,” you say softly as you take her hand. “I will not shrink from this challenge, but I am afraid to face the vampiress.” 
 
    “That is wise,” she says, gripping your hand tightly in hers. “The undead thrive in the nightlands. Her power will be great and her evil is true. You should fear her, but you will in with the help of the goddess.” 
 
    The beautiful angel turns her face and silvery-blue eyes skyward and offers a prayer to the goddess. 
 
    “Mighty Veleda, mender with a warrior’s heart, knock us to your bow and draw back the string. Loose us into the heart of your enemies, for we are righteous and burn with your fire.” 
 
    A warm golden light envelops you and Theora, growing more intense until all you can see is that golden glow. You feel as if you are moving at an incredible speed, but you also feel calm and safe in the holy light of the goddess.  
 
    The light fades to a profound gloom. Theora releases her grip on your hand as your eyes recover from the glow and permit you to take in your new surroundings. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



An intense dream of forbidden pleasures 
 
      
 
    Rianna knocks musically at your door and you rise from the bed and open it. The hallway is dark and empty.  
 
    “Rianna?” You call, your voice echoing out into the hall. It seems to stretch infinitely in either direction and you have the distinct sensation that you are looking down to endless shafts. If you stepped out, you know you would fall into that endless blackness. 
 
    “Not Rianna,” purrs a husky voice from behind you. Feminine hands with long, immaculate fingernails stroke your shoulders and turn you back towards the room.  
 
    “You!” You cry as you realize you are looking upon the succubus queen.  
 
    “Hello, Lucas,” says the demonic woman standing before. 
 
    Lady Rachelle stands more than a head taller than you, long horns curling from her forehead over silky white hair that falls past her shoulders. Her breasts are large and perfect, cupped by leather ribbed with bones. Her batlike wings are much larger than Morelle’s and her tail, though ending in a fleshy tip, is barbed along its dark shaft. Her body is exquisite, her smiling lips seeming to beckon you to kiss her. Your cock stiffens at the sight of her and it takes all of your willpower not to throw yourself to her feet and beg for her pleasures. 
 
    “You fight my power?” She lifts an eyebrow in surprise. 
 
    “I… I… you are evil,” you moan, your cock twitching in your shorts. “W-what have you done to my mother?” 
 
    Her eyes flash with violet light and her smile spreads. She flicks her wings and runs a hand over her breast and down to the mound of her cunt, drawing your gaze to her glistening, womanly folds of lavender flesh.  
 
    “You hate me, don’t you, Lucas?” She coos, stroking her cunt. “Would you strike me down with your sword?” 
 
    The Holy Sword of Veleda materializes in your grasp. You grip it tightly, watching as she parts the cups of her leathery bra and exposes her plump, creamy breasts and her hard nipples with a lavender tint.  
 
    “You… yes!” You take a step towards her, drawing back the sword to strike her.  
 
    She disappears and reappears at the doorway of your room.  
 
    “You didn’t think I would make it so easy?” She laughs. “Come along, Lucas. Come and sheath your sword in my breast.” 
 
    She dances out into the hall, her laughter echoing back into the room. You break from your paralysis and chase after her, driven by the thought of saving your mother and destroying this demonic harlot that has worked such great evil in the land. How many men have perished because of her? How many women have been corrupted and enslaved by her magic? 
 
    “I will cut you down!” You roar with anger, stepping out into the hall. 
 
    “You have to catch me first!” She laughs, disappearing around the corner of the stone hallway. You chase her through a castle, always a few steps behind, glimpsing a flick of her white hair, her barbed tail, or her lovely body as she disappears through doorways, around the corner in hallways, or up stairs. You finally reach a long hall with only one door at the end and faint, lavender light glowing from beneath it.  
 
    “Are you in there, demon?” You shout through the door. 
 
    “I’m waiiiiting for you, Lucas,” calls the succubus queen, her voice exciting you like a lover’s cries. You throw open the door, brandishing your holy blade and charging into the room. It is a bedroom decorated with plush femininity, satin cushions, a lovely powder table, and a huge four poster bed with curtains on every side. You can see a woman silhouetted behind the curtains.  
 
    “Prepare to die, demon whore!” You shout, grabbing a handful of the nearest curtain and ripping it aside.  
 
    Your sword melts from your hand and you find yourself peering into an enormous bed, almost like a realm of cushions. Presenting herself to you, nude and willing, is the golden-haired angel Theora. She sighs with desire, parting her shapely thighs and running one hand over the gold-thatched mound of her cunt. 
 
    “I’ve been waiting for you, Lucas,” she sighs. “We can finally be together.” 
 
    “What? Theora?” You are drawn to her and she pulls you into an embrace, kissing your lips. Your clothing is gone and your hard cock is pressing against the warmth of her mound. “You know this is what you want, Lucas. Not a human bride or a demoness lover. You want me to be your mate and to bear your children.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you confess. “Yes, it is what I want.” 
 
    “Then take me, Lucas,” she moans, wrapping her powerful legs around you and pulling you towards her cunt. You thrust past her silky thatch and into the hot channel of her womanhood, sheathing every inch inside her. 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes, Lucas,” she moans, holding you against her breasts as you desperately thrust into her pussy. Your pleasure rises with immediate force, your desire to cum overwhelming all other thoughts. 
 
    “Oh, Theora,” you moan. “I love you. I love you, my angel.” 
 
    “Lucas, I love you too,” she purrs, her voice seeming to soften. “I have always loved you. Since the day you were born. I held you against my breast and fed you my sweet milk. I raised you into the man you have become today. It’s only right… that you cum inside me, my son.” 
 
    You look down in horror, realizing that you have been thrusting your cock into your fair-haired mother all along. Her soft breasts sway with the force of your thrusts. You cannot stop it. You cannot hold back the tide of your pleasure. 
 
    “Noooo!” You wail. “No, mother! I don’t… ahhhhhh!” 
 
    Your cum shoots from your cock and into your mother’s clutching cunt.  
 
    “Shhhhhh,” she says, holding you against her bosom. “Cum for your mother. Cum deep inside the vessel that once held you.” 
 
    “Nooooo!” You cry, your hips moving against your well, your strength fading with each enervating pump of your orgasm. 
 
    You look up again, barely able to lift your head from your mother’s breasts as her cunt wrings out the last of your cum. You moan in horror to see that your mother is resting with her back against Lady Rachelle. The huge demoness cradles your mother in her demonic arms and against her soft breasts.  
 
    “That’s right, Lucas,” laughs the succubus queen, turning your mother’s face. “You both belong to me now.” 
 
    Lady Rachelle kisses your mother on the laps and violet light pulses from your mother and into the succubus. Somehow, you feel yourself being drained as well, as if your cock buried inside your mother’s cunt is enough to connect your soul to your mother’s.  
 
    You try to scream, but no words come out as you feel yourself being devoured by the succubus. 
 
    “Noooooo!” You cry and sit bolt upright in bed, your body drenched with sweat and your night shorts filthy with your cum. 
 
    It takes several seconds for your panicked heart to slow. You notice the faint gray light of day coming through the curtained window and realize that it was all just a dream. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Answer her honestly 
 
      
 
    You see no value in fighting Anja’s questions. Whatever she may learn from her interrogation will be revoked by the goddess if Veleda reverses time to rescue you. Better to avoid any torture, you reason. 
 
    “I’ll answer your questions,” you say. “I am a monster hunter, chosen by Veleda to serve her and defeat the monsters that have invaded our world. I believe a vampiress dwells in the castle – one more powerful than you – and I am to stop her with my holy sword and my special training.” 
 
    “Oh, do you now?” She smirks and reaches down to your lap. She leans forward, her breasts straining the limits of her bodice as her hand slides over your cock. She gives your manhood a squeeze. “And what about the creature with you?” 
 
    “Wh-what are you doing?” You ask, looking down from her bountiful cleavage to her pale hand in your lap. She unbuttons your trousers and reaches into your underwear, her cool, soft hand closing around your stiff cock. She draws your manhood out through the fly of your pants and begins to gently wank you.  
 
    “Answer me,” she says, her hand working the length of your shaft, her fingers rubbing over your sensitive tip. “What was the creature that Petrov saw with you at the tavern? Is she really an angel?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan, watching Anja’s breasts jiggle in her bodice as her hand pumps on your cock. “Her name is Theora and… and she is an angel of Veleda. A servant of her will and… ohhhh gods… you are good at that…” 
 
    “Yes, I am,” chuckles Anja. “Used to whore myself out to the guards at the castle. These days, I don’t have to stoop to make my coin, but I still get the itch now and then.” 
 
    She stops wanking and lifts her hand from your cock. She licks her palm, covering it with her saliva before returning her grip to your cock. The feel of her wet hand on your shaft is even more intense than before. You groan and strain against the ropes binding you, thrusting you cock slightly against her palm. 
 
    “Now, what is her weakness?” She demands, wanking you a bit more vigorously. “Tell me and a I’ll let you cum.” 
 
    “W-weakness?” You moan, watching her hand pump on your increasingly red cock. “She’s an angel of the goddess… she… she is very powerful.” 
 
    “So is m’lady Izabella,” purrs Anja. “Does this Theora bleed?” 
 
    “I… I have never seen her bleed,” you moan, your pleasure rising swiftly towards your climax. “I… she makes water, she… she glistens when she is aroused... ohhhhh…” 
 
    “You naughty boy,” chuckles Anja. “Defiling an angel, were you? Well, you’ve been a helpful lad. Go on then.” She hooks a finger into her bodice and yanks it down, popping her large, soft breasts free. She dangles them scant inches above your cock, her soft flesh heaving with each pump of her hand on your manhood. “Have it off on my tits then, love. One last go.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhhhhhh gods,” you cry, straining repeatedly against the ropes, your shoulders aching, but the pain nothing compared to the pleasure surging in your cock. You groan as you reach your peak, the hot rush of pleasure rising to rapid pumps of ecstasy. Your cum gushes from your red cockhead, lashing Anja’s jiggling tits with splattering ropes of your cum. Most of it drips back down to your lap. The remainder smears the inner curves of her heaving breasts and drips from her pink nipples.  
 
    “Good boy, Lucas,” she purrs, releasing your spent cock from her soft hand. She wipes her cum-smeared fingers on your trousers. You look up into her eyes and see that they are luminous red and her fangs are bared.  
 
    “Go on then,” you pant. “Get it over with.” 
 
    “So agreeable,” she giggles and lunges forward with supernatural speed. She sinks her fangs deep into your neck, hot blood gushing out and into her sucking mouth. The initial pain of her bite gives way to intense, hypnotic pleasure. You groan almost orgasmically against her as she drinks your lifeblood. She moans against your flesh, “Mmmmmmmm.” 
 
    That sound is still vibrating through you as you sink into darkness. The warmth of her vampiric feeding gives way to an inescapable cold. The last thing you hear is the faint thumping of your heart a final time. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Settle into your room at the inn 
 
      
 
    You sigh and survey your modest accommodations. The light is coming from four fat candles dripping their wax onto a serving tray. There is a single chair and a scuffed writing table no wider than your shoulders. Someone, perhaps Rianna, has placed a wooden bowl of water and a washcloth on the table and a fresh porcelain privy beside the bed. You splash some water on your face and wipe yourself clean with the cloth.  
 
    The bed looks barely long enough for your body and as if someone has broken its back engaging in some enthusiastic love play. The sheets are fairly clean, at least. You sit down gingerly on the musty feather mattress and the bed frame creaks in protest.  
 
    You take off your boots and undress down to your undershorts and a tunic. You lie back on the bed, your hands folded behind your head as you watch the candlelit shadows dance upon the ceiling. 
 
    You wonder if Genevieve is on her way to your family farm right now, riding through the night in a carriage with other passengers bound for St. Ingbert. She is still too inexperienced for the likes of teleportation magic, but you recall how she excitedly described such wonders after returning home for the first time from the Academy for Wizards and Alchemists in Elzeheim.  
 
    “She should be here, not me,” you mutter to yourself. Who are you? Just some farm boy that can swing a sword like he swings a hoe. She is a wizardess in training. She probably knows all sorts of magic that could defeat the likes of a vampiress. Sun charms and fire spells and a petrifaction spell that would turn any undead into stone.   
 
    Then again, you have vanquished quite a few monster girls. Maybe Veleda spared Genevieve for some higher purpose. 
 
    You turn onto your side, trying to put your sister out of your head, which only makes you think of your mother. She’s alive. Somewhere out there, your mother is with the succubus queen. What is that monster doing to her? Why is she holding her captive? 
 
    The questions keep you from sleep. Though you know you should rest before continuing the hunt for the vampiress, that you are safe and sound within your warded room, you cannot stop your mind from turning over terrible images of your mother being tortured at the hands of the succubus queen.  
 
    “I have to talk to Theora,” you say to yourself. You know it’s a bad idea to disturb the stern angel, but you cannot sleep and you suspect she knows more than she has told you about your mother. You step over the ward and out into the dark, quiet hallway of the inn’s second floor. Somewhere down the hall you can hear a man snoring loudly. On the ground floor, faint sounds of pleasure. You creep to the door to Theora’s room, unsure whether to knock or simply open the door. 
 
    As you stand there trying to make up your mind, the door suddenly slams open and you glimpse Theora, face twisted in fury, eyes glowing with her holy power. Her hands grab your tunic and she yanks you into the room, feathered wings snapping against her back as she flings you over her shoulder and into the bed so hard that something breaks within the frame. 
 
    She is on you in an instant, driving her knees into your abdomen and grabbing you around your throat with a grip as strong as iron. 
 
    “Die, servant of the night! By the holy…” The glow fades from her eyes. The righteous fury slackens to mere irritation. “You stupid boy. I nearly tore your head off.” 
 
    Her ample breasts rise and fall in her gown with her excited breathing. She gazes down at you with judgment in her silvery-blue eyes.  
 
    “Do you not understand the danger we are in as long as we remain in the Nightlands? Anyone could be a servant of the vampiress or one of the undead.” 
 
    “Not you,” you say softly. 
 
    Her brows smooth. A faint smile plays at her lips. 
 
    “Not me,” she agrees and the last of her anger seems to evaporate. You look up at her, your body still pinned by her knees and she, dangerously close to straddling you in this position. Your cock stirs, but she does not seem to notice. Her guard is down. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Apologize to Theora 
 
    Kiss Theora


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ask Rianna to pleasure you with her mouth 
 
      
 
    You laugh and hold Rianna at bay for a moment, your hands on her shoulders and her tits dangling almost in your face. You look up at her, at the softness of her full, rosy lips, and you know what you need. 
 
    “You’ve got quite a mouth on you, Rianna,” you say.  
 
    “Oh, ya like me dirty mouth, do ya?”She pushes your hands away, falling against you and pushing you back onto the bed. She gives you a sloppy kiss and thrusts her tongue hungrily into your mouth. Her hand finds your cock and wiggles into your under shorts, gripping and stroking your manhood as she kisses you.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she purrs against your lips. “How about I put my mouth to good use on yer prick?” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes,” you moan, a grin spreading across your face. 
 
    Rianna breaks her kiss and slides down your body, dragging the soft weight of her plump breasts the whole way. She pulls your cock through the flap of your night shorts and rubs her tits over and across your cock on her way down to her knees. Your legs dangle off the bed and Rianna kneels between them, her hand slowly working up and down your shaft.  
 
    “Not a bad piece o’ meat on you, love,” she murmurs, watching her hand tug at your loose skin and wank out a glistening drop of precum. She looks up at you with lust heavy eyes and runs her pink tongue from beneath your glans and over the crimson apple of your cockhead. You suck in a breath as she laps slowly around your ridge, beneath your cock and down to your balls. 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan, looking up at the mold-speckled ceiling of the room as Rianna sucks and tongues your bollocks and works her hand on the length of your cock. Her tongue dips lower, surprising you by slipping down to your ass and licking your tender clench. “That’s… ohh… you don’t have to…” 
 
    “What, never met a girl’d do that fer ye?” She laughs and pushes your balls up gently with her hand. “Relax, love, I’ll give it a good tonguin’.”  
 
    Have her warm tongue swirling against your ass while she massages your cock and bollocks is one of the most uncomfortable and also wonderful sensations you have ever experienced. It is exceeded moments late when she lifts her face, looks into your eyes, and takes your cock into her warm, very wet, and velvety soft mouth. She begins to slurp lewdly on your cock, hollowing her cheeks and letting her copious spit spill down your shaft and drip from your sack. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she moans around your cock, bobbing her head and almost wrapping her tits around your cock as she presses against you and sucks you. 
 
    For the next minute or so, you are transported to a sort of warm, liquid heaven that you have never imagined. Then, without warning, Rianna thrusts her middle finger up your spit-softened pucker, curls it slightly inside you, and hits a spot in your body that has never been touched by anyone. Your eyes go wide as you cum volcanically into her mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmhmmhnm!” She laughs around your cock as your seed gushes in huge quantities into her sucking mouth. She does not hesitate, bobbing and milking your cock with her mouth as her finger probes inside you. The press of her fingers combined with the sucking of her mouth prolongs your ejaculation to such an extent that you are pretty sure you cum twice without stopping.  
 
    “W-what was that?” You gasp, still not believing the intensity of your ejaculation.  
 
    She lifts her mouth from your cock, trailing saliva, and leans down and to give your tip a few loud, wet sucks. 
 
    “Mmmmmm, lads just sorta have a button up there,” she says. “Makes ‘em cum for days. But that was still a lot, love. Won’t be needin’ supper tonight, ha!” 
 
    Her dirty words make your head spin. You feel slightly violated by what she just did to you without asking your permission, but you enjoyed it far too much to complain. You smile stupidly at her. 
 
    “Nobody has ever, um, done that before,” you say. 
 
    “Yeah, right, I’ve got a talent, so says me pap.” She stands and tucks her huge breasts back into her blouse. You lie on the bed watching her lace up her bodice. She smiles sweetly as she finishes. “Yer a cute one, Lucas. Round up a few more coins tomorrow and I’ll show ye some o’ my other tricks.” 
 
    She gives you a kiss on the forehead and departs from the room, leaving you in a daze. You slowly recover, tuck your cock back into your night shorts, and roll onto your side. More satisfied than you expected, you snuff out the candle and slip quickly off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use the Holy Symbol of Veleda 
 
      
 
    You reach for the blessed symbol of Veleda that hangs around your neck. Izabella’s red-eyed gaze flicks to your fingers as you grasp the twisting snakes wrought in pure gold. The holy symbol is warm beneath your fingers. 
 
    “No,” murmurs Izabella. “No, it cannot be! Not here!” 
 
    You see the fear flashing in her sinister eyes and you quickly grasp the symbol and lift it from your chest. You hold it out towards the vampiress and she cringes away from you, hissing loudly and baring her fangs. The symbol begins to glow in your grasp, golden radiance seeming almost to burn Izabella as she drops to her knees. 
 
    “Please! It hurts!” She begs you, covering her face with her hands. “Please! No more, Lucas! You have bested me!” 
 
    You stand over her, swelling triumphantly as you gaze down at her and down the ample front of her white bodice. You move the holy symbol away from her face and she peeks between her fingers. 
 
    “Put it away, please,” she says. “I yield to your power.” 
 
    You slide the symbol into your shirt, but keep your other hand tightly gripped on your sword.  
 
    “There is no other way for you, Izabella,” you say, raising the sword to strike her down. “Your evil must be ended. But you will yet have a chance for redemption.” 
 
    “Wait!” She cries, just as you are about to swing. “Before you smite me, could you indulge me a last request?” 
 
    “After all that you’ve done?” You furrow your brow. Hearing her last request would be the honorable thing to do, although you suspect subterfuge. “Very well, I will hear it. But be careful, vampiress. I will strike you down if I suspect treachery.” 
 
    “Oh, no treachery,” she says. She lowers her hands from her face and cups her breasts through her bodice. “It’s just that, being a vampire, my body gets so cold.” She squeezes her tits and they nearly burst from her bodice. “One last time I long to feel the warmth of a man against my bosom.” 
 
    “Against your bosom?” You ask her, your cock twitching as she plays with her breasts through her gown. 
 
    “Oh, yes, mighty hero,” she says and suddenly tears her bodice open. Her ample breasts burst free, blue-gray with darker blue areolas and small nipples. She squeezes her breasts in her hands and sticks out her pink tongue, saliva dripping from the tip to splash into her cleavage. “Please, Lucas, let me feel your warmth between my soft breasts.” 
 
    She is trying to tempt you so that she can escape, there is little doubt in your mind. Yet, you hold your sword poised to strike her down. Even if you enjoyed a bit of fun with those lovely breasts you would surely be in no danger from her. She is on her knees and helpless. 
 
    “Fuck them, Lucas,” she pants, plucking at her nipples and rubbing her tits together. “Slide your warm cock between them one last time. Let me pleasure you.” 
 
    Your manhood throbs in your trousers at her lewd display. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Let her pleasure you with her breasts 
 
    Strike her down while you have the chance 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use Maddening Pleasure 
 
      
 
    You lower your guard and step towards Izabella. She raises an eyebrow in confusion, obviously wary of your approach, but confident enough in her superiority to see what you intend. With great mental effort, you subdue your fear and anger towards the vampiress, sheath your sword, and embrace her tenderly.  
 
    “What are you—mmmmphhh?” You interrupt her question with a kiss, pulling her soft, cool body against you and hold you tightly as you press your tongue past her soft lips and into her mouth. You try to forget that you are kissing a living corpse and enjoy the human contours of her body against yours and the surprising sweetness of her tongue.  
 
    She relaxes into the embrace and you stroke down her slender body to her shapely hips. Your fingers curl around to her peachy bottom and you squeeze it and pull her against you even tighter, so she can feel your cock swelling in your trousers. 
 
    “Is this a surrender?” She hisses against your lips. 
 
    “No,” you say pointedly. “This is an interlude, let’s say. I couldn’t resist your beauty, Izabella. I have to feel it. I have to… taste it.” 
 
    “Taste it?” She gasps. 
 
    You pull the laces on her bodice, freeing her soft, blue-tinted mounds and little, dark blue nipples. You squeeze her cool, pillowy breasts against the warmth of your face, kissing her and fondling her. You look up into her red eyes as you suck one of her nipples and lightly pinch the other. She hisses with pleasure, her lids dipping and her claw-like fingers curling into your hair to cradle you against her chest. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh,” she moans. “If this is how you plan to defeat me… mmmmm… I am not complaining.” 
 
    She perches on the edge of her bed and you slide her gown up her slender legs, exposing the dark-tufted mound of her cunt and the blue folds of her cuntlips. You stroke her inner thighs and kiss her legs. Izabella coos and cradles your head, pulling you against her soft mound and slick folds. You focus your essence and your thoughts on the purity of the act of pleasuring her. You must concentrate your full attention or your ability will fail. 
 
    “Go on then, Lucas,” she moans, rolling her hips seductively and brushing her silky patch of hair against your nose. “Prove to me that you know how to… ooooohhhh!” 
 
    Bracing your hands on her thighs, you lean in and furiously begin lapping at her cunt. You taste her cool sweetness and flick your tongue against the small bud of your clit, eliciting another cry of pleasure and a jerk of Izabella’s hips. You press your tongue into her velvet channel, licking her and sucking at her bud at the same time. You fuck a finger into her cunt, curling it deep inside her. She clutches at her breasts, rolling her hips fiercely and grinding against your face. 
 
    You pull her legs over your shoulders, pushing her back with one hand and lapping greedily at her cunt and focusing your mind on the purity of the act. Her delicate folds part beneath your tongue, her juices spill into your mouth, and her inner walls clutch against your thrusting fingers.  
 
    “Ahhhhhhh! Yessss!” She cries, bucking furiously against your face and holding your head tightly in both her hands. You do not relent even as you feel her exhaust her pleasure around your thrusting fingers. You suck at her clit, drawing the bud between your lips and letting it graze against your teeth. She cums again, arching hard on the bed, her head twisting among the cushions, her dark hair spilling out around her head as she gasps. 
 
    You push her legs back further, exposing the dark blue divot of her anus. You do not hesitate to tongue her delicate asshole as you fuck her slick cunt with three thrusting fingers.  
 
    “My ass!” She moans. “You truly are devoted to pleasure!”  
 
    “Nnnnnnn!” You agree, thrusting your tongue up Izabella’s clenching pucker. You add a fourth finger to her cunt, stretching her tight folds and punishing her depths with each thrust. She wails with another orgasm, her back arching and her hands holding you tight against the soft curve of her ass.  
 
    You pleasure her again and again, tongue thrusting, lips sucking, fingers fucking, probing both her hole, and tasting her sweet nectar. She writhes and bucks against your face, she sighs with pleasure and sings your praise, but she never loses her mind. You curl her toes but you do not curdle her brain. Your fervor gives way to exhaustion. More than an hour has passed and your tongue and jaw are sore, your lips are chapped, and you are drenched in sweat. 
 
    You collapse onto the floor at the foot of the bed with a groan of exertion. 
 
    “Is that it?” Izabella laughs, sitting up to look at you as you sprawl beneath her feet. “I thought you would at least last until sundown.” 
 
    “You… you’ve cum a hundred times,” you groan, wetting your sore lips.  
 
    “Twenty-nine,” she says. “You’re quite good. I will grant you that, Lucas.” 
 
    You try to sit up and she pushes you back down with a foot on your face. 
 
    “That is why I intend to keep you around as a thrall,” she says, baring her fangs. “You will be my slave. And you will serve my every wish.” 
 
    Her red eyes glow brightly and you moan beneath her foot, helpless to escape her dominating gaze. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Just give Gretchen your milk 
 
      
 
    “I, um, think I will give you some of my milk,” you say, your cock twitching in your trousers. 
 
    “Oh, of course,” says Gretchen, plucking the vial from between her tits and setting it aside. “I’ll share some of mine with you first.” 
 
    Your eyes widen as she peels the taut cups of her bodice down and frees her milk-engorged tits and her swollen nipples. Her thick buds are red and dribble milk that trickles down over the luscious orbs of her breasts. She cradles the back of your head and pulls you against her chest. You eagerly open your mouth and latch to one of her nipples, sucking hungrily and moaning around her teat as you drink the hot cream that flows sweetly from her udder. 
 
    “That’s it,” she moans, holding you tight against her chest. “Drink my milk, little Lucas. Suck out as much as you want. Ohhhhhh… you’re a thirsty one.” 
 
    “Mmmmmphhmm,” you reply, gulping the sweet milk as it flows with each suck. 
 
    While feeding you her cream with one hand on the back of your head, Gretchen’s other hand frees your cock from your trousers. You are almost in a dreamlike state as you suck greedily from her breast. She pulls your head up and moves you to her other breast, forcing her nipple into your mouth and encouraging you to suck again. Her milk dribbles down your chin and fills your body with euphoric warmth.  
 
    “Keep sucking,” she says. “I’ll extract some of your milk.” 
 
    She releases your head and grabs an empty vial from a nearby shelf. She begins to wank you with the vial pressed against the head of your cock. She only stops stroking to lick her hand and use the saliva to lubricate her pumping grip. Entranced by her spurting milk, you lose yourself in the infantile pleasure of nursing from her huge breasts as she pumps her hand on your cock. The relaxation melts into a languid pleasure, your cum flowing out of you in a prolonged, throbbing orgasm. Your seed spurts into the vial Gretchen is holding to your cockhead. 
 
    “Yes, good boy,” murmurs Gretchen. “Fill it up.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” you moan around her nipples, sucking even harder and drawing her areola into your mouth as you pump your cum into her vial. 
 
    As your orgasm subsides, she pulls the vial away and slows her hand on your cock. You lift your head from her breast and look at her with warm-bellied adoration, reminded by her sweet milk just how much you appreciate the lovely, horned cow girl. 
 
    “Very good, Lucas,” she says, holding the vial up to show you that your seed has filled it to the brim and overflowed onto her fingers. She leans in and licks up the cum that has dribbled onto her digits. She moans with delight as her tongue cleans your spunk from her fingers. “Mmmmmm. I forgot how delicious it is. I need some for myself.” 
 
    She stoppers the vial and sets it aside, turning her full attention back to your shriveling cock. You are still in the dreamy afterglow of your milk-fed orgasm and you can only smile as she drops to a crouch before you and takes hold of your cock with both hands.  
 
    Gretchen’s able tongue rouses your cock once more and she soon has your manhood stuffed into her mouth, moaning around your cock as she bobs gently around you and bathes you in her warm saliva. You rest your hands on her small horns, not so much guiding her as holding yourself up as you sway on your feet. She braces you with her strong hands on your hips, slurping eagerly on your cock as her warm spit begins to drip down your bollocks. 
 
    “Oh, Gretchen,” you moan. “Your mouth is incredible.” 
 
    “Mmmmhphhmmm,” she agrees, nursing as hungrily on your cock as you sucked from her generous teats. 
 
    Your legs shake with the intensity of your building orgasm. Accompanying your heavy breathing are the soft slurp of Gretchen’s mouth and the hum of the nearby machine. As you feel your pleasure building to a head, your cock sucked expertly by the voluptuous cow girl, you hear a strangle cry from the nearby room. The sound of the machine changes and milky liquid drains into the machine’s glassed reservoir. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” observe Gretchen, too intent to take your cock out of her mouth. The welling of your pleasure reaches a critical level and you thrust carefully into her mouth twice. On the third stroke over her warm, velvety tongue, your cock explodes and you fill Gretchen’s mouth with your seed. She gulps down each spurt, moaning loudly around your twitching manhood, “MMmhhhmmmmm!” 
 
    She sucks the last trembling drop from your cock, popping you from her soft lips and licking your tip clean.  
 
    “Oh, so yummy,” she says, rising to her feet and pressing a passionate kiss to your lips. You taste yourself on her lips, but you are still in the glow of her sweet milk and too happy to care. Your tongue swirls against hers for long moments before you hear another cry from the nearby room and more liquid begins to drain into the machine’s reservoir. Gretchen breaks the kiss to glance over at the slowly-filling cylinder. “I had better see to the golem. You come back any time, Lucas. I promise I will refine my potion and have something for you the next time you set off on a mission.” 
 
    You tuck your cock away and button up your trousers. Gretchen is already back to work in the other room, talking softly to the golem she has suspended from the ceiling. You head back into the hall and bump directly into the guide Hina. 
 
    “Ah! You scared me!” You call out as she smiles serenely. 
 
    “I was feeding the ducks,” she says. “They like bread. What about you, master?” 
 
    “Bread is good,” you say with a nervous chuckle. 
 
    “Yes, but I have given all my bread to the ducks.” She gestures to a small pond with several contented and very full looking ducks floating on the surface. “I meant, where would you like to go now, master?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    It is time to return to the real world 
 
    Visit with Izabella the Vampiress 
 
    Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus 
 
    Visit with Oola the Slime Girl 
 
    Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the Blue Milk Potion 
 
      
 
    You shift your sword to a one-handed guard and reach into your belt pouch for the slim vial given to you by the cow girl. The milky blue liquid within seems to give off a faint magical light. You push the stopper out with your thumb. 
 
    “A last drink to steel your nerves?” Izabella lunges at you, nearly causing you to spill the potion. You block her slashing hands with your sword. You only make contact with the flat of your blade, but the holy light flares and she hisses in anger. 
 
    Before she can strike again, you take a deep breath, hold the potion to your lips, and tilt your head back. The liquid is thick and sweet. It tastes faintly of something bitter, but that is covered by the milky sweetness of the cream from Gretchen’s teats. You gulp it down and warmth spreads quickly through your body. Your muscles tighten and bulge, your chest growing to strain the laces of your tunic. Tufts of thick dark hair grow from your chest and your face in a thick beard. Your shoulders and arms enlarge until you feel as if you could smash through a brick wall. 
 
    And you would smash through a brick wall if a woman was on the other side of it! Your lust storms within you and your cock stiffens down the leg of your trousers. Down the leg… nearly to your knee! You look down at your now massive cock, visible in lewd detail against the nearly bursting material of your trousers. 
 
    “What is this?” Izabella demands. “What magic is this?” 
 
    You have even grown taller and can now look down upon her. You smile and toss your sword aside. You don’t need it. You can teach this vampire bitch a lesson with your bare hands! Those lovely tits, that pretty face, wasted on her undead evil! You’ll put them to use! 
 
    “I will… fuck you!” Your words come out as a savage growl, like a beast barely able to speak. 
 
    You charge at her and she hisses and meets your charge with her unholy strength. Her claw-like nails rake your tunic, tearing it open and slashing bloody tracks across your chest. You ignore the burning pain and pick her up in your hands, slamming her back onto the bed and leaping atop her so heavily the bed almost folds in on itself. You tear her bodice open and her blue-gray breasts bounce free. 
 
    “You brute!” She cries, hammering blows against your massive shoulders.  
 
    “Fuck you!” You roar, intending the words as a promise rather than an epithet. 
 
    You ignore the pain of her hammering fists and tear her dress off completely, baring her tufted cunt and her firm abdomen. You smother her angry cries of protest with a kiss, thrusting your tongue into her mouth as your hand finds her cunt. You push three fingers roughly into her slick vessel, grinding the heel of your hand against her clit. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm!” She cries against your lips, her hammering fists stopping and taking hold of your shoulders. Her tongue begins to move against yours as the beautiful vampiress seems to submit to what you have in store for her. 
 
    You tear your trousers away as if they are made from paper and your huge, veiny cock thumps against her abdomen. She gasps against your lips, “It’s too big!” 
 
    “Cunt will stretch!” You snarl in reply, gripping you huge cock at its crimson root and guiding the swollen apple-sized head of your cock to her delicate blue folds. She watches and bites her lower lip, her fangs standing out white against her blue lip. You act as if you intend to take things slowly, gently lining up your cock and rubbing it against her cool flesh. You thrust forward and hilt your cock in her tight cunt in a single stroke. Her abdomen bulges and her red eyes go wide in shock as you impale her on your manhood. 
 
    “Tooooo bigggg!” She wails. 
 
    You grab her throat and pin her to the bed, savagely fucking her, heedless of her shocked expression as you choke off any complaints. She doesn’t need to breathe, she is already dead. Your cock hammers into her lifeless womb and stretches her smooth abdomen around your mighty strokes. Her breasts bounce and flop with each thrust. The bed thumps against the wall. Somewhere behind you, something crashes to the floor. 
 
    You do not care. You are lost in the savage pleasure of your bestial rut. You hold the beautiful vampiress pinned to the bed by her throat and skewered on your massive cock. As you predicted, she stretches around you, and soon her face is contorted in pleasure. You release your choking grip on her throat to hear her give voice to such ecstasy. 
 
    “Yesssss!” She croaks. “I’m… I’m cumming! It has been ages since a man… yesssss!” 
 
    You fuck into her clenching cunt, ramming past her squeezing inner walls and battering her cervix with your dripping cockhead. Your huge cock fills her so completely that you can feel every slight twitch of her cunt muscles even as her orgasm fades. Sweat drips from your straining muscles and red face as you pound your cock into her. You pull out suddenly, flip her onto her hands and knees, and slide your cock into her from behind.  
 
    “Ohhhhh! From behind?” She cries, her head bouncing as you slam your hips against her ass and ram every inch of your huge cock into her dripping cunt. 
 
    “How I want!” You bellow, grabbing her slender waist in your huge hands and pounding your cock in and out of her stretched, velvet pussy. You push her face down into the bed and hold her hips and ass up with one hand, ramming her hard and fast until the bed gives out and thumps to the floor. You do not relent and her cries of pleasure, muffled by the mattress, give way to the rippling clench of her cunt around your thrusting cock. 
 
    You flip her over again, this time holding her slender body in your arms, leaning down to lick and suck at her heaving titflesh as you pound your cock into her cunt. She is like a ragdoll until she circles her arms around your muscular neck and holds tight. You punish her pussy, grinning with savage lust, your cock stretching her womb as brutally as her cunt. 
 
    “Breed you!” The thought of her lifeless womb fills you with anger and you fuck her even harder. Her head bounces, her hair flaps, and her tits smack and splash with every brutal ram of your cock. Your pleasure peaks and with a roar you pull your cock out of her cunt with a loud slurp. She gasps as you throw her onto her back and wank your huge cock over her. Massive ropes of cum spurt from your crimson cock, splashing over her face, her heaving breasts, her belly, her stretched pussy, and all over her thighs and the bed between them. You pump out every spurt of your cum and collapse over her slime-slathered body. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans with exhaustion. 
 
    “Fuck good,” you grunt. 
 
    “Yes, you did,” she laughs, stroking your shoulders. “A pity I have to kill you now.” 
 
    “Wha?” You lift your head.  
 
    She lunges at you, sinking her fangs into your muscular neck. She actually has to bite you three times before she manages to pierce your artery. You seize her and try to throw her down onto the bed, but she clings to your neck like her arms are made of iron. You fall off the broken bed, kicking at her and fighting until hot pleasure overwhelms your resistance. You feel your blood gushing into her mouth. She moans as she drinks it. 
 
    “Bitch,” you croak, your mouth suddenly very dry. 
 
    Your mighty heart slows. Your strength fades completely and you slump onto your back on the floor. With a last gasp, darkness and cold closes in around you. The last sound you hear is the greedy sucking of the vampiress still latched to your muscular neck. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Roughly fuck the baroness 
 
      
 
    You are struck by the baroness’s lewd beauty and yet anger rises at the sight of her raunchy display. As you watch her finger her pink cunt, you cannot help but realize her husband is only recently dead. She writhes on the bed, begging for your cock, and you are nearly a stranger to her. This is a great offense to all honorable behavior! A woman like this baroness should stand for nobility! 
 
    “You want to be fucked?” You snarl, unbuckling your sword belt. “So be it!” 
 
    “Oh, yes, my brave—AH!” She cries out as you climb onto the bed and roughly flip her over. You swat your hands against her peachy bottom, feeling the meaty firmness of her cheeks with a rough squeeze. You take out the iron of your cock and rub it against her slick lips. She coos with lust, trying to push back and impale herself onto your cock.  
 
    “You whore,” you laugh and swat her bottom again. “You gyrate like a dancer at a brothel!” 
 
    “Oh, yes, I am but a whore! Fill me with your cock!” 
 
    You growl, put off by her wanton behavior, but driven by her writhing body to take out your lust upon her. You seize hold of her slender waist and pull her back onto your cock, burying every inch in her slick cunt until your stone are pressed against her clit. You spit onto your hand and massage three fingers into her crack, thrusting them into her delicate divot so that you can feel your cock moving in her pussy through the walls of her ass. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, fuck me harder!” She cries as you bounce her firm ass against your muscular hips with every stroke. You slam her cunt with ferocious thrusts and roughly plunge three fingers in and out of her stretched asshole. It is a brutal, relentless fucking of the sort you have never before felt so entitled to give to a woman. 
 
    The baroness, to your great frustration, seems to love every moment of it. Her wails of pleasure fill you with such anger that you release her hip and reach around her to choke her slender neck. Not to harm her, but to quiet her. She moans against your constricting hand on her throat, her pussy seeming to grip you even tighter.  
 
    “Fuck you are a mad whore,” you groan, your hips spanking loudly against her ass and the whole bed shaking. “I am going to fill your cunt, whore! Fill it with every drop of my cum!” 
 
    “NNnnnnn yesss!” She chokes out.  
 
    Her slick cunt grips your cock as she seizes you with her ecstasy. Her stretched asshole clenches against your thrusting fingers.  
 
    You roar with pleasure and slam your cock deep inside her cunt, pumping your hot seed against her womb. You flood her tight channel with spurt after spurt of your manly seed, wondering as you cum if you are giving her the child her husband never did. With a last groan, you pull back and your cock slurps free of the baroness’s creamy cunt. You release her throat and she falls forward onto the bed. 
 
    “No!” She cries, turning over. “I need more. I need more cock.” 
 
    “That’s all you get, you shameless wh—OH!” You are shocked by her strength as she tackles you back to the bed. She grips your cock in her hand and strokes you back to full hardness with a mad look gleaming in her blue eyes.  
 
    “I need more, Lucas,” she moans. “I need it in my ass!” 
 
    She straddles you and guides your swollen cock to the divot of her anus as your cum trickles out of her pussy. You watch in disbelief as this petite noblewoman sinks her ass down onto your cock, riding down to your root.  
 
    “Please, my lady,” you gasp as she bounces atop your cock. “I cannot… you should not…” 
 
    “Oh, brave warrior,” she moans, tossing her silky blonde hair across her face. “I have never had such a big cock in my ass. Smaller cocks, a few times, yes, but yours is glorious! Ohhh it fills me so perfectly!” 
 
    She leans over you, kissing you, thrusting her tongue into your mouth, and silencing any further protest. Her thighs grip you as her ass rides up and down your cock until you are on the verge of pleasure. She breaks her kiss and presses her soft lips to your shoulder, her tongue teasing along your collarbone. 
 
    “Baroness, please,” you moan, your cock nearing another eruption.  
 
    “Shhhhhh,” she hisses against your neck. “Cum for me, Lucas. Cum in my ass.” 
 
    “Ohhhh! AHHHH!” Your moan of pleasure becomes a cry of pain as she sinks her teeth deep into your neck. Hot blood bursts from the wound and she sucks ravenously. The pain of the bite becomes hot pleasure rippling through you and joining with your rising climax. 
 
    You whimper as the beautiful baroness drinks your lifesblood and you thrust upwards, spurting your seed into the tight passage of her ass. She laughs as she drinks your blood, her ass drinking your seed just as hungrily. From the height of double pleasure, you descend into cold darkness, your orgasm reverberating to the dimming tempo of your slowing heartbeat. 
 
    A final thump gives way to the endless blackness and cold, cold void. 
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    A new day in Ulvenblad 
 
      
 
    You rise from your creaking bed and splash lukewarm water into your face from the basin on the table. It washes away some of the film of sweat from your hard night’s sleep and serves to brace you for what promises to be a difficult day.  
 
    “Damn this place,” you say, gazing at the dreary light coming through the window. 
 
    Almost immediately, there is a loud knock at your door. 
 
    “Get up, Lucas,” says Theora in her stern tone. You open your door and the beautiful angel pushes into your room, ignoring your protest. “The sun has risen.  You must use every moment of daylight you have to locate the vampiress and destroy her.” 
 
    “Willing to bet she’s in the castle,” you point out, toweling off your face. 
 
    “And how are you going to get into the castle?” She asks. 
 
    “Uh, well, it has a gate and a door,” you say. “I was thinking I could walk up and ask to come inside and talk to the baroness.” 
 
    “Do you think she will just let you in?” Theora scoffs. She tosses your clothes at you. “Get dressed. Your cock is hanging out of your shorts.” 
 
    You look down and see she is right. You quickly clean up as best you can from the basin and pull on your traveling clothes. Theora excuses herself while you are washing up and by the time you descend the stairs to the tavern, you have a bowl of hot gruel waiting for you. 
 
    “Put currants in it for ya,” says Rianna, winking at you and bumping you with her shapely hip. “And root sugar.” 
 
    “Th-thanks,” you say, spooning the warm gruel into your mouth. It’s surprisingly good and beats back some of the miserable feeling of finding that daylight in the Nightlands is just as distressing as the darkness. Theora impatiently watches you eat.  
 
    You bolt down your meal, leave your last coin for Rianna as a tip, and venture outside into the misty morning. There is a chill in the air and you pull your traveling cloak more tightly around yourself.  
 
    It is a long climb up a cobblestone road to the castle that overlooks Ulvenblad. It seemed impressive in the darkness, a sort of shadow presence much more solid than the dark, crumbling see in the gray daylight. Moss grows on its outer walls and some of the stonework has collapsed near the gate. An elderly guard posted there does not even look up as you approach. He waves you through the creaking, wrought iron gatehouse. 
 
    “I will wait here for you, Lucas,” says Theora, stopping as you pass through the gate. “It is not my place to confront the foes of humanity.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, resting a hand on the grip of your sword. “Leave it to me. I’ll handle it.” 
 
    You start to turn towards the castle and Theora stops you with a hand on your shoulder. 
 
    “I dreamed of you, Lucas,” she says. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I rarely dream, but I saw you in my dreams,” she says. “We were… it was in the future and we had become lovers.” 
 
    “Why are you telling me this?” You wonder aloud. 
 
    “Because many of my dreams come true,” says Theora. “Angels of Veleda are blessed with visions of possible futures. But they are only possible, it does not mean that they will necessarily come to pass.” 
 
    “I, um, I saw you in my dream as well,” you say, careful not to mention any other details about what occurred.  
 
    “Synchronicity is important,” she says. “There is meaning to these dreams, even if they are not what they seem on the surface. Perhaps we are meant to be allies for a long time. If so… I would like that, Lucas.” 
 
    “Yeah?” You smile.  
 
    “Yes,” says Theora. “But do not let that go to your head. It is only what I feel is best for the goddess.” 
 
    “No, you have a soft spot for me,” you say. “Maybe more than that. We should—“ 
 
    “You should go,” she says, blushing unexpectedly. “Good luck, Lucas LeBlanc.” 
 
    “Right, thanks,” you say, turning back to the castle’s front entrance. “I’ll just go kill a vampiress.” 
 
    You leave the beautiful, golden-haired angel standing at the gatehouse. Her radiance does not belong in these dreary surroundings. You follow the overgrown path and climb a flight of crumbling stairs to the castle’s huge double-door entrance. Gargoyles are wrought into the iron knockers on the doors of intricately-carved blackwood. An inscription above the doors reads, “Light Will Push Back the Deepest Darkness.” It strikes you as a curiously optimistic inscription for such a menacing doorway. 
 
    You briefly consider opening the door and creeping inside, but after the desultory guarding at the gatehouse, you decide that you might as well knock on the door. 
 
    You thump the heavy gargoyle knocker and a booming knock echoes inside the castle. There is no answer. You knock again. And again. Finally, as you are knocking a fourth time, the door creaks open. A slip of an old woman answers the door, looking up at you through thick spectacles.  
 
    “Yes?” She says, blinking at the daylight. 
 
    “My name is Lucas LeBlanc,” you say, drawing yourself up to look imposing. “I am here to call upon the baroness.” 
 
    “Mmm?” The woman cocks her head. “You? Well, I suppose. Come in. I’ll take you to her.” 
 
    She shuffles back from the door and lets you inside. The interior of the castle is slightly less miserable than the crumbling exterior. Tapestries hang depicting green and sunny times in Ulvenblad. You see paintings of the increasingly pale rulers of this castle, culminating in a dark-haired, pallid, but rather handsome man in one painting and a beautiful, almost elfin blonde in the painting next to him. 
 
    “Is that the baroness?” You ask, pointing at the painting of the delicate blonde woman. 
 
    “Mmmmm? Oh, yes, that is my lady,” says the old woman. “She come from far away, she did. Sun-kissed skin and those lovely blue eyes. Now she’s as pale as all of us. Hardly ever sets foot outside the castle. Glad you’re callin’ on her, to be honest. She needs a good visitor. Hope you bring good news. You do, don’t you?” 
 
    “Uh, well, a warning, but with hope?” It’s the best you can do. The old woman seems to process what you are saying and shrugs.  
 
    “The last person that came was that witch and she told my lady that the baron had died. So it can’t be as bad as all that.” The old woman pushes open a heavy door and leads you into a dark and echoing dining hall. “Just in here. I believe my lady is having her breakfast.” 
 
    The little old housemaid vanishes into the darkness of the dining hall. You follow the faint glow of a candelabrum to the end of an enormous table arrayed with platters, bowls, and tureens of food. None of it looks very appetizing. It is as if a banquet was prepared and left on the table overnight. 
 
    Baroness Lydia Carminus sits alone at the end of the table, her blonde hair pinned up in a tight bun and her blue eyes glassy and somehow more lifeless than her image in the painting. Though still slender and beautiful, her color has gone almost to paper white, with just a hint of a blush in her cheeks and on her lips. She looks up slowly from an untouched goblet of wine and bowl of fruit, blinking deliberately as she gazes at you.  
 
    “I did not realize there was a visitor,” she says, her voice soft and yet echoing in the vast emptiness of the dining hall. “No one tells me anymore. What is your name?” 
 
    “Lucas LeBlanc, my lady,” you say, bowing slightly. She leans more into the light of the candelabrum and you notice that she has two distinctive puncture marks on her neck. They do not look very fresh. 
 
    “Lucas LeBlanc,” she says, smiling mysteriously after saying your name. Despite her pallor, her smile is beguiling. She rises from her chair, revealing that she is taller than most of the townsfolk you have encountered. Whatever deficiencies in their diet have stunted their growth obviously did not afflict the baroness. 
 
    “Yes, my lady,” you say. “I am afraid that… well, I have concern for you, my lady. There is a vampiress here in Ulvenblad and I have been sent by Veleda to vanquish this evil.” 
 
    “Veleda?” She quirks her lips curiously. “The goddess? She sent you to me?” 
 
    “Well, my lady, she sent me to best the vampiress. I am here champion and I wield her holy sword.” You pat the pommel of your sword.  
 
    “Do you now?” She smiles and comes closer. Her hands are cool as they caress your hands. “I have so very few visitors, Lucas. I am all alone in this vast castle. Even my bed… is empty. No one to keep me warm.” 
 
    She breathes softly, sweetly, her hands stroking your neck. Her pale blue eyes are so bewitching. 
 
    “I, um, there is grave danger… and… um…” 
 
    “Won’t you come and warm my bed, Lucas?” She purrs, her lips very close to yours. “Keep me company for a time?” 
 
    “Danger…” You try to remind her. 
 
    “Loneliness is the real danger,” she whisper. “Come to my bedroom with me. There is something I must show you there.” 
 
    Your cock twitches in your trousers. You long to go with her, to see what she has to show you, but you cannot help but notice the puncture wounds on her neck. She has either been turned or enslaved by the vampiress. Or perhaps the baroness is the vampiress and the witch is only her slave. 
 
    “Come with me,” she whispers, brushing her lips against yours. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Confront the baroness about her neck 
 
    Demand to see the witch 
 
    Go with the baroness to her bedroom


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Hesitate 
 
      
 
    You stand with your sword raised and ready to strike down the vampiric monster the baroness has become. You look down into her wide, pale blue eyes and at her fearful expression. You hesitate.  
 
    “Oh, please don’t hurt me,” she whimpers. She slides one hand up your leg and gives your cock a gentle squeeze through your trousers. “Brave warrior, please, spare me. I promise to pleasure you.” 
 
    “Pleasure me?” You scoff. “You are a vampire!” 
 
    “Y-yes,” she says, nodding sadly. “But I didn’t not choose this fate. Besides, there are better things than blood I can suck out.” 
 
    You groan in surprise as her hand reaches into your trousers and wraps softly around your cock. She strokes your manhood, looking up at you as she parts her lips, baring her fangs. You tense, your hand tightening on the grip of your sword, but when she leans forward instead of a sharp bite you feel the warm, gentle caress of her tongue as she licks the head of your cock. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” you moan as her tongue roams all over your tip. She wanks you slowly with one hand on your shaft and flicks her pink tongue beneath your cockhead. 
 
    “If I give you pleasure like this,” she says, pressing a kiss to the head of your cock. “Won’t you spare me from some awful fate?” 
 
    “I… I cannot,” you say, watching her small hand work along your reddening cockshaft. “It is my duty to the goddess to strike down all monsters that would prey upon humanity.” 
 
    “But do I look like a monster?” She asks, smiling sweetly at you as her hand continues to work your cock. “I’m just a sad widow, longing for the warmth of a man. Let me pleasure you, Lucas. I can show you that I have not lost what makes me human.” 
 
    You start to object and then her cool, wet mouth is on your cock, swallowing your swollen tip and gently grazing her fangs against it. You groan with pleasure, lost for a moment in the cool suction of the baroness’s lovely mouth. You gaze down into her pleading eyes and it takes every bit of your willpower not to grab her silky blonde hair in one hand and fuck your cock into her mouth to the hilt. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Let the baroness pleasure you 
 
    Ravish the baroness 
 
    She is a vampire and must be defeated!


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Surrender 
 
      
 
    The undead beauty of the vampiress stirs your desire, not to ravish her, but to submit to her. You stare into her glowing red eyes and know in an instant that you cannot hope to beat Izabella. Not like this. The only choice possible is to yield to her. 
 
    You toss your sword at your feet as she approaches. It clangs loudly on the floor. Izabella hisses and looks at you uncertainly. 
 
    “I yield,” you say, holding your hands out from your side. 
 
    She flicks her gaze over you as if searching for some hidden weapon or magic trick. She runs her tongue over her lips and fangs.  
 
    “What are you doing, foolish hero?” She demands, keeping her distance. “I offer you no terms for surrender.” 
 
    “I understand,” you say, your heart racing as you contemplate the fate you will soon meet at her sharp fangs. Your cock twitches perversely in your trousers at the thought of your doom. 
 
    “You want me to feed upon you?” She laughs. 
 
    “Yes,” you moan your confession. You turn your head and offer the vampiress your neck. 
 
    She glides closer, her cold fingers stroking your throat. Your pulse throbs in your neck. She parts her lips and hisses hungrily, her fangs only inches from your jugular. You moan with submissive desire, your cock stiff at the thought of her fatal kiss. 
 
    “You naughty little boy,” she giggles. “You almost had me. Drinking you dry would give you what you desire, holy warrior. A return to your goddess.” 
 
    “What?” You look at her with fear. 
 
    “Oh, yes, I’ve heard of you, Here of a Thousand Lives,” she laughs. “Even here in the Nightlands, I would guess your goddess has the power to rescue you from death. But there are other fates that might prevent you from returning.” 
 
    “W-what?” You ask and she lashes out, seizing your throat in the iron vice of her hand. Her red eyes stare into yours, glowing and seeming to pulse with her malevolent energy. 
 
    “You will live on, remaining with me and serving me as a thrall,” she says. “A slave.” 
 
    “A s-slave?” You whisper, your voice distant as you stare deep into the swirling red pits of her eyes. 
 
    “Yes, Lucas,” she murmurs, her lips almost close enough to kiss you. When she speaks again, her voice echoes in your mind, her eyes pulsing with each syllable. “Your former desires and purpose slip away. Your meaning is a golden sphere that I hold in my hand. You want this, Lucas, and the only way you will ever have it is if you do exactly as I say. You will do that, won’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” you moan. 
 
    “Good boy,” she says, “I am your mistress now. I am all that matters to you. My happiness is more important than your life. Repeat that.” 
 
    “You are my mistress,” you murmur in a monotone. “You are all that matters to me. Your happiness si more important than my life.” 
 
    “Very good,” she says, stroking your cheek. “You become hypnotized very easily. I am not sure how that trait would benefit you, but it certainly makes it easier for me.” 
 
    “I am here to serve your every desire,” you say, your words coming out without you giving them any thought. 
 
    “Yes, you are,” she says. “Let’s have a little taste of your blood. Perhaps I will decide you are too delicious to remain as a servant after all.” 
 
    Before you can reply, she lunges at your neck and sinks her fangs into your flesh. The pain is washed away on a hot tide of bubbling pleasure as the vampiress begins to gently suck at your wound. You feel your blood coursing into her mouth, her tongue flicking at your neck as she drinks your hot, red essence. She presses her shapely body to yours, one hand sliding down to your trousers and reaching inside to draw out your erect cock.  
 
    “Oh, goddess, forgive me,” you moan feebly as you look down at Izabella’s delicate blue-gray hand wrapping your shaft. She deftly wanks your cock as she sucks at your neck, drinking your blood and pleasuring you at the same time. You feel weak and your knees give out, but Izabella easily holds you up with one arm around your shoulders. Her lips are tight against your neck and your cock is throbbing in her grasp. The more of your blood she drinks, the more you want her to drink. You don’t care if she takes your life so long as she keeps sucking.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” she moans against your neck, her lust vibrating through your flesh. Your cock surges in her grasp and you whimper as your orgasm builds. You watch your cock, surprisingly pale because of all the blood she has sucked, twitch in her ashen grasp. 
 
    “I’m cumming,” you whimper, held upright only by her strength. Your seed spurts out of your cock in powerful ropes that narrowly miss Izabella’s gown and splash upon the stones of the floor. You feel pathetic, but the pleasure surging through your cock and radiating from your neck melds into an intense orgasm the likes of which you have never experienced before. You seem to cum for a very long time and the mess you have made on the stones is extensive.  
 
    You feel your heart slowing and, certain you are about to fade into darkness, you swoon in Izabella’s embrace. She licks across your wound and stops the flow of blood from your neck. She releases you and lets you drop to your feet. You spill forward onto your hands and nearly collapse onto the mess you have made on the floor. 
 
    “You are mine now, little warrior,” she laughs. “Clean up the mess you’ve made and then return to the castle. I will call upon you when you are needed.” 
 
    She glides over to the bed, yawns, and climbs back beneath its covers. 
 
    “M-mistress,” you say, the word coming out unbidden. “Th-there is no rag to clean the floor.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” She smiles cruelly. “I am sure you will find a way.” 
 
    She licks her lower lip purposefully and sinks back onto her bed. You wet your lip and look down at the milky mess spread across the floor.  
 
    Your revulsion is overcome by your need to please the vampiress. Her happiness is all that matters to you now as you commence the humiliating task of cleaning your cum from the floor. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    In the thrall of the vampiress 
 
      
 
    It is hard to say how many days and nights have passed since you learned to serve the vampiress. You are her groveling lackey, obeying her every whim and working tirelessly to aid her plan to control the entirety of the Nightlands. Ulvenblad has been mostly turned, with only a few townsfolk cowering in their homes, waiting to be drained or turned by the packs of vampire thralls that patrol the foggy streets at night.  
 
    During the day, you and the vampiress’s other human thralls descend upon the village to ensure that it is made ready. Izabella says that Ulvenblad will soon be the capital of an empire of the undead and ready to begin the conquest of the human lands in the name of the Succubus Queen. 
 
    “Lucas!” She calls from her crypt, her word reaching you as you polish the silver in the castle above her. You wipe your hands clean and hasten down into the dark underworld, the guttering candelabrum reminding you of your first descent into the vampiress’s lair.  
 
    “Lucas, you fool, where are you? Where is my velvet cloak?” She snarls and something breaks as you approach the door to her salon.  
 
    “Mistress?” You call, knocking faintly. 
 
    She throws open the door, seizes you in one hand and flings you easily across her room and onto her bed. The impact against one of the upright posts nearly breaks some of your ribs. You writhe and gasp for air as she leaps weightlessly through the air and lands atop you, her thighs like iron as she straddles your waist. Her anger twists her beautiful features and her red eyes blaze with fury. 
 
    “Where is my velvet cloak?!” She demands. 
 
    “M-mistress,” you gasp. “The blood. From that vampire huntress. I could not get it out and the fabric was ruined. I’ve asked a tailor—“ 
 
    “ASKED!?!” She grabs your throat and begins to squeeze. “You have asked for a menial task? I do not ask you to do things, I demand it. Therefore you should not be humbly requesting on my behalf. It makes me seem WEAK!” 
 
    You choke for air, your face turning red.  
 
    “You are hardly fit to wash my feet with your tongue,” she laughs at one of the common tasks she gives you. “Let alone share my bed.”  
 
    She once rode you for hours every night and made you pleasure her with your tongue until you were exhausted. The past few nights she has hardly wanted you around and her temper has been very short. You fear the end approaches. She grows tired of all her playthings. Even the baroness had to flee from the castle and live in the village to avoid Izabella’s wrath. Only you remain, her most slavish and devoted servant. She squeezes your throat even tighter, her fangs bared and her eyes wild with anger. 
 
    “Killing me,” you manage to choke out as you feel yourself losing consciousness.  
 
    She snarls and releases your throat from her choking hands.  
 
    “Snapping your neck would be a waste,” she sighs. 
 
    “T-thank you, mistress,” you croak, rubbing at your bruised neck. 
 
    “Yes, I am a merciful ruler,” she says. “It is far better and more pleasant to simply drain you dry.” 
 
    “Drain me?” You ask, eyes wide and fearful. 
 
    “Yes, present yourself to me so that I might drink every drop of your blood,” she commands. 
 
    Your stomach tightens with fear. You know she does not jest about such things. A part of you wants to fight or bargain for your life, but you are the vampiress’s obedient thrall. The haze of her domination lies over your brain like the mists that cling to the hills of Ulvenblad. You get down on your knees beside the bed, tilt your head back, and present your neck and throbbing pulse to Izabella. She runs her sharp-nailed fingers over your neck.  
 
    “I can smell the crushed capillaries,” she says. “Blood oozing into your flesh, forming the bruises I caused. Your blood is less sweet every time I drink it, Lucas. The purity fading as you have remained by my side. I think tonight, finally, it will be sweet again. Sweet with fear.” 
 
    “Y-yes, mistress,” you whimper as she turns your head to the side.  
 
    She lunges at you and bites, her fangs piercing your vein and causing a hot gush of blood to soak your ragged tunic. She sucks greedily at your flowing essence and familiar pleasure suffuses your body. How many times has she fed upon you? A dozen? Two? This is different, you know at once. Her hands hold your head tightly and her lips smack against your neck as she drinks without restraint.  
 
    Accustomed to the pleasure, your cock stiffens and you begin to cum in your trousers, whimpering shamefully as her feeding triggers your orgasm. She laughs as she continues to suck, her amusement vibrating into your shoulder.  
 
    The warm pleasure succumbs to a hungry, cold darkness. It seeps into the edges of your vision until everything is black. The last sound you can hear is your heart; a final beat chasing you down the tunnel into darkness. 
 
    Your time has a thrall of the vampiress has ended. You have become her meal. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda 
 
      
 
    “I need to get better at this,” you say to Hina. “I need more training. Take me to Theora.” 
 
    “As you wish, master,” says Hina, setting off through the palace. “I believe she is in the armory.” 
 
    “We have an armory?” You say, following behind the golem. 
 
    “Whenever you need it,” says Hina sweetly. “I have every weapon ever devised by humans and several monster weapons. Also armors, magical defenses, traps, and combat golems.” 
 
    “I had no idea,” you say.  
 
    “You never asked, master,” she says, pulling open huge double doors. She leads you through a hall containing dozens of lifelike statues. Some look human and others are massive, towering into the darkness of the huge room. She opens more doors and you enter a room with rows upon rows of weapons with every design and description imaginable. You spot exotic flails, some of which that seem to be alive, sword, axes, polearms, and maces. Some weapons burn with magical fire, others drip with venom, acid, or blood. 
 
    You enter another room that seems more like a huge closet. There are gleaming suits of armor on stands, but most of the space is filled with robes, tunics, trousers, and countless other items of clothing.  
 
    “There she is,” says Hina, pointing to a familiar angel-winged figure rummaging through boxes. The golem girl steps back and you begin to weave through the tables of jewelry, hat stands, and varicolored piles of what look like rags. 
 
    “Theora,” you call out to her. 
 
    “I haven’t found the Rosary of St. Yedmara,” she says, rattling a wooden box of jewelry. “That will make her confess.” 
 
    You see that Theora is holding various trinkets, a black leather rope, and something that looks like a hinged iron pear.  
 
    “What are you doing?” You ask. 
 
    “Preparing the implements for interrogating Izabella,” she says. “Even here, where her will is restrained, you will need various tools such as these to force the truth from her.” 
 
    “I am not torturing her,” you say, placing your hand on Theora’s. 
 
    “Then you will not know the location of the Succubus Queen,” says Theora, discarding a necklace back into the box. She looks at you fiercely and adds, “Or your mother.” 
 
    “I didn’t come for that,” you say. “I came to receive training from you.” 
 
    “Training?” She drops the rope, trinkets, and the iron pear onto a nearby table. “Lucas, I thought you understood that I have trained you as much as I can. I have nothing else to teach you.” 
 
    “I… that can’t be right though,” you say. “I barely know anything.” 
 
    “The time for training has passed,” she says, her tone softening. “Do you feel it, Lucas? The dark tide rising around us? It may consume us all if we cannot hold it back in the coming days.” 
 
    “But we are winning, right?” You ask, uncertainty creeping into your voice. Almost for yourself you add, “I did beat the vampiress.” 
 
    “You captured her,” says Theora. “She is still a danger. You should not visit her, by the way. You haven’t already, have you? No matter. If you did and survived, then the danger has passed. But be wary of her, Lucas. Even here she is dangerous.” 
 
    “I still don’t want to torture her,” you say resolutely. “She is my captive. I must treat them with honor.” 
 
    “By sticking your cock in all of them?” She snaps and immediately regrets it. “I know, they crave it, you are just here to give them what they want.” 
 
    “Oola and Morelle get upset if I don’t visit them to, uh, you know,” you scratch your head and blush furiously. 
 
    “Right, I know,” sighs Theora. She rests a comforting hand on your shoulder. “We should not quarrel about such things. You did not ask to be made the Hero of a Thousand Lives just as I did not ask to be your guardian. I will handle the interrogation of the vampiress.” 
 
    “Whatever you think is right, Theora,” you say, looking into her intense, silvery-blue eyes. “But maybe I could just try asking her again first.” 
 
    She nods and gives you a weary smile. You are not sure why, but you feel a sudden welling of affection for the beautiful angel. You lean up to her, stroking her cheek as you place a chaste kiss upon her full, soft lips. It lingers. Her eyes flutter closed and her lips slowly part. Your tongue tastes the faint strawberry flavor of her mouth. You press deeper, met by the languid caress of her hot, wet tongue. She moans against your lips and pulls you against her with her strong arms. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” you cry, kissing her openly, passionately, and holding her just as tightly as she is holding you. 
 
    In that moment, you and Theora put aside your worries and sink down on what seems to be a giant’s black velvet robe. You caress the angel’s breasts through her gown, kiss them through the soft fabric feeling the buds of her nipples against your lips as you move lower. You push up her gown, baring her creamy thighs, her golden thatch, and the glistening pink of her furrow.  
 
    “Lucas,” she whispers, a soft and meager protest.  
 
    You descend between her creamy thighs, kissing your way to the steamy center of her womanhood. You breathe in her angelic freshness, her flower petal sweetness, lips against her cuntlips, tongue tracing the delicate softness of her entrance. She moans faintly and combs her fingers into the back of your hair. She pulls you against her cusp and your tongue finds the bead of her clit. You lap at her bud, tongue pressing hard enough to flatten out against her button. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh, yes,” she hisses, tossing her golden hair across her face and behind her knees. You slip two fingers into the hot channel of her cunt, feeling her tense as you begin to fuck them in and out, your lesser knuckles bumping against her anus as you suck finger her and suck her clit.  
 
    Her cries of ecstasy are muted by the racks of clothing around you, but there is no mistaking the sweet flow of her cum into your mouth and the tension rippling around your fingers. She jerks her hips and fucks against your face and fingers, riding hard enough that each bump against your nose hurts a little. You don’t care, you pleasure her until her orgasm subsides.  
 
    “I need it,” she pants, pulling your head from between her thighs. “I need your strong sword inside me, Lucas. Take me. Take me as a man.” 
 
    She leans back again, spreading her legs wide and using the fingers of one hand to part her folds. You guide your straining cock to her hot entrance and thrust into her tight cove. You cry out in mutual pleasure, a moan that rises and falls as you begin to stroke in and out of her pussy. You bend over her and kiss her lips, trying to maintain a passionate liplock as you pound your cock with desperate desire.  
 
    You hold out as long as possible in the clutching furnace of her cunt. The pleasure is exquisite and Theora seems no nearer to another climax. Finally, she gasps, “Stop fighting it. Cum for me, Lucas. Cum inside me.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes,” you cry, your thrusts slowing and yet becoming more forceful. You sink every increment of your manhood into her clutching cunt and explode deep within her. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” she cries, happiness in her voice. “Cum inside me. Fill me with your seed!” 
 
    You spurt again and again into her exquisite tightness, marveling at her beauty, desperately kissing her as you spend your seed in a last few ragged strokes. You lie atop her, gasping, trembling with your orgasm. You slowly slide your length out of her and hear the faint, raunchy sound of your seed bubbling out of her freshly-fucked cunt. 
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” she whispers, looking up with a dreamy expression on her face. 
 
    “Thank you?”  
 
    “For clarifying things for me,” she says. “For reminding me what is at stake and why we must not relent. You humans can be annoying, but you have your finger qualities worth preserving.” 
 
    Coming from Theora, it’s a very heartfelt compliment. You smile down at her and stroke a lock of golden hair from her face. 
 
    You depart the maze of jewelry boxes and armor racks and find the guide Hina waiting for you. 
 
    “Did you have a pleasant visit with Lady Theora?” The golem asks. 
 
    “For once,” you say, grinning, “Yes. Very pleasant.” 
 
    “Where would you like to go now, master?” The automaton asks, cocking her head to one side and staring at you expectantly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    It is time to return to the real world 
 
    Visit with Izabella the Vampiress 
 
    Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus 
 
    Visit with Oola the Slime Girl 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl 
 
    Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Returned from the (almost) undead 
 
      
 
    Your body takes shape from the motes of dust in the air, swirling and gathering in the white marble palace of the Veleda. You perceive the light around you and the glow of the beautiful goddess as she stands like a colossal statue above you. Her smile is sad and her eyes glow beneath a furrowed brow. 
 
    “I forgive your failures, Lucas,” she says as your flesh congeals and the last of the dust blows away. “But your deeds are hard to overlook. You became a vampire and fed upon the blood of the living. You killed for her.” 
 
    “Please forgive me, goddess,” you moan, groveling before her and realizing you have been restored to your masculine body. 
 
    She crouches down, bringing her huge face close to you, her eyes as big as windows on a house, golden and full of emotion. Her immaculate blonde hair tickles against your naked back and you tremble at Veleda’s touch. 
 
    “I forgive you,” she says, her words causing you to cry out with ecstasy. “The vampiress dominated you and cursed you with her sickness. Theora had to send hunters to end your slavery and free you from the Nightlands.” 
 
    “They killed me,” you say, remembering the stake plunging into your breast. 
 
    “Yes, or a version of you,” she says. “A bit softer and more lovely. Killing you was an unfortunate necessity.” 
 
    “I understand,” you say, thinking back at the moment of splashing blood and screams as you fed upon helpless men, women, and children. “You can put things back?” 
 
    “Yes,” she says softly. “You must face her again, Lucas. Do not fail me.” 
 
    She lifts you up in her hands and seems to gently toss you into the air. A warm golden light surrounds you and you are falling, plunging from the heavens through the clouds and down into the crypts beneath the castle.  
 
    You stand facing the vampiress, your body masculine and clad in your old tunic and trousers. You hold the Holy Sword of Veleda in your hands and stare with determination at the savage beauty of Izabella. Your guts twist in fear. She was your mistress for so long… but she doesn’t know it. Time has turned back and you have another chance to defeat her. 
 
    “What are you waiting for, Lucas?” She sneers, her red eyes flashing.  
 
    “The right opportunity to strike you down, blood-sucking harlot!” You shout, swiping your sword to keep her at bay. “Your evil ends now.” 
 
    “I doubt that, little warrior,” she laughs, baring her fangs as she glides towards you. “But if you are lucky, maybe I will decide to keep you around as a pet.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visit with Oola the slime girl 
 
      
 
    After the darkness of the Nightlands you could use a little light. To your surprise, the first thing that comes to mind is the perpetually excited and happy slime girl, Oola. She is always glad to see you and too simple-minded to have complaints beyond not seeing you enough. A visit with her might be just the thing you need to cheer up. Not to mention, the thought of her voluptuous, gelatinous body makes your cock stiffen and twitch with anticipation. 
 
    “Take me to Oola,” you say to Hina. “I would like to see what she is doing.” 
 
    “She is being bad, master,” says Hina. “She became so hungry without you around that she decided to eat things in the kitchen. We are trying to control her, but she is devouring all the desserts we have prepared for you.” 
 
    “I didn’t know she even ate food,” you say, following Hina as she sets off through the palace. 
 
    As you approach the vast kitchens, you hear multiple Hina’s shouting and crying out in dismay, plates smashing, and loud giggling from the slime girl. You throw open the door and are stunned to see violet slime spread across half the kitchen. Oola’s face is laughing from several lumps of slime, all connected by tendrils of ooze as she extends new parts of her body to envelop pastries, puddings, and even bowls of sugar. A moment after she absorbs one into her body, its shape softens inside her and begins to disintegrate.  
 
    “She can melt things?” You mutter to yourself. “How many times have you been the dessert inside her? Could she have melted you so easily?” 
 
    “Do not be afraid,” says the guide Hina. “Violet slimes almost never eat meat. They do have a hunger for sweets when they are deprived of their favorite food.” 
 
    “My essence,” you murmur, remembering the hungry way the slime girl slurped over your straining cock the last time you visited with her. You raise your voice and call out, “Oola! You’re making a mess!” 
 
    “Master?” Her disparate faces suddenly slide together into a single mass of violet gelatin. Her buxom body rises from the jelly, absorbing it all into her singular slimy form. She cries with delight, “Oh, master! You come to see Oola!” 
 
    She glides quickly across the ransacked kitchen, knocking aside a kitchen Hina trying to clean up and launching the weight of her jiggling slime at you with an excited cry of, “Awooooo!” 
 
    The weight of the slime girl splashes into you, her gelatinous voluptuousness deforming and swallowing up your arms as she pushes you back onto the floor and begins noisily kissing you. You try to kiss her back, even opening your mouth for a moment, but it’s a mistake as her sweet slime pours into your mouth and forms two slippery tongues at once. She bursts through your tunic and slides into your trousers, dispensing with both garments by sucking them off your body, swallowing them into her slime, and ejecting them out of her back.  
 
    “Awoo! Miss master so much!” She speaks clearly even though her lips are pressed to yours and she is kissing you forcefully.  
 
    “Mmmmhmmmmhththmm,” you reply, your tongue squirming against her swirling slime tongues. 
 
    “Oh! Master, you give me boy milk? Please! Thank you! Soooo hungry for warm master milk!” She slurps and reforms, her breasts growing larger and her body atop yours, huge tits swaying. “Squeeze you between jelly! Mmmmmm, yummy!” 
 
    Oola’s slimy lower body covers your legs like a gooey blanket on the floor, but her upper body rises above your groin as she takes hold of her slimy breasts and squeezes her cool jelly mounds around the upright post of your crimson cock. Her violet body surrounds your manhood in her cool, slippery squeeze.  
 
    “Oh, Ooola,” you laugh at the intense sensation. “That’s very nice.” 
 
    “Awooo!” She burbles happily and begins to bounce her breast up and down your straining length. You can see your hard cock through her jiggling tits. She tilts her head, tucks her chin, and begins sucking your tip as it pushes up between her breasts with each wank. You move your hips, fucking into her massive cleavage and pushing your cock deeper into her mouth. She speaks as if your cock isn’t pumping into her mouth, “Awooo! Master, you make cum? Give me essence, please! I like it! So yummy!” 
 
    “Ohhh, I know you like it,” you moan, resting a hand on her gelatinous head. “A little more… ohhhh… almost there…” 
 
    She wobbles and jiggles atop you as you hold her slimy arms and thrust between her breasts. Her slime is tight and rubbing all around you, massaging your straining cock in her cool goo. You moan as you reach your peak of pleasure, your cockhead buried in her mouth and visible through her translucent violet head. 
 
    “Mmmmm master! Almost taste it!” Oola burbles with excitement. 
 
    Pleasure bursts from your cock, each throb of orgasm sending a spurt of cum jetting into Oola’s mouth. A white cloud swirls into her head and dissipates just as quickly with each pump as the slime girl gobbles up your essence.  
 
    “Awooooooo!” She burbles happily, slurping out every drop you have to offer her. She lifts her slimy mouth from your cock, but keeps you squeezed between her gently wanking tits. “Give more, master. Pllllllease!” 
 
    “I don’t know,” you gasp, watching as she wanks your cock through your refractory period. The sensation is almost too intense, but the weight of Oola’s slime atop your legs keeps you from easily dislodging her.  
 
    “Make new hole for master,” she says and suddenly releases your cock. Oola’s weight slithers off your leg and her body reconfigures until she seems to be on her hands and knees, offering up her thick, juicy violet ass. Her plump cheeks spread as she tilts her hips and shows you the gelatinous knot of a translucent anus. “You put here, master. You like very much. Extra tight!” 
 
    You see a swirl inside her slime as if she is creating a tighter passage beyond her gooey anus. The thought of stuffing your still-hard cock into that slimy sheath gives you a surprising thrill. You rise to your knees behind her and before you’ve even given it much though, you steady yourself with one hand on one of Oola’s jiggling cheeks. Your other hand grips your cock and you guide your manhood to her pectin pucker.  
 
    “Awwooooo!” She cries, arching her back and thrusting her ass onto your cock. You sink every inch of your manhood into Oola’s wobbling ass and begin to properly fuck the hungry slime girl. Your cock slurps in and out of her naughty hole and you watch it throb inside her. There is a denser and more substantial feeling to her back passage. It squeezes around you and each thrust imparts more of your warmth to her otherwise cool body. The impact of your hips against her gelatinous posterior makes Oola’s huge tits swing and her entire body wobble and jiggle like a dessert.  
 
    “Oooohhhhhh!” You cry, abandoning all restraint as you wildly fuck your cock into the slime girl’s ass. You thrust faster and faster, so hard that her gelatinous breasts are swinging from beneath her and flopping around to her side. You laugh at the ridiculous sight, enjoying the rising pleasure and the slime girls cries as you reach your peak. “Yessssss!” 
 
    You explode inside her, your cum shooting halfway up her back in milky jets visible through her wobbling body. You pump again and again, spilling even more seed than the first time into her swirling depths. You gasp, falling back on your haunches as Oola fucks back against your spent cock, keeping you on the edge. You watch, moaning, as she milks a third orgasm from your cock in only a few seconds.  
 
    “Awooo! More milky!” She burbles merrily, gobbling up your diminishing spurts in her hungry ass.  
 
    She lets your cock slide out of her ass and you flop back on the floor, gasping and exhausted. Oola reforms beside you, cushioning your head against her gooey breasts. 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she says. 
 
    “Satisfied?” You gasp, smiling up at her translucent face. 
 
    “Yes, master,” she says. 
 
    “And you won’t ransack the kitchen again?” You scold. 
 
    “Promise, master,” she says. 
 
    “Good,” you laugh, looking at the kitchen Hinas still sweeping and scrubbing to clean up the mess that Oola made. You stay with your head resting against Oola’s soft mounds until you catch your breath. You finally get up, collecting your clothes and cleaning off the worst of her slime.  
 
    “You visit soon, master?” She burbles.  
 
    “Yes, Oola, I will see you soon,” you say, blowing her a kiss. Ripples spread through her body as if your kiss collided with her like a pebble in a pond. 
 
    You stagger out of the kitchen and into the hall beyond, still smelling like Oola’s sweet jelly. Hina is waiting for you with a smile. 
 
    “Did you enjoy your visit with Oola?” She asks cheerily. 
 
    “Yeah,” you chuckle. “That should calm her down for a while.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she says. “She was quite messy. Where would you like to go now?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    It is time to return to the real world 
 
    Visit with Izabella the Vampiress 
 
    Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl 
 
    Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda 
 
    Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Call upon Veleda for strength 
 
      
 
    Your cock stiffens at the sight of the beautiful baroness and her lewd behavior. You know you must resist such temptation. The baroness could be the vampiress or one of the vampiress’s thralls. To succumb to your lust could mean your life. 
 
    You make the sign of Veleda with your fingers and call upon the goddess with a prayer. Your fingers glow faintly. The baroness hisses and back to the headboard.  
 
    “What magic is this?” She cries, clinging to the carved wood, her bare breasts heaving fearfully. 
 
    “It is the blessing of the goddess,” you reply, climbing onto the bed. You feel peace and warmth suffuse your body. You realize that you do not need the sword to dispatch the curse upon the beautiful baroness. The goddess is with you despite the curse of the Nightlands. She will turn you into her weapon against evil. 
 
    “Stay back,” moans the baroness, cringing as you approach. 
 
    She can only retreat from you so far as you crawl towards her. You gently cradle her chin and turn her face towards your. She hisses and bares white fangs, her pale blue eyes momentarily flashing red. You ignore these signs of her vampirism and gently lean down to kiss her on her lips. The moment your lips press against hers, a great light bursts from inside you and consumes the baroness, you, and the entire bed in a white flame that warms rather than burns. You see the evil melt away from her and the color return to her cheeks. 
 
    The flash dies away to a golden glow. You pull back from the kiss and the baroness slowly smiles up at you. 
 
    “I am free,” she whispers. 
 
    “The goddess has blessed you with her mercy,” you say. 
 
    She covers her heart with both hands and sadness overwhelms her smile. 
 
    “I have… done such evil things. I have fed upon the blood of my servants and helped to seduce others to her cause.” Tears roll slowly down her cheeks. “Izabella made me… I had no choice. You… you understand, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, taking her hands. “It will be alright, baroness. The goddess has already forgiven you. Where is she? 
 
    “The crypt beneath the castle,” she says. She leaps from the bed, pulls on a night gown, and scoops up a candelabrum. “Come, Lucas! I will take you to her lair.” 
 
    She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups. 
 
    “She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “She knows so much about what goes on in the castle. I fear she will expect you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” you say. “I must face her.” 
 
    Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircases into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.  
 
    “Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.” 
 
    She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions.  
 
    “I thought the witch could save him when he fell ill,” she says, tracing the carved face on the sarcophagus. “I fear her dark magic only hastened his death. She took him from me.” 
 
    You rest your hand over hers and gently squeeze. 
 
    “I will avenge him, baroness. I will strike her down for the sake of Ulvenblad.”  
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” she said, nodding slightly. “It isn’t much farther. Just down the stairs and through the door to her private chamber.” 
 
    “Remain here,” you say firmly. “I will deal with her.” 
 
    You light a candle from a nearby sconce and descend alone into the older crypts. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently. 
 
    There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.  
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Veleda saves your life from the baroness 
 
      
 
    You awaken in a white palace lit by golden light slanting down between columns that seem to reach up to the sky. Veleda, far larger than a human, stands over you, a compassionate look on her beautiful face, her blonde hair falling down over her white gown. You want to cry out to her, to beg for her mercy and her forgiveness. You cannot move your withered limbs.  
 
    Her eyes glow with holy light as she slowly crouches down beside you and scoops you into her huge hands. Your legs dangle over her palm as she lifts you up to her face and presses a kiss to your face. You feel your strength returning, your limbs moving again and your heart beginning to beat in your chest. 
 
    “My goddess, thank you,” you cry, rolling onto your knees and bowing before her. 
 
    “The baroness has bested you,” she says. “I knew she might prove a challenge, but she is not the true evil you must face.” 
 
    “Izabella?” You ask, unable to look up at Veleda’s magnificent face. 
 
    “Yes, the witch is the heart of darkness in Ulvenblad,” says Veleda. “Vestiges of the baroness’s humanity remain. Face your real foe in the crypt beneath the castle. Defeat the vampiress and the baroness, along with Izabella’s other thralls, will have their humanity restored.” 
 
    “I will do it,” you say resolutely, daring a glance up at Veleda. She smiles down upon you and drops you from her hand. You fall into a blinding glow, descending through the holy radiance, the ether, and back to the human realm of blood and soil.  
 
    You are standing before the baroness, a light fading from your eyes. She looks at you with confusion, her flush returning to her cheeks. She looks at her hands and then at you. Tears begin to spill from her eyes. 
 
    “I killed them,” she moans. “I drank their blood! I brought her into my home and helped her enslave my people!” 
 
    “Shhhhh,” you embrace her and hug her against you. “You were not yourself, baroness. You were also a slave of the power of the vampiress.” 
 
    “Izabella,” she hisses, shaking with grief and rage. “She must be stopped!” 
 
    “Yes,” you agree, your resolve strengthened by the goddess’s intervention, “she must be stopped and I will stop her. Take me to her.” 
 
    The baroness wipes her tears and nods with determination, scooping up a candelabrum. She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups. 
 
    “She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “She knows so much about what goes on in the castle. I fear she will expect you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” you say. “I must face her.” 
 
    Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircases into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.  
 
    “Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.” 
 
    She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions.  
 
    “I thought the witch could save him when he fell ill,” she says, tracing the carved face on the sarcophagus. “I fear her dark magic only hastened his death. She took him from me.” 
 
    You rest your hand over hers and gently squeeze. 
 
    “I will avenge him, baroness. I will strike her down for the sake of Ulvenblad.”  
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” she said, nodding slightly. “It isn’t much farther. Just down the stairs and through the door to her private chamber.” 
 
    “Remain here,” you say firmly. “I will deal with her.” 
 
    You light a candle from a nearby sconce and descend alone into the older crypts. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently. 
 
    There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.  
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You need to stall and look for an opening. You switch your guard low and then high, one hand and then two, circling her and protecting yourself from her claw-like hands. She lashes out with an angry hiss and you swat her hands away with the flat of your sword. You backpedal, widening the circle, but now needing to be mindful of the luxurious furniture in your path. 
 
    “You waste my time,” she hisses. “Why not give up and let me take your cock? I’ll make you enjoy your last moments alive.” 
 
    “Never,” you say, watching for an opportunity. “You are a corrupt leech.” 
 
    “Call me names if you like, I’ll even let you fuck my ass,” she says, turning and pulling her gown tight to reveal the roundness of her bottom. You almost strike, but she seems to sense your posture and turns back around quickly to face you. “Or does your little prick not work, Lucas?” 
 
    “It works,” you growl. “You’ll find out when you’re trapped in my sword.” 
 
    “That sword?” She laughs. “You’ll never touch me with your blade. I will be feasting on your blood.” 
 
    Your guts knot with fear at her threat and you can see by the brighter blaze in her red eyes that her patience is wearing out. She crouches as she circles you, her arms apart, but her hands so fast your probing thrusts are easily batted aside.  
 
    She swats one strike away and you see your opening in the moment afterwards. She is overextended, exposing her flank to you.  
 
    “Die!” You shout, driving your blade at her side with all of your strength. The sword slices through her gown and scorches the white fabric at its edges, revealing the pale blue of her skin beneath. Your attack has missed and you have terribly overextended. You see the smile on her face and the bright flash in her eyes and you know you have doomed yourself. She grabs your wrists and twists them, breaking one and making you drop your sword. As you recoil in pain, she leaps at you, driving you down to the ground and burying her face against your neck.  
 
    Her sharp fangs slice into your flesh and cause a gout of blood to explode from your torn vein. She latches her mouth to your wound and begins to suck. You moan helplessly, your strength sapped almost immediately and strange pleasure radiating from your neck and through your body. Her sucking is so pleasurable that it feels almost orgasmic. The rippling pleasure and euphoria recedes into darkness and icy cold.  
 
    The last sound you hear is the final faint thump of your heart as you perish, nothing more than a meal for the vampiress. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Attack 
 
      
 
    Accused of being afraid by the vampiress, you snarl and lash out at her, swinging your sword and nearly cleaving off her hand. The blazing sword misses her wrist by a finger’s width as she dodges out of the way. She smiles, baring her fangs. 
 
    “You will have to try a bit harder than that to slice me up with your little toy, Lucas,” she says. “Go on, take another swing!” 
 
    “Bloodsucking bitch!” You roar, swinging your sword in a wide arc and following up with a jab of the tip of your blazing blade. Izabella steps out of your reach both times, her smile never slipping and her red eyes glittering with amusement. 
 
    Your frustration boils into desperation as you swing at her again and again, driving her back, but never landing a blow. You manage to back her into a corner of the room. Roaring triumphantly at last, you swing your sword at Izabella’s head and— 
 
    THWACK!  
 
    She claps her hands on the blazing blade of your sword, catching it just as it is about to strike her in the forehead. Her hands are wreathed in flames. You grit your teeth and try to force your burning blade downward. She closes her fingers around your blade and yanks the sword out of your grasp. With a vicious snarl, she tosses the blade across the room. Its holy light dies as it clangs to the floor.  
 
    “That hurt a bit,” she says, flexing seared fingers. You watch as the wounds disappear. “Of course, a bit of blood is all it takes to heal myself. But now, my dear Lucas, I am very hungry. Time for a… bite!” 
 
    She grabs you by your throat with one hand and lifts you off the ground. You try to cry out, but her hands strangle the words from your throat as she floats into the air and presses you up against the ceiling of her chamber. She grabs hold of your trousers and tears them open. You kick at her and try to punch her arm loose, but her entire body feels as if it is made from iron. All you manage to do is bruise your own arms and legs as you desperately fight against her. 
 
    “Your continued struggle is amusing,” she says. “Without your sword, you haven’t a chance to defeat me. Now… stop fighting, Lucas… and enjoy your last moments of life.” 
 
    Her menacing words are accompanied by her hand firmly gripping your flaccid cock. She shocks you with a cool, wet kiss on your lips, thrusting her tongue into your mouth. Your fear ebbs, but does not go away completely, as her tongue swirls into your mouth and her hand deftly wanks your cock. She holds you pinned to the ceiling by your throat, unable to cry out and just barely able to breathe.  
 
    Despite your predicament, you stiffen quickly in her expert grasp and she swings her floating body upwards, trapping your hips against the ceiling and between her knees. Her hair hangs down as she slides her cool, slick, very tight pussy onto your forcibly stiffened cock.  
 
    “Aaahhhhghhhg,” you choke out as Izabella’s pussy envelops your manhood. 
 
    “Oh, that’s right,” she laughs. “Even though you know your death is coming, your stupid male body cannot resist a final bit of pleasure.” 
 
    She begins her inverted ride beneath you, her hips working and her pussy gliding up and down your rigid shaft. Her knees stay locked against the ceiling, but her ass bounces steadily and you can see it all, because her gown is hanging upside down to her waist. Her blue thighs clench tight around you and the walls of her silky cunt grip at your surging cock. 
 
    “Yesssss,” she hisses, baring her fangs. “Give in to the pleasure, Lucas. Cum for me and I will drink you dry.” 
 
    “Nnnnnhhhkggggkk,” you reply, fighting back your rising orgasm. 
 
    You cannot look away from her dark blue folds stretched tight around your cock, sliding over your crimson shaft and leaving her glistening nectar behind.  
 
    “Ohhhhh,” she moans, her breasts heaving and nearly falling upwards out of her bodice. “I can feel your stones tight against your root. Your cum boiling. Give it to me, Lucas. .One last flare of pleasure. Fill my hungry cunt!” 
 
    “Ahhhhnnnnnnhggggkkkk!” You cry, tears welling in your eyes as you know your death approaches. 
 
    You cannot fight it any longer. You grab her hips and thrust downward into her cunt, sheathing every inch as your pleasure surges. 
 
    “Yes! Oh, yes, Lucas! Cum for me!” She laughs triumphantly. 
 
    You bury your cock in her again and again until the pressure it too great and the tension explodes into a rushing orgasm. Your cum blasts downward into her cunt and in that moment you feel her lips against your neck and the sting of her fangs. She begins to suck at the wound as your hot blood gushes into her mouth and your cum gushes into her pussy. The warm pleasure of her feeding meets the hot pumping ecstasy of your orgasm and the two seem to intertwine. Both pleasures rise to their peak and recede quickly into darkness. 
 
    The warmth fades to an endless cold. Your cock twitches one last time inside her as she drains the last of your blood with a slurp. 
 
    You have become a meal for the vampiress. 
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    Ravish the baroness 
 
      
 
    You growl with frustration, sheathing your sword and shoving the baroness to the floor. Her hand slips free of your cock and she falls at your feet, hissing and baring her white fangs. You set upon her, grabbing hold of her white gown and tearing it from her pale flesh. Her small, pert breasts jiggle as you tear away her gown. You thrust a hand between her legs and push two fingers into the down-thatched groove of her cunt.  
 
    “Ohhhhh! You impudent cad!” She cries, squirming beneath you and gasping with apparent pleasure as you pump your fingers into her honeypot. 
 
    “Shut up, vampire whore,” you laugh. “You want a man to wrap around your finger and drink dry? How about a man who pins you to the floor and gives you the proper fucking you deserve?!” 
 
    She cries out as you thrust her legs apart and push your hardness against her slippery folds. She hisses, baring her fangs again, but you ignore her. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” She cries in protest as you line your cockhead against her slick folds and gently press her tender opening wider with your cock. You sink deep into her cunt, marveling at her near virginal tightness and the strange, slippery coolness of her flesh. She cries, “Ahhhhh!” 
 
    “This is what you wanted,” you remind her. “What you were asking for!” 
 
    You hold her pinned to the floor with one hand on her shoulder, your cock slamming in and out of her delicate cunt as you roughly fondle her breasts with your other hand. Her hiss of anger becomes a moan of pleasure, her lips parting to bare her gleaming white fangs. The predatory sight of them makes your cock twitch in her cunt. You lean over her and kiss her lips, running your tongue over the sharp hardness of her fangs. She sucks at your tongue and swirls her tongue against yours, moaning into the kiss. 
 
    “Vampire whore,” you pant against her lips, your pleasure rising with each stroke.  
 
    “Yes, I’m your vampire whore,” she cries, raking her nails so hard up your back that they tear your tunic. “Fuck me, Lucas. Fuck me with your holy cock!” 
 
    Your flesh slaps against hers. You push yourself up, your weight balanced on one arm as your thrusts make her small breasts bounce with the force of your lust. You roughly pinch her right nipple and twist it, eliciting a wail of shock and a slutty smile from the baroness.  
 
    “Yes, I can feel it,” she cries. “Cum for me, Lucas! Cum inside me, my little peasant warrior! Fill my noble quim with your seed!” 
 
    Unable to resist her lewd words nor the sensual rolling of her hips, you yield to the building pleasure, thrusting deep into her as you cry out. Your cock explodes in the depths of her tight cunt. Her slick inner walls grip at your surging shaft and milk your cum from your hard cock. As your cum is pumping into her pussy, the baroness suddenly leans up and kisses your neck. A sharp pain follows and a hot gush of blood spurting from your open artery.  
 
    “Ahhhhh!” You cry, still spurting your cum into her pussy as a wave of hot pleasure radiates from your wound. She slurps at your flowing blood, drinking your essence as you pump the last of your load into her fluttering cunt. You try to push away from her, but the baroness locks her legs tightly around you and holds your shoulders and back in an iron grip.  
 
    You slump atop her, gasping as she sucks noisily at your neck. Darkness closes in around you. The pleasure and warmth begins to recede into an endless, pitiless cold. The last sound you hear is a single, final thumping of your heart.  
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    Make love to the baroness 
 
      
 
    Your cock twitches in your trousers at the sight of the lovely Baroness Lydia Carminus presenting herself. Clearly the woman has been through great tragedy and it has left her needing human companionship. She has gone nearly mad in this empty castle and it is up to you to bring her back from the brink by showing her the attentions of a man. 
 
    “I need you, my brave hero,” she moans, gyrating her hips and fucking her blushing cunt with two fingers. 
 
    “It would be cruel to deny you my aid,” you say, unbuckling your sword belt and allowing it to thump to the floor. “I will give you what you need, my lady.” 
 
    Her lips curl into a smile and her pale blue eyes twinkle as she watches you shed your clothing and climb onto the bed with your hard cock jutting from your hips.  
 
    “Comfort me with your sword,” she moans as you climb atop her. “Oh, Lucas, please bury your manly weapon inside me.” 
 
    “Gently, my lady,” you promise as you kiss her lips and drive your hardness into the cove of her cunt. Though she is slick with desire, there is something off about the feeling of her womanhood and is grips your cock. She sighs with pleasure against your lips and you stroke your manhood into her cove again, realizing that it is the lack of warmth. She is not cold, not room temperature, but she is cooler than a woman should be.  
 
    Your concerns are alleviated by the tight squeeze of her cunt around your shaft. She wraps her legs around you, drawing you deeper as she kisses you and moans into that kiss. 
 
    “Oh, my brave warrior, fuck me,” she gasps. “I yearn for the warmth of your seed.” 
 
    “My lady, ohhhh, you grip like a glove of silk,” you moan, thrusting into her very tight pussy. Her small breasts quiver with the force of each stroke and her lips part in a long, soft sigh against your kiss. She lightly rakes her nails down your back and cradles your buttocks, squeezing them and pulling you deeper into her clutching cunt. 
 
    “Your steel,” she moans. “It plunges into me, to my very heart! Claim me, my brave hero! Claim me with your seed as… ohhhhhh… Lucas!” 
 
    She bucks beneath you, jerking her hips and sliding her slick cunt against your cock. Despite her slickness, friction has warmed her depths and you power your cock into her, shaking the bed and forcing soft cries of pleasure from her lips with every stroke. Your hardness swells inside her slick walls. Your stones tighten as your seed churns within them.  
 
    “Baroness,” you groan. “I will fill you with my seed if that is what you wish.” 
 
    “Yess!” She cries, clinging to your muscular shoulders. “Pour your seed into me! Give it to me, my brave warrior!” 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” You hold her tightly as your cock erupts into her slick channel. As your cock begins to pulse and your seed begins to fill the baroness, you feel her kiss upon your neck followed by a sharp pain. You try to lift your head, but her arms are like iron bars holding you against her. Your cock continues to throb inside her as the pain of her fangs gives way to a warm, pulsing pleasure. She loudly sucks your hot blood as the flower of her cunt drinks the hot flow of your cum.  
 
    Your pleasure ebbs and darkness closes in around you. The warmth of your ecstasy gives way to a pitiless cold the stretches in darkness in every direction. The last sound you hear is the faint, trembling thump of your final heartbeat. 
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    Go to sleep for the night 
 
      
 
    Alone in your room at the inn, exhausted from a very long and intense day, you slip quickly off to sleep. The ominous darkness of the Nightlands seems to creep into your slumber and help to shape the place of your dreams into a warped vision of reality. Furniture seems too large, doors are at odd angles, and sounds echo strangely through the enormous version of the inn. 
 
    Your bed is a four poster as big as any in the Crystal Sanctum and strange birds flit past the moonlight window. You hear footsteps approaching you in your bed, but you cannot move. The door swings open and Theora seems to glide into the room, hovering on her spread wings. Her gown ripples over her perfect body on unseen currents of air. 
 
    “Lucas,” she moans, her voice seemingly far away. “I need you inside me, Lucas.” 
 
    She lifts her gown and bares her cunt. Her skin is so pale, the golden hair over her mound silver instead of gold. She rises above you, her gown melting away to reveal the alabaster perfection of her body. Her silvery blue eyes are sad as she straddles you and rubs her soft cunt against your painfully erect cock. 
 
    “Is this for me?” She whispers, her golden hair on her head turning silver as it swirls about her face as if she is under water. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you whisper in reply, stroking her legs up to her hips. “Yes, it’s all for you, my goddess.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” she moans as she sinks down onto your cock. Her tight pussy swallows up every inch of your manhood and Theora begins to ride atop you, faster and faster, the bed shaking as her glorious cunt squeezes around your cock. Her hair swirls around her head, sometimes completely obscuring her face as it seems to twist and flow in powerful currents. She rides atop you, her perfect breasts bouncing, her face is mostly obscured by her hair, but her eyes shine out through locks that wrap her nose and mouth. The silvery blue of her eyes becomes pulsing violet. 
 
    “What is happening?” You moan. 
 
    “I can give you what you really want, Lucas,” moans Theora, her voice become huskier and even more arousing. “You want your mother back, don’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan, your pleasure rising with your fear as Theora works her hips faster and faster and bounces her luscious ass atop you. 
 
    “What would you do to have her back?” This new voice asks, a cruel lilt making your body tremble. 
 
    “A-anything,” you moan, your balls tightening and your cock surging with pleasure. You can’t hold back. The pleasure is too intense. You squeeze Theora’s hips as your orgasm rises with volcanic force. 
 
    “Then have her!” The voice cries and there is a sudden blast of force that knocks Theora’s hair from her face and makes her spread her arms to her sides. She is Theora no more! It is your mother, beautiful and lust-eyed atop you. She moves her hips the same way as Theora, her breasts even larger and slightly more pendulous, areolas wider, hips more womanly, her lips fuller and her nose resembling your own.  
 
    “M-mother?” You gasp. 
 
    “Fuck meeeeee,” she moans, bouncing her slick pussy around your cock. 
 
    Your orgasm surges violently through your body. You try to deny it, to refuse such a sin, but you cannot. You grab her plush ass in both hands and thrust upwards into the welcoming cunt of your own mother. Tears drop from your eyes as you thrust into her steamy pussy without control. Spurt after spurt of your seed, flooding the hot vessel that once gave you life, the joy at being reunited with your mother mingling with the despair of committing such an atrocity. 
 
    She leans down, whispering softly, “I love you, Lucas.” 
 
    “Mother,” you whimper as she kisses you and thrusts her tongue into your mouth. You feel a second wave of pleasure and sense spark of violet light playing around her lips and yours. You cannot break the kiss as ecstasy floods your body, more and more, flowing out through your mouth and your cock, still buried in her sucking cunt. She’s draining you of your life force. Your own mother. Sucking out every drop. 
 
    She breaks the kiss and you know she has taken it all. She has devoured your essence as she rides atop your with her creamy pussy. She looks down at you, her eyes glowing violet, her hair white, and horns now curling from the top of her head. 
 
    “I give you everything you wanted, Lucas,” she purrs, her voice a mixture of your mother’s and that husky voice from before. “Now your soul is mine.” 
 
    “Noooooo!” You cry and sit bolt upright in bed, your body drenched with sweat and your night shorts filthy with your cum. 
 
    It takes several seconds for your panicked heart to slow. You notice the faint gray light of day coming through the curtained window and realize that it was all just a dream. 
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    Ask Rianna to pleasure you with her bust 
 
      
 
    You cannot get enough of Rianna’s plush breasts. You kiss them and lick them and suck her fat nipples back and forth, until her teats are reddened and glistening with your saliva.  
 
    “Ohhh, yer goin’ after ‘em, aren’tcha?” Rianna moans, cradling your head and pushing her breasts into your face. She smacks the weight of them against you, pressing from the sides to massage your whole face in that warm valley. You fondle and squeeze them and guide a nipple back to your mouth to suck even more. She gives your cock another squeeze, reminding you of the whole point of paying her.  
 
    “Your tits,” you moan against her breasts. “Wank me with your tits.” 
 
    “Aw, my specialty,” she giggles. She sits upright, depriving you of her lovely breasts for a moment. She begins to slide off your lap and off the bed, dragging the weight of her luscious mounds down your body, squishing the soft cushions against your abdomen and down to your straining cock. 
 
    Your legs overhang the bed and Rianna drops to her knees between them, her tits in your lap and her arms resting atop them as she wanks you with her hand. Precum trickles out of the reddened apple of your cockhead, smearing her fingers with your slick juice.  
 
    “Gotcha goin’ already, ain’t I? Well, that’ll be nice and smooth.” You watch her hand massaging your cock with a practiced stroke. She’s not wanking you between her breasts, but you get to watch those lovely mounds with their wide areolas and thick nipples jiggling as she pumps her fist on your cock.  
 
    “Oh, gods, you’re good with your hands,” you moan, watching her plump breasts jiggle with each stroke. Precum continues to ooze out of your cockslit until your entire shaft and Rianna’s fingers are coated in your warm, lubricating liquid. 
 
    “Most prefer a good suck,” she says. “But I’ll give a knee-shaker under the table for a few silvers. Now then… let’s get this nice cock o’ yours where it belongs.” 
 
    You watch with straining desire as Rianna parts her very large breasts and catches the upright, red pillar of your cock in the silky squeeze of her cleavage. She massages up and down your length, spreading your precum between her mounds thoroughly before the proper wanking begins. You lift your head to watch as she squeezes your straining manhood in the slippery valley between her tits and begins to pump them up and down. Her tits are huge, quite pendulous, and very soft. It feels as if your cock is crushed between warm pillows as her silky flesh rides up and down around your hard cock. 
 
    “Gods, that’s good,” you moan and begin to thrust your hips and fuck into her cleavage. 
 
    “Thattaboy,” she pants, slapping her tits down around your cock with every stroke. “Fuck ‘em, love. Go on, fuck me tits. Oh, there’s a big strong lad. Nice hard cock. Fuck ‘em.” 
 
    Her coarse dirty talk encourages you and you watch your purpling cockhead pop through her cleavage with every stroke. She squeezes you tightly, rubbing around your shaft as you pump your manhood up through her soft breasts and rub the tip against her throat. Your cock leaves smears of precum against her reddened neck.  
 
    The bed creaks with the motion of your hips and she slaps her tits against your cock, up and down, meeting your strokes and squeezing you tightly in her pillowy crush. Your orgasm rises swiftly as you watch her work her tits against you. 
 
    “Ahhhhh, I’m going to cum!” You cry, feeling the pressure building inexorably. 
 
    “That’s it,” she moans. “Give it to me, love! Squirt all yer juice out on me tits.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh! Yesss!” You thrust so hard between her breasts that your ass lifts off the bed with each stroke. Your cock nearly pokes the underside of her chin as the tension of your welling pleasure gives way to the hot, rapid pulsing of your cock and the spurting of your creamy seed against her neck.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, yeah, give it to me,” she laughs.”That’s it, warm me up with yer jam.” 
 
    Your thick load of cum paints her neck, her breasts and spills down between her tits. A reservoir of milky white fills the top of her cleavage and swamps the purple plum of your cockhead. She slowly releases the pressure of her breasts and all that cum spill down between them and over your shaft. 
 
    “Quite a mess, love,” she says, looking down at all the spunk on her breasts. She gathers some up on a finger. She looks up at you and gives it a taste. “Mmmm, not bad. Healthy. I can taste that much.” 
 
    You shudder at the sight of her licking up some of your cum, but are disgusted by the thought of her tasting enough sickly cum to know the difference. She smiles sweetly and fetches the wash basin from the nearby table and a fresh wash cloth. She dips the cloth into the water, wrings it out, and begins to wipe herself off. You watch her from the bed as she bathes her huge breasts, taking special care to clean her pink nipples and wide areolas. 
 
    When she is done with herself, she kneels down beside you, bathing your cock with the cool washcloth. She wanks you a bit and you start to go stiff again in her hand. 
 
    “Aw, sorry love,” she says, stopping short of getting you fully hard. “Unless ye got more coin, I’m not givin’ you a wank.” 
 
    “That’s alright,” you say. “I’m tired. I need my sleep.” 
 
    “Right, ‘course ya do,” she says and pats your head. She tucks your clean cock back into your night shorts and laces her breasts back into her bodice. “G’night then, Lucas. Maybe you can scrape up some more coins tomorrow and give me a proper fuck.” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you say, your cock twitching at the thought. “Right, I’ll try to, um, try to find some more coins.” 
 
    Rianna wiggles her fingers farewell and departs from your room. You rise from the bed to latch the door and then return to your pillow. A deep, contented weariness settles over you and in moments you feel sleep closing in around you. 
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    Take Theora passionately 
 
      
 
    You lift your face from Theora’s breasts and kiss her again, your ardor swelling as you hold her atop you and stroke your hands over her soft feathered wings. 
 
    “I cannot stay away from you,” you whisper hotly between kisses. “The others do not distract me from you, Theora, and not even the goddess’s beauty compares.” 
 
    “That sounds rather like blasphemy,” she scolds, but there is a smile on her lips. You kiss it and thrust your tongue against hers. Her wings lift just enough for you to work your hands beneath them, stroking the smooth muscles of her back and shoulders. She slides lower, straddling you, the heat of her bare cunt against the hardness tenting your night shorts.  
 
    You work a hand beneath her body and between her thighs, stroking the hot furrow of her cunt as you kiss her. She moans against your lips and you plunge a finger into her silky channel, feeling her wetness and the clutch of her tight walls. You fuck her with two fingers and she jerks her hips, riding against your hand as her breasts heave and her moaning pleasure vibrates into your hungry kiss. 
 
    Her pussy clutches at your thrusting fingers, but you draw your fingers out, earning a soft cry of disappointment. Before she can pull away from your embrace and ask you why you have denied her, you smear her slickness from your fingers onto your cock and guide your hardness to her velvet folds. Theora knows what you are doing at once and you her lips curl into a smile against your lips. 
 
    “How bold,” she gasps against you and pushes her hips downward to impale her hot cunt onto your surging hardness. You moan together with the intimate union, her tight, slick channel gripping your hardness as it jerks with need. Her delicate hair tickles against you as she grinds her pussy down and takes your manhood to the hilt.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” you moan against her lips, before pressing another hungry kiss to her. You slip your hands lower, taking a firm hold on her shapely ass and thrusting up and into her pussy. She rides atop your cock, hips rolling, her lips parted in hot sighs of pleasure.  
 
    You fight to hold back your welling lust, struggling to both savor and resist the warm, wet pleasure gliding up and down your cock. Her breasts heave and the muscles of her haunches work as she rides your cock. She takes you to the very edge, your muscles tight and your breath heavy against her lips.  
 
    “Stop,” you command and push her hips back, preventing her from riding your cock. Even holding her still, her inner muscles flutter around you and nearly make you explode.  
 
    “Something wrong, Lucas?” She whispers, kissing your lips, then your cheek, and then pressing her lips against your ear. “Don’t you want to cum inside me?” 
 
    “Of course,” you laugh, but lift her up and off your cock, your steel-hard manhood smacking against your abdomen as it slips free of her pussy. You slide up and pull her with you, falling together atop the inn’s creaking bed. You roll her beside you, onto her back, and rise to your knees above her. 
 
    “Oh, you will take me like a proper man?” She asks, smiling and parting her creamy thighs to offer you her blushing cunt. 
 
    “No,” you say. “I’ll take you like a proper woman!” 
 
    You practically fall atop her, pushing her legs wide and using only your hips to position your cock at her glistening entrance. She arches, her soft breasts shifting, her pink nipples jutting upwards.  
 
    “Fuck meee,” she moans and you do not hesitate, thrusting your hips and skewering her steamy cunt on your hardness. The hot, slippery silk of her cunt clutches around you as you sheath every inch of your manhood inside her and press your tight balls against the tender divot of her anus. 
 
    You hold her hips, leaning over her and pounding your cock forcefully into the slick passage of her pussy. Your balls slap against her and each of your strokes makes Theora’s luscious breasts sway with the motion of your body. You drive her down into the bedding, the frame protesting and thumping against the wall. She tosses her head with pleasure, golden hair sweeping across her face, lips parted as she moans in ecstasy. 
 
    “Oh, yes, Lucas,” she gasps. “You’ve learned how to properly fuck.” 
 
    The angel’s lewd words serve as a mighty encouragement. You growl with lust, feeling her walls tighten around your thrusting cock. She squeezes you between her legs, her heels on your lower back as she pulls you even deeper into the depths of her cunt. 
 
    “Cum for me,” you groan as sweat pours down your face. You have learned to control your orgasms enough to hold out and your stamina from working long days on your farm serves you well. You fuck her relentlessly, not slowing until she is wailing your name again and again. 
 
    “Lucas! Ohhhh, Lucas!” She screams, raking your back with her nails as she cums around your pistoning fuckmeat. Her tender cunt tenses and releases and tenses again, over and over, as she is wracked with the ecstasy of her prolonged orgasm.  
 
    You pull your cock from between her silky lips as her pleasure seems to recede. You tease her entrance and wank your cock, thumping the fat head against her clit and making Theora jerk with pleasure.  
 
    She suddenly sits up, hands on your shoulders, kissing you and pressing you off the bed.  
 
    “Like this,” she says. “I’ve never done it like this.” 
 
    She has you stand and she puts one foot high up on the table with the wash basin. The water sloshes over her foot. She strokes her blushing cunt. 
 
    “Come here,” she says. “Standing up, like this. Put it back inside me and cum.” 
 
    Her words are compelling; her pleasure-flushed body and glistening cunt even more so. You stand before her, stroking your cock and teasing it at her upright cunt. She laces her arms around your shoulders, both of you watching as you slowly spread her folds with the head of your cock. You push inside her a bit, feel your pleasure rising towards an explosion, and pull quickly out again, pinching your purpling cock at its root. 
 
    “Sssstop teasing,” she hisses.  
 
    “Not teasing,” you object. “I just didn’t want to cum on the first stroke.” 
 
    “Oh!” She laughs and takes your face in her hand. “If one stroke is enough then it is enough. I want your cum inside me.” 
 
    She kisses you and slips her tongue into your mouth. You cannot resist the hot lure of her cunt and you thrust your hips and bury your cock inside her clutching channel.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” You cry against her lips, your tongue swirling against hers. You thrust with abandon, letting the rush of pleasure overtake your last resistance. One stroke, two, and three. Your ecstasy rises beyond control as you pound your cock into her. In a few more rapid strokes you plunge over the edge, your cock jerking inside her as your orgasm arrives in a hot flood.  
 
    “Mmmmmm, yes, give me your cum,” she moans, squeezing you with inner muscles as you pump your seed into Theora’s holy cunt. Her walls milk you for every drop.  
 
    Even after you have spent your last drop inside her luscious folds, you remain locked together in an embrace, kissing and holding tight together. When she separates, your cock leaves her hot depths for the cool air and you hear the faint drip of your cum out of her pussy, splattering onto the floor. 
 
    “Go now, Lucas,” she says, looking away from you. “Any more and we will be locked together for the night. You face your deadliest ever foe tomorrow. You must rest.” 
 
    You step back, but hesitate at the door. She glances at you over her bare shoulder.  
 
    “Go! Don’t argue, please,” she says, her wings twitching with frustration. 
 
    “Goodnight,” you say, stepping onto into the darkened hallway.  
 
    You slip back into your warded room at the inn and fall heavily onto your bed. You know Theora is right, but how can you so easily go to sleep with her on your mind? You never even talked to her about your mother. Theora does that to you, robbing you of the ability to think of anything other than Theora.  
 
    Though your mind is racing, your body is exhausted. You need to sleep. 
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    You are invincible! Her ass cannot defeat you! 
 
      
 
    Anja’s ample ass thumping back against your lap and swallowing up your twitching cock is torture, at least when she crushes your balls in her hand each time you are about to cum. But what Anja fails to realize is you have been trained thoroughly by Theora, not to mention your other monster girl companions, to resist this sort of torture. You could hold out for hours, you tell yourself. 
 
    “Ohhhh,” moans Anja, bouncing back against your cock and jerking her hips. “You have a nice cock.” 
 
    “You like it?” You gasp through gritted teeth. “You like the way it feels in your ass?” 
 
    “Yes,” she admits. “Always had… mmmm… a thing for young guys with nice cocks. Loved to put them up my bum.” 
 
    “That’s good,” you fight the urge. “Nothing stopping you from enjoying it. Not like I’m going anywhere.” 
 
    “Right,” she laughs. “You’re doomed, so why not have a bit of fun?” 
 
    You don’t like the way she laughed and then said that you were doomed, but her willingness to be convinced gives you a sliver of hope. She begins to move atop you with relish, tossing her long hair across her back and working her hips. Anja’s pleasure seems to build. You can feel it in the twitching of her ass around your straining cock. You want to cum inside her, but you know this would spoil the moment and likely encourage her to find new ways to torture you. 
 
    Her ass slaps loudly against your lap, her plump cheeks jiggling. She sighs with pleasure and arches her back, her big tits swinging with her lusty movements. Your cock twitches inside her, aching for release as you watch her stretched hole gripping at your shaft. You resist the urge. You fight through the pleasure and picture the consequences if you fail. Not just this vampiress probably drinking your blood, but Theora dead and your mother dead. 
 
    “Nnnnn,” you whimper through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes, your cock is so warm,” she gasps. “I almost forgot how it feels to fuck a man like this. Ohhhhh!” 
 
    Her cries of pleasure seem especially loud in the dark confines of the cellar where you are being kept. Her ass begins to rhythmically clench around your cock, massaging your root almost to your tip as Anja rides her big ass up and down your cock. She cries with pleasure again and again, reaching between her thick thighs to strum her clit as she fucks her ass with your throbbing manhood. 
 
    As her orgasm begins to retreat, you hear a loud thump nearby. It is follow by a creak of a cellar door opening and moonlight filters into the basement. Before Anja can even dismount from your cock, Theora bursts into the room, her eyes glowing with holy fury. 
 
    “Vampire spawn!” She roars, her wings snapping wide open and the feathers brushing against the rafters of the cellar. 
 
    “Bitch!” Anja cries, her face becoming savage and her fingers held like claws. She leaps at Theora and the much taller angel backhands the plump vampiress across the cellar. She smashes into the wall with a backbreaking crack. Theora tears your ropes away easily. She gives your red, straining cock a reproachful glance before hauling you to your feet. She presses your sword and holy symbol of Veleda into your hand. 
 
    “Finish her off,” she says. 
 
    You pull necklace over your neck and draw your holy blade from its sheath. The blade glows in your grasp as you turn to face Anja. The vampiress rises from a crumpled heap on the floor, her neck snapping back into an upright position.  
 
    “I’m not afraid of some angel bitch!” She laughs, her eyes glowing red.  
 
    “I will not be the one freeing you of your curse,” says Theora. 
 
    You step forward, cock still lewdly jutting from your hips as you brandish your sword.  
 
    “Him?” Anja scoffs. “He hasn’t even pulled up his—“ 
 
    You swing with the fury of a man confronting his torturer. Your holy blade whistles as it slices the air and connects with Anja’s neck. Her eyes widen in surprise for a moment, her arms lifting defensively, too late. The flash of light that swallows her up seems especially bright in the cramped cellar. Anja’s body is knocked to the floor.  
 
    “She didn’t go into the sword,” you say, blinking away the after-image. 
 
    “Because she is not a full monster girl,” says Theora, standing beside you and looking down at the crumpled woman on the floor. “She is a vampire spawn. A half-undead servant of a vampire. More dangerous than a human thrall, but still a slave.” 
 
    Anja is alive. In fact, she appears much healthier, her pallor mostly gone and her eyes returning to a more normal color as she stares up in surprise.  
 
    “W-what happened?” She asks. “Who are you?” 
 
    “What is the last thing you remember?” You ask, crouching down beside her. 
 
    “I was working at the castle,” she said. “The baroness called me to her quarters and… that is all. I can remember nothing else.” 
 
    You look at Theora with concern. You realize Anja is staring at your cock and you quickly shove it into your trousers and button them up. 
 
    “I must have had a lot to drink,” says Anja, forcing a smile. “I’m seeing an angel.” 
 
    “Go upstairs and get some sleep,” suggests Theora.  
 
    “Right, good idea,” says Anja, struggling to her feet. 
 
    “And stay away from the castle,” you suggest. “At least for a couple days.” 
 
    You and Theora return to the inn, where the angel has finished preparing your rooms with chalk wards against the undead. The rooms are small, windowless, and musty. Theora is about to leave you in yours when she seems to notice something. She closes the door behind her, crowding you into your room. 
 
    “What is it?” You ask as she pushes you back to the small bed. 
 
    “Your lust is still raging,” says Theora, gripping your hard cock through your trousers and giving it a good squeeze. “I can only imagine what that vampire whore did to you. Let me give you some relief.” 
 
    “That would be… that… oohhhhhhh,” your ability to speak is forgotten as Theora pulls your cock out of your trousers and begins to wank it. Her hand is soft, but her grip his forceful. She strokes up and down your length, her large breasts bouncing in her sheer gown with the movement of her hand. Your encounter with Anja had left you on the brink and it is not long before Theora’s hand and the sight of her loveliness has brought you back. 
 
    “I am close,” you warn. 
 
    “Already?” She chuckles, a hint of scorn in her tone. “Very well. I will make it clean.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” You gasp, feeling your pleasure rising quickly. 
 
    Theora answers you by bending over you, her mouth suddenly engulfing your cock and her wings flexing on her back. Her golden hair spills against your lap as she sucks your cock down to the root. That warm sucking is all it takes to send you over the edge. You cum straight down her silky throat and she moans around you, urging you with her curling tongue to spend every spurt of your seed into the hot depths of her throat. She swallows around your gushing cock, coaxing out spurt after spurt and draining you dry.  
 
    You feel almost as if Morelle just sucked some of your life force out of your cock. You collapse back on the bed, breathing heavily, as the beautiful angel slips your cock out of her mouth. She gently pushes it aside to rest wet and glistening against your thigh.  
 
    “Sleep well, Lucas,” she says, rising from your bedside. “I will wake you in the morning.” 
 
    You watch her leave, admiring her beauty and how it seems to glow even after she has snuffed the candles. You do not even move from the spot or pull up your trousers. Your eyes close heavily and you are fast asleep in moments. 
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    Yes, you need to cum 
 
      
 
    Although Theora’s stern demeanor is terrifying, you cannot pass the opportunity to experience the sometimes aggressive pleasures she has to offer. 
 
    “Yes,” you admit. “Okay? Yes, I need to cum.” 
 
    “As I thought,” she says, her lips quirking into a contemptuous smile as she looks down at you.  
 
    She draws her hands slowly down over her body, her fingers following the contours of her breasts down to her hips and causing her gown to dissolve into smoke. Her gorgeous, naked body emerges like a magnificent ship clearing a fogbank on silent seas, the pink prows of her nipples first followed by the luscious hulls of her soft breasts. Her shapely hips and gold-thatched mound are revealed next and she towers above you, gloriously wrought in alabaster, shamelessly naked. 
 
    You reach out for her, fingers trembling. Theora slaps your hand away. 
 
    “You will not touch me,” she says. “You may look upon my body and pleasure yourself, if you recall such things in your indolence.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan, fumbling in your night shorts for the stiff length of your cock. Theora puts a foot on the edge of her bed and her cunt is scant inches from your face. You breathe the rich, pure scent of her womanhood and gaze upon her golden thatch and the pink petals of her flower peeking from beneath her silky hair.  
 
    “Look upon the sweetness of my cunt,” she says, her voice hot and almost angry with desire. She reaches a hand between her toned thighs as you stroke your cock and she parts her golden forest and bares the glistening inner pink of her pussy. “Imagine the honey-delight of my burying your tongue inside me. Imagine, as you choke the life from your little cock, what it might be like if I pushed you back upon that bed and mounted your pitiful staff.” 
 
    “Ohhhh gods,” you moan, beating your cock faster and feeling precum slicking your fingers.  
 
    Theora favors you with a cruel laugh.  
 
    “Yes, that’s it,” she croons, twitching her hips in time to your stroking hand. “A lonely man’s love. Wank your little cock for me, Lucas, for tonight you may only imagine what it would be like to feel the velvety heaven of my cunt around you. To kiss my clit… mmmm… just there… to have your cock stuffed into my soft bosom. Or…” She swings her hips and turns around, showing you her shapely ass. She reaches back and spreads her cheeks to reveal the immaculate pink pucker of her anus. “Or perhaps you might ram that pitiful plug of a cock up my bottom. Would you like that, Lucas?” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, yes,” you cry, pounding your fist on your cock. You stare at Theora’s lewd display as your balls begin to tighten and your cum threatens to explode. You do as she says, imaging her luscious ass against you and her delicate pink hole stretched around your cock. 
 
    You find yourself reaching for her lovely ass with your free hand. She catches you and slaps your hand away again hard enough to leave a red mark and make you yelp with pain.  
 
    “No touching,” she snaps. She swings back around and puts her foot back on the bed beside you. “But I will permit you to soil my body with your seed.” 
 
    Her breasts! Her lovely face! Her luscious ass! 
 
    “My foot,” she pronounces, wiggling her toes against the bed. “Kneel beside it, Lucas, and I will permit you to spill your seed across my foot. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you cry, climbing onto your knees on the bed. You wank your crimson cock over her dainty foot, your precum beginning to drip from your cockhead and spatter on her toes. 
 
    “Aren’t you fortunate to be given this honor?” She laughs. 
 
    “Yes, th-thank you,” you cry as your pleasure rises inexorably. It reaches you in an incredible rush. You stare at her foot, so feminine, admiring her delicate toes and her perfect arch as your pleasure surges. “Ahhhhhhhh!” 
 
    Cum blasts from your throbbing cock, spurting over her foot in an arc and spattering against the bedding. You groan, adjusting your aim to paint your ribbons of creamy seed across Theora’s delicate foot. You pump your cum over her toes and splash her upper foot. Your seed drips down in streams and dangles from the tip of her big toe in a jiggling strand.  
 
    “Ohhhh,” you moan, ashamed of what you have done immediately. 
 
    “Look at the mess you’ve made,” she laughs, lifting her foot towards your face. You cringe away from the musky smell of your seed decorating her beautiful foot. “I should make you clean it up with your tongue, but your punishment has its limits.” 
 
    She stretches over to the wash basin on the nearby table and tosses you the wet washcloth.  
 
    “Clean my foot,” she commands. “Nicely. Take your time and do a thorough job.” 
 
    You bathe her foot with the cloth as your cock goes flaccid. You massage the cum from her dainty toes and wash it from her arch. By the time you are done, her foot is once more immaculate.  
 
    “Good,” she says, turning her ankle to inspect her heel. “You have cleaned up your mess. Now put that drooping cock away and go get some sleep. You have a vampiress to hunt in the morning.” 
 
    She escorts you back to your room and unceremoniously shoves you inside. You flop back onto the bed, confused about your feelings for Theora and more than a little ashamed of how easily she can get you to do the most humiliating things.  
 
    You sigh and lie back on your bed. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Pleasure her without concern for yourself 
 
      
 
    You moan with desire, burying your face forcefully against the ample mounds of Theora’s breasts, kissing and sucking at them lustily and smothering yourself in their warmth. She cries out, cradling your head against her soft tits, hissing with pleasure each time you lash her plump nipples with your tongue or capture one in your lips and suck at it eagerly. Her pink nipples glisten with your saliva as you move ravenously back and forth between them.  
 
    “Lucas, ohhh, you really shouldn’t be, mmmmmm!” She pinches her lips together and seems to struggle not to cry out as you suck at her soft breast, your tongue flicking her nipple and your lips popping with suction around her areola. You hold her by her shapely ass, urging her to move atop you and grind the warmth of her womanhood against your cock straining in your night shorts. “Please… now is not the time for this…” 
 
    You pop your lips free of her nipple and slip a hand between her ample thighs. You run a delicate touch over the hot, silk-thatched furrow of her cunt. 
 
    “A better time for this?” You ask, looking up at her. “Let me taste you, Theora.” 
 
    She cannot resist such an offer. She shifts onto the bed, bending her knees and pulling her legs up to expose the glistening pink of her inner folds and the dainty flower of her anus. You fall upon the bed, smacking your hands on the backs of her thighs and pressing kisses to the steamy groove of her pussy. Your hard cock grinds against the bed beneath you as you lap at Theora’s sweet fruit, tasting the flow of her honey and slipping your tongue into the hot, clutching channel of her cunt.  
 
    “Ohhhh, Lucas,” she moans, combing fingers into your hair.  
 
    You explore the depth of her cunt with your tongue, pressing your nose into her silky tuft and kissing her cuntlips with relish. She writhes against you and you slide your tongue up to her throbbing bud, lashing it again and again with your tongue. Your hands press her legs back until her knees are nearly against her breasts.  
 
    Her honey trickles out of her blushing pussy, down her crack, and over the puckering divot of her asshole. You follow that slow trickle and bathe her pink clench with slow, rimming rolls of your tongue. As you lick her naughtiest spot, thumb working her clit, Theora whines with pleasure and pulls you against her thighs and ass. 
 
    “You… you’ve learned so much,” moans Theora. “I have taught you welllllLLLL OHHHHHH!” 
 
    Her velvet flower clenches tight beneath your tongue and the flow of her nectar down her crack increases as Theora cums. You can feel the tension in her thighs and the flexing of her anus. She wails with her ecstasy, surely awakening half the town with her unrestrained pleasure. In that moment, you pull your tongue from her crack and dive on her clit, sucking it with your mouth and making her scream even louder. You drive a finger up her well-lubed bottom and make her cum for what seems like minutes. 
 
    “Ohhh, Lucas,” she moans, weakly pushing your head away from her. “That’s enough. By the goddess, you do know a thing or two.” 
 
    You grin as you sit up beside her, wiping her juices from your lips and chin. You are about to say something about having an inspiring teacher, but Theora cuts you short. 
 
    “You may leaven now,” she says, waving dismissively. “Go to bed.” 
 
    “What?” You blurt, astonished at her selfishness. 
 
    “Yes, you made me cum, thank you, now return to your room,” she said, rising from the bed and showing you her folded wings and creamy bottom as she strides over to the table with the wash basin and begins to clean between her thighs with the washcloth. She stops and looks at you over her shoulder. “What are you waiting for? Go.” 
 
    Angry, but wise enough not to challenge the beautiful angel, you rise from the bed. Your hard cock rubs painfully against the inside of your night shorts. You head for the door, opening it into the dark hallway. 
 
    Theora waits until you take a step out of the door before calling out, “Lucas, come back here.” 
 
    You return to the room and she shakes her head with a smile on her full lips. “You really are a bit of a whimp, aren’t you? A real man would have growled and bent me over for being so selfish.” 
 
    “I was a bit annoyed,” you laugh.  
 
    She closes the door behind you and presses your back to it. Her breath is hot, her lips tantalizingly close to kissing you.  
 
    “Even I am not so cruel as that,” she says and her soft hand squeezes your cock through your night shorts. “Is this for me?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan.  
 
    “Mmmmmm, I suppose it’s only fair if I return the favor,” she says, sinking down to her knees before you. A grin spreads across your face and you rest your hands on her shoulders, your fingers touching her soft wing feathers as you feel the warmth of her mouth engulf your cock. 
 
    Theora’s mouth is as heavenly as her beauty would suggest. Her lips glide over your cockhead and shaft, her tongue flicks at your glans and traces the sensitive ridge of your bulb. You twitch in her mouth and she purrs like a contented kitten, gazing up at you with those beautiful, silvery blue eyes, a lock of her golden hair spilling over her cheek. You savor the warmth of her sliding mouth, the urgent suction, and admire her kneeling beauty, breasts heaving with the motion of her head and her round ass perched atop her heels. 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan, your hands moving to her head and cradling her. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmhmmm,” she replies, the words vibrating up your shaft. One of her hands is upon your stones, gently squeezing and massaging them as she bobs her mouth on your cock.  
 
    Days ago, nearly a virgin, you would have exploded instantly into Theora’s mouth. Even with your experience, y do not last long, but long enough to savor it.  
 
    “Yes, yes,” you murmur. “Oh, Theora, I am going to spill my seed into your mouth.” 
 
    “Mmmmhmmphmm,” she replies, clearly desiring exactly that. Her cheeks hollow around you and her head bobs a bit faster. The warmth of her saliva spills over your shaft and down your balls. Your grip tightens in her blonde hair. Your body tenses, your cock on the edge. She looks up at you, straight into your eyes, one hand stroking your abdomen and the other on your tight stones.  
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Your cock races with pleasure and explodes into Theora’s mouth. She blinks once as the first shot of your seed spurts across her tongue. Her bobbing head slows, her eyes close in concentration, and she carefully sucks out every drop of your seed. She swallows it all down before lifting her warm mouth from your cock. 
 
    “Quite a buildup of your essence,” she says, amusement quirking her lips. She rises to her feet and pulls you into a kiss salted with the remains of your seed. Her hand cradles your head and you cannot avoid her warm, swirling tongue. Tasting yourself on her lips is little deterrence from the pleasure of her embrace.  
 
    She pushes you away at last, opening the door and shoving you out into the hall. 
 
    “It’s been fun, my sweet champion, but the time has come for you to retire.” Theora slides a hand over her body and seems to paint her gown into existence upon her naked flesh. “To bed, Lucas, and do not come and visit me again. You have a vampiress to defeat.” 
 
    “Y-yes, right,” you say, smiling sheepishly and tucking your cock into your shorts. “Goodnight, Theora.” 
 
    “Goodnight,” she says and closes her door in your face. 
 
    You sigh at the closed door and shuffle down the dark hallway to your room. Once you are securely inside, you flop down on your bed and stare up at the moldy ceiling. After the pleasure of Theora’s mouth, you can tell that sleep will come easily. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Politely refuse her company 
 
      
 
    Much as you would like to learn the extent of Rianna’s talents as a naughty wench, you are concerned that Theora will react unfavorably to you paying a whore. Veleda is not a particularly judgmental goddess when it comes to sex, but Theora is nothing but judgmental and she has a rather mean right hook. 
 
    “I, um, my companion,” you say, glancing towards the stairs up to the inn. “She probably would not appreciate me, um, you know…” 
 
    “I got it, lad,” chuckles Rianna. “No harm turnin’ me down. Why pay for some freckled tavern girl when ya got that winged beauty in yer bed, eh?” 
 
    “What? No! No, not in my bed. Well, I mean, there was… but no, not in my bed.” You shake your head vehemently as Rianna giggles at your embarrassment. “She’s my traveling companion, we’re not, you know…” 
 
    “Oh, I know, believe me,” laughs Rianna. She takes her feet out of your lap and picks up her shoes. “Well, you an’ your ‘traveling companion’ have a good night together. I’m sure me pap would be happy to keep me warm.” 
 
    She winks lewdly at you, her last words leaving you speechless as she departs to the back room of the tavern. Not a moment later, Theora descends the stairs. Seeing you sitting alone in the mostly empty seems to make her angry. 
 
    “The rooms are warded and ready for occupation,” she says, looming over you. “Have you managed to gain any useful information or have you mucked that up?” 
 
    “Have I ever told you how charming you are, Theora?” You say, leaning back in your chair and folding your hands behind your head. The statuesque angel kicks your chair and tips it over backwards, sending you sprawling onto the floor with a loud thump. 
 
    “Did you accomplish anything or spend all your time flirting with that barmaid?” She demands, hands on her hips and silvery blue eyes aflame with anger. 
 
    You relate everything you managed to learn from Theora about Baroness Lydia and the witch called Izabella. Theora grudgingly admits that you did a better job than she expected. You don’t add the fact that all of your information came from Rianna. 
 
    “Then the castle is our destination in the morning,” says Theora. “Tonight, we rest and gather our strength. You will need it to face down a vampiress, even in the daytime. She will be weakened, but here in the Nightlands she will not be in a deep sleep like the undead elsewhere. Come, let us retire to our rooms.” 
 
    You offer no objection and follow Theora up the stairs. You cannot help but admire her ample bottom in her gauzy gown, her wide hips swinging side to side as you climb the stairs behind her. She escorts you to your room and shows you inside past the wards chalked on the floor and walls. There is a tiny table, a ramshackle chair, and a bed that slumps as if it has been broken repeatedly and poorly mended. 
 
    “A small bed,” you note. 
 
    “Your room,” she says sternly. “Mine is next door. Do not leave this room. We do not know what blood-hungry creatures might be stalking the halls of this inn late at night.” 
 
    “There’s a comforting thought,” you say. 
 
    “Goodnight, Lucas,” she says, backing out of the room. “Sleep well.” 
 
    She pulls the door closed behind her. You sigh and sit down on the edge of the bed. 
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    Strike her down while you have the chance 
 
      
 
    Izabella is a sinister beauty, her heaving breasts an inviting target for your lust, but you are no fool. This is a trap, certainly, and once your cock is between those luscious tits you will be the one in the vulnerable position. 
 
    “Please, Lucas,” she moans, tugging on her nipples and squishing her soft breasts together. “Fuck my tits with your big, warm cock.” 
 
    “The only warmth you will feel is the burning justice if Veleda!” You shout and swing your sword downward in a blazing arc of light. She has just enough time to lift her arms to try to shield her face from your sword.  
 
    Just as the holy sword is about to cleave the beautiful vampiress’s head, there is a bright flash of light that burns through your eyelids. You are staggered back a step by the force of the explosive light. You hear a scream from the vampiress, but it seems to fade into nothingness as if she is falling down a deep hole.  
 
    You open your eyes and see that the gem in the hilt of your sword is glowing pink. There is no sign of the vampiress. 
 
    “I’ve done it,” you say softly, turning your sword over in your grasp. It feels colder. All of your fears of this powerful monster girl have been alleviated in the flash that trapped the vampiress in your Crystal Sanctum.  
 
    You sheath your sword and pick up the candelabrum. You give a last look around the well-furnished chamber of the vampiress and depart. On the castle’s ground floor you encounter the baroness. 
 
    “Did you… did she…?” She looks at you, tears quivering in her pale blue eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. “She is beaten. She will not trouble you or your lands again, my lady.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, Lucas!” She cries, throwing her arms around your shoulders and kissing your cheek.  
 
    “It was my duty,” you say, feeling bigger and more powerful than you have ever felt with the slender baroness in your arms. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Triumphant over the vampiress 
 
      
 
    “I must go,” you say, gently releasing the slender baroness from your embrace. You see that she has tears spilling down her cheeks. “Oh, don’t cry, please!”  
 
     “I know I have much for which to atone,” she says, wiping away her tears. “So many lives were lost and so many people were enslaved by her evil. I will change things in Ulvenblad. I will protect my people from the darkness that encroaches on their lives.” 
 
    “You have a good heart, baroness,” you say. “I wish I could remain her to aid you, but—“ 
 
    “No, you will stay here for a feast!” She takes your hands and leads you towards the dusty dining hall. “I insist. The pantry is stuffed and I am not guilty of killing all of the cooks. You deserve a proper meal.” 
 
    The baroness sits you down at the head of the table and turns to leave the room. You take hold of her hand and pull her back. 
 
    “My friend,” I say. “Theora. I would like her to join me.” 
 
    “Oh,” she says, her happiness fading. “I did not know you had an, um, companion…” 
 
    “She is my guardian angel,” you say. “Literally. She is an angel of Veleda. She is waiting for word that I have defeated the vampiress. If I could go and fetch her—“ 
 
    You begin to rise from the chair and the baroness pushes you back down. Her modest bust is in your face as she urges you down into the chair. 
 
    “I will send a runner for her,” she says. You begin to protest, but the baroness gives you a hard look. You close your mouth and remain silent. “Good boy. You sit down. A servant will be out soon with the most delicious Agavarian apple wine.” 
 
    True to her word, a middle-aged mouse of a woman soon bustles over with a tray. She pours you a cup of the sweet, crisp wine and departs again. Roasted vegetables, cheese, yesterday’s bread, and a pat of slightly curdled butter are served next. You are gulping down wine to make it through another hard crust of bread when the door at the far end of the hall opens and a guard in a tattered tunic ushers in Theora. She relaxes as she spots you seated on the opposite end of the table. 
 
    “Theora, she insisted,” you say, motioning her closer. 
 
    “The vampiress?” 
 
    “No, I killed her,” you say, holding your sword up so she can see the pink flash of light catching a facet of the gem in the hilt. “It wasn’t easy. Then the baroness started crying and insisted we stay for a feast. I couldn’t refuse her.” 
 
    “Obviously,” said Theora with a roll of her silvery-blue eyes. “We may stay for a bit, Lucas, but there is little time to spare. We must interrogate the vampiress about the location and intentions of the so-called Lady Rachelle.” 
 
    “Right,” you say as the doors open and servants bring out steaming potato mash, baked ham, and tureens of sugar-glazed apples and pears. Theora sighs, spreads a cloth napkin in her lap and begins to pick at the food. You watch her daintily eating as you gorge yourself on the delicious food. Half the servants might be dead, but the ones still alive are quite good at preparing a feast. 
 
    The baroness joins you for the main course. She has changed into a blue gown that is tight at her waist to reveal her slender hips. She has a sweet smile and looks at you adoringly. As the roasted goose is placed upon the table, she sits at your right hand, across the table from Theora at your left. 
 
    “A pleasure to meet you,” she says to the angel. “Lucas here says you are his guardian angel. I can’t imagine a man such as him needing protection.” 
 
    “You would be surprised,” says Theora. “However, I am his teacher, not his protector. Beyond the skills he has learned, it is the will of the goddess whether he should live or die.” 
 
    “He faced the vampiress and lived,” says the baroness lightly. “So you have taught him well.” 
 
    Theora casts her gaze in your direction and grudgingly says, “Perhaps.” 
 
    After a pleasant meal, punctuated by compliments and grateful looks from the baroness and eye-rolls from Theora, the baroness presents you with a substantial sack of gold coins.  
 
    “It is not much,” she says. “Under the domination of that witch I neglected my duties, but the taxes continued to flow into the coffers.” 
 
    “This is more money than I have ever had,” you say, looking down into the sack. 
 
    “And we will not be accepting it,” says Theora, taking the bag from your hand and passing it forcefully back to the baroness. “Your kingdom is in need of hired guards and alms for the poor. Do not open your coffers to Lucas LeBlanc. He lives in a magical palace and eats feasts whenever he desires.” 
 
    “Is this true?” The baroness asks, looking at you starry-eyed. 
 
    “Um, yes, it is,” you say.  
 
    “So you are of a noble bloodline?” She asks and bites her lower lip. 
 
    “He most certainly is not!” Theora pulls you away from the baroness. “He was chosen by the goddess for reasons unknown to me and he will lose his palace when he completes his duty to Veleda.” 
 
    “Oh,” says the baroness, obviously confused by what Theora is saying. “Well, Lucas, you are welcome to visit any time. The Nightlands are not so bad when you have friends, I promise you.” 
 
    “Oh, right, I, um, I might visit,” you say. 
 
    “We require a room for the night,” says Theora. “Any room will do. It does not even need a bed.” 
 
    “Um, yes, of course,” says the baroness. “There is a suite on the second floor. You are welcome to stay as long as you like.” 
 
    “Not long,” promises Theora. 
 
    The baroness takes you up to the room. It is dusty and darkly furnished. Theora lights the candles and lanterns around the room with a snap of her fingers. The baroness departs with a last flutter of her lashes at you.  
 
    “We must go,” says Theora, locking her arm with yours. “Draw the sword and take us to the Sanctum.” 
 
    You draw your sword and hold it above your head.  
 
    “Sanctum Serenity!” You shout and in a flash of pink light you and Theora are transported to the gates of the Crystal Sanctum. A stone path leads through the gate and up to the palace of white stone. The beauty of a permanent sunset glows in the sky. 
 
    One of the many Hina golems is waiting to greet you. These beautiful, blue-haired automatons seem to be made from porcelain and has large, glassy blue eyes. They maintain the palace and serve the guests. You are not sure if they are individuals or if each Hina is simply a different face of the same consciousness. If they are not then they have some way to communicate with each other that you cannot comprehend. 
 
    “Master, Lady Theora,” says Hina, bowing to you each. “How may I serve you?” 
 
    “I will be in my quarters,” says Theora, brushing past the Hina and heading towards the palace. “Making preparations to interrogate the vampiress.” 
 
    “Oh, you know her?” Hina asks, watching Theora go. Her hips swivel unnaturally and her head rotates back to face you. “We have a new guest, master. She is in the crypts beneath the palace.” 
 
    “I was not aware there were crypts,” you say. 
 
    “Near the dungeon, master,” she says. 
 
    “Of course, where the slime girl resides,” you say, starting towards the palace. Hina falls in beside you, walking with supernatural smoothness.  
 
    “All of our guests are very eager to see you, master. That includes me. My pleasure crystals have been upgraded and I am ready to use new techniques.” She suggests, flashing her blue eyes momentarily rosy pink. “Would you like to test them out?”  
 
    She runs her cold, porcelain hands over your shoulders hand up to your neck. 
 
    “Ahhh, um….”  
 
    You can’t forget that Theora warned you about Hina. The golem means well, but she is much stronger than a human and can get a bit carried away under the best circumstances.  
 
    “Where would you like to go, master?” She asks cheerily. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wait for Theora to return 
 
      
 
    You would rather not run off chasing this sleazy local and his promises of a housemaid from the castle. He is probably a robber waiting to thump you over the head and steal your necklace of Veleda.  
 
    “I think I will finish drying out by the fire,” you say to Petrov. “Thank you for the offer though.” 
 
    He shrugs and goes back to his drink. You saunter back over to your table by the fire and enjoy a fresh mug of burr cider from Rianna’s tray. She is too busy with other customers and apparently has decided that you are not interested in her. A pit, you think, as you enjoy watching her bustle from table to table and flirt with the other men.  
 
    The tavern grows quieter as some patrons disappear into the night and others thump upstairs to their lodging. Theora returns from the inn’s upstairs, her fingertips powdery with chalk. She sees you and approaches your table. 
 
     “I have prepared the rooms with wards against the undead,” she says, her silvery-blue eyes We won’t be bothered by any vampires or their thralls tonight. What have you managed to learn, other than how many mugs of that swill it takes to make you drunk?” 
 
    “I’m not drunk,” you object, although now that you think about it you are a bit drunk. 
 
    “So you’ve learned nothing?” 
 
    “I’ve managed to pick up a few things,” you say and you tell Theora about the baroness, her husband, and the witch that has taken up residence at the castle. “There was also a guy here, I guess he left, but he said he knows a housemaid that works in the castle. He tried to get me to go with him. I figured I’d rather sit here by the fire.” 
 
    “Your incurable laziness has likely spared you,” says Theora. “He was either a bandit or a thrall.” 
 
    “A what?”  
 
    “A human agent seduced or otherwise controlled by a vampire,” explains Theora. “They are like a slave, only they do not know they are a slave because they love the vampire that has dominated their mind. This is the way vampires spread their influence through the community. Her thralls could be anywhere.” 
 
    “Really?” You look around the tavern at the last patrons remaining. A rather pale man with a patchy beard strikes you as the sort who might be enslaved by a vampire.  
 
    “Not him,” says Theora, apparently following your gaze. “A vampire master would have cured his lung infection.” 
 
    The man begins hacking and coughing, doubling over and drooling onto the tabletop. He wipes it away with his sleeve and looks over at you and Theora. His eyes narrow and he mutters and looks away. 
 
    “A vampire will not desire a sickly servant,” she explains, wrinkling her nose in disgust. “She would have fed upon him and destroyed him.” 
 
    “She doesn’t sound very nice,” you say. 
 
    “Mmmmm. Let us get some rest. It will be safer hunting for you in the daylight tomorrow. Vampires are able to be awake in the Nightlands even during the day, but they will be weakened.” 
 
    “A lovely place,” you say, leaving a coin as a tip for Rianna and following Theora up the stairs. Two doors stand open in the upstairs hallway. Chalk markings and sanctified salt form a supernatural barrier inside the doorway of each of the rooms. You look at Theora dubiously. “That scribbling will keep the undead out of our room?” 
 
    “Rooms. Plural.” Her eyes flash with irritation. “I could not rely upon the power of Veleda to protect us here, so I had to rely upon the primitive magic of the humans. These wards will hold any vampires or ghouls at bay. They might not be effective against ghosts.” 
 
    You glance at Theora with her radiant mane of golden hair and her proud beauty. Her ample breasts, visible beneath the sheerness of her gown, would be finer pillows than some flea-bitten old sack of feathers. 
 
    “Maybe we would be safer if we bunked together,” you suggest hopefully. 
 
    “We will be safer if you focus on your holy mission,” she says in a scolding tone. “The time for amusement has passed.” 
 
    She gives you a push into the nearest room.  
 
    “Goodnight, Lucas,” she says firmly. “Attempt not to think about the ravenous blood drinkers that inhabit the Nightlands.” 
 
    She closes the door before you can offer any rejoinder. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Evade her questions 
 
      
 
    You’ve been thumped over the head by her greasy accomplice and tied to the chair by the buxom lesser vampiress Anyja. You are not about to repay such treachery with the truth.  
 
    “I will not answer you, blood-sucking harlot,” you snarl. 
 
    “Oh, so defiant for such a handsome young lad,” she laughs. She runs her hands from your shoulder down your chest. She straddles your lap and pulls her skirt tight as she sits her plump bottom on your lap. The softness of her bum presses against your manhood. Your cock stirs traitorously beneath her. “Mmmmm, don’t you like me, Lucas?” 
 
    “No, you are a parasite,” you say. “My father read me stories about your kind.” 
 
    “What, a woman? A whore?” She scoffs. “Your father must not’ve seen tits like these!”  
 
    She squeezes her bust in both hands, nearly pushing her creamy mounds out of her tight bodice. You groan at the sight, your cock twitching against the press of her bum.  
 
    “Mmmmmm, still not going to talk, eh?” She slides off your lap, down to her knees before you. Her hands stroke your lap and squeeze your stiff cock through your trousers. “You had better talk, Lucas.” 
 
    “Never,” you growl. “You can have my blood, but I’ll not tell you a single word of the truth.” 
 
    “Ah, but your cock speaks truth for you,” she laughs. “You’ll be pleading with me to cum soon enough. Then maybe you’ll answer my questions.” 
 
    “Pleading with you to… ohhhhh…” Your words fade as she pops your hard cock through the fly of your trousers and begins to suck you. Her mouth is wet and surprisingly cool, but her soft lips and deft suction more than compensate for her cold body. She looks up at you with reddish brown eyes as she bobs on your cock, pushing an errant strand of mud-brown hair from her pale face. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she moans around your manhood, her devilish tongue flicking at your leaking slit and her lips popping wetly around the swollen cap of your cock. She pulls her mouth free, her fangs menacing as she teases them against your cockhead. “Ohhhhh, Lucas, answer my questions. Who was that woman with you at the tavern? Why are you here?” 
 
    “I won’t tell you… anything… I… ohhhhh…” 
 
    Your words trail off into another groan of pleasure as she resumes sucking you. Anja is as talented with her mouth as Morelle, the succubus. She clearly has experience pleasuring men and you feel your orgasm tightening in your balls and thrumming inside your hard cock. You jerk against the ropes binding you, trying to fuck deeper into her wet mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmm, not yet,” she says, pulling her mouth from your cock again. She grips your shaft at the root and teases your cockhead with the tip of her tongue. “Answer my questions and you can fill my mouth with your hot cum, Lucas.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” you groan, your mind reeling from the pleasure. What would it hurt? If she kills you then Veleda will rescue you anyway. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Surrender to the pleasure and tell her 
 
    Keep evading her questions 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Command her to get on her knees and take her from behind 
 
      
 
    You push Rianna and her smothering tits away and slide from beneath her to sit face-to-face. She looks at you curiously, cupping her breasts and idly playing with her nipples.  
 
    “Somethin’ wrong?” She asks. 
 
    “Not wrong,” you say. “Just making up my mind about what I want.” 
 
    “Aw, well I can help ya decide on that, love,” she purrs, reaching for your cock. You push her hand away. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you from behind,” you say with a harsh gleam in your eyes. “Get on your knees and bend over. Show me that big, juicy bar wench ass.” 
 
    Her eyes widen with surprise at your unexpected dominance. Despite your change in demeanor, she reacts quite favorably, smiling and obeying your command with haste. She kneels on the bed, her face down in the lumpy mattress and her round ass lifted high behind her. She reaches back to pull her skirt up her back and bare her shin socks and her plain white underwear cinched into the creamy expanse of her ample bottom. 
 
    “Go on then, love,” she says encouragingly and wiggles her ass. “Give me that cock. Right in me little pussy.” 
 
    She pulls her panties aside to show you her fleshy furrow, glistening pink and shorn hairless. You growl, hooking your fingers into the waist of her underwear and stripping them down her jiggling buttocks and the backs of her thick thighs. Your lust surges and you free your cock from your shorts and guide it to Rianna’s pouting cunt. No teasing or play; you steady her with one hand on her shapely hip and thrust forward, sheathing every inch of your hard cock in the hot, slick depths of Rianna’s pussy. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh! Ya got a good one, love! That’s it! Fuck me!”  
 
    “I don’t need to be told,” you snap, taking hold of her hips with both hands and plundering her hot pussy with every stroke. Your hips slap loudly against her soft ass, making her cheeks shudder and pressing her face down even harder into the mattress. Your bollocks thump against her clit with every stroke and Rianna, evidently surprised by your forceful fucking, cries out loudly each time you bury your cock in her cove. 
 
    You reach down and grab a handful of Rianna’s scarlet hair and yank her head up off the bed. She pushes up onto her hands and you pull her head up, using her hair as leverage as you plow the hot furrow of her cunt. You slam into her clutching channel, sending her dangling tits swinging with each smacking impact of your hips against her ass. She moans and you don’t care; all that matters is the explosive pleasure building in your cock.  
 
    She’s not tight like Theora or Morelle, but her pussy is hot and squeezing around you, and her big ass is a lovely target for each thrust. Watching it jiggle with each thrust, you smack her ass and spread her cheeks, getting a good look at her fat asshole. You spit on it noisily and she whimpers as your bubbly saliva splatters into her crack. You grab the meat of her ass with one hand and begin to roughly rub her spit-swamped asshole. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” Moans Rianna, her words coming out between each slam of your hips. 
 
    “Whatever I please,” you chuckle, feeling her asshole tense beneath your thumb. Your words are not really an answer, more of an affirmation. You stroke her tensed pucker with your thumb and slam your cock into Rianna’s wet cunt. As the pressure of your orgasm builds, you growl savagely and consider how you want to finish your fun with the naughty bar wench. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What are you going to do? 
 
    Finish in Rianna's pussy 
 
    Fuck Rianna's ass 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Strike her down! 
 
      
 
    Her beauty and act of vulnerability do little to calm your righteous fervor. Whatever the baroness was like as a young woman, you do not know, but this thing that kneels before you and coos like a pitiful beggar is not Baroness Lydia Carminus. It is a vampire and it must be destroyed! 
 
    “You are tainted with evil!” You cry and raise your sword above your head with both hands. The blade ignites and blazes with holy flame. 
 
    “No, please,” cries the baroness. “You cannot! I am unarmed! I will give you pleasure with my body if you spare me!” 
 
    “You must face the judgment of Veleda!” You roar. “Be quiet and take it with dignity!” 
 
    “You will never defeat her!” The baroness screeches, her face suddenly twisting into a gruesome mask of anger. “She is more powerful than your false goddess!” 
 
    You swing your sword in an incandescent arc. The blow is aimed to sever the baroness’s head from her slender shoulders. Instead, when the blow lands upon her neck, there is a feeling as if you have struck iron. This impact is accompanied by a blinding flash of light. You are thrown backwards, landing in a sprawl on the floor of the castle and losing your grip on your sword. It lands with a clang.  
 
    The afterimage of the flash fades from your eyesight and you realize that the baroness is still there, head still attached to her body as she weakly stirs. She looks at you with blue eyes reddened from crying. Her face is deeply flushed. 
 
    “I’m… I’m alive again,” she says. “I did such terrible things! Oh, gods, I killed my servants. I helped her enslave the town! Ohhhhh!”  
 
    The baroness pulls her knees against her chest, holding them tightly and rocking back and forth as she softly recounts each victim she has either fed upon or helped Izabella, the witch, to feed upon. You climb to your feet and stagger over to her, resting a comforting hand upon her trembling shoulder. 
 
    “It’s alright,” you say, when she has finished. “You were not yourself.” 
 
    “Don’t you see?” She looks up at you with tears streaming down her face. “I brought Izabella here. I invited her into my lands – into my home – and her evil too so many lives!” 
 
    “Your vampirism has been cured,” you say. “The goddess has given you mercy. She has forgiven you, baroness. You must forgive yourself.” 
 
    She begins to speak and then seems to recall something that startles her. 
 
    “The witch is still here! Down in the crypts!” She rises to her feet with purpose and wipes away her tears. “You must stop her, Lucas. That sword, that holy blessing; you have the strength to defeat her!” 
 
    She snatches up a candelabrum and shouts, “Come, Lucas! I will take you to her lair.” 
 
    She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups. 
 
    “She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “She knows so much about what goes on in the castle. I fear she will expect you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” you say. “I must face her.” 
 
    Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircases into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.  
 
    “Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.” 
 
    She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions.  
 
    “I thought the witch could save him when he fell ill,” she says, tracing the carved face on the sarcophagus. “I fear her dark magic only hastened his death. She took him from me.” 
 
    You rest your hand over hers and gently squeeze. 
 
    “I will avenge him, baroness. I will strike her down for the sake of Ulvenblad.”  
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” she said, nodding slightly. “It isn’t much farther. Just down the stairs and through the door to her private chamber.” 
 
    “Remain here,” you say firmly. “I will deal with her.” 
 
    You light a candle from a nearby sconce and descend alone into the older crypts. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently. 
 
    There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.  
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use Startle Eye 
 
      
 
    You swing your sword and just barely catch Izabella’s raking claw before it slashes open your chest. You deflect her attack with a grunt of effort and raise your guard again. You have to act and, inspired by the gloom of her lair in the crypt, you decide to conjure the holy power of Veleda’s light. 
 
    “Give it up, Lucas,” sneers Izabella. “You are not fast enough or strong enough to best me. I can tear out your heart or I can end you with pleasure. The choice is yours.” 
 
    “You’re right,” you say, sheathing your sword. You extend a hand to her as if offering it in consolation. You gaze into her glowing red eyes and sub-vocalize a prayer to Veleda to bathe you in her holy light. You repeat it again and again, your lips moving silently as you mouth the words.  
 
    “I knew you were a coward,” chuckles Izabella. “Very well, I will drain you dry. Present your neck to me.” 
 
    You turn your head as if offering her your neck. You close your eyes and hear footsteps drawing nearer. You continue to mouth the prayer, “Holy Veleda, bathe me in your light. Blind my foes and protect me from their evil.”  
 
    “What is that you’re saying? Your goddess cannot help you now, Lucas.” She places a cool hand on your arm.  
 
    The flash of from Startle Eye is so bright that you see as if your eyes are not even closed. An intense, white flare bursts from your outstretched hands and even with your eyes closed tightly you can see Izabella recoil violently. She screeches in agony, grabbing at her face and covering her eyes. She hits the floor and flails her arms and legs, striking a chair and smashing it to bits.  
 
    “It’s worked!” You cry as she screams and kicks and flips over a nearby chaise.  
 
    You draw your sword from its sheath and charge at the flailing vampiress. As you stand over her, just out reach of her flailing limbs, you see that her eyes have been burned to cinders by Startle Eye. The smoking pits are healing though and in a few seconds her unholy magic will restore her sight. You hesitate no longer, holding your sword in both hands and plunging it straight down into Izabella’s breast. 
 
    Just as the holy sword is about to plunge into the beautiful vampiress’s ample breast, there is a flash of light that burns through your eyelids nearly as bright as Startle Eye. You are staggered back a step by the force of the explosive light. You hear a scream from the vampiress, but it seems to fade into nothingness as if she is falling down a deep hole.  
 
    You open your eyes and see that the gem in the hilt of your sword is glowing pink. There is no sign of the vampiress. 
 
    “Gone,” you moan softly, sagging against the nearby bedpost. Your sword feels colder in your grasp, as if vampiress has added her sinister character to the metal of its blade. Whether it is your imagination or not, the vampiress is defeated and now certainly resides within the crystal with the other monster girls.  
 
    You sheath your sword and pick up the candelabrum. You give a last look around the well-furnished chamber of the vampiress and depart. On the castle’s ground floor you encounter the baroness. 
 
    “Did you… did she…?” She looks at you, tears quivering in her pale blue eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. “She is beaten. She will not trouble you or your lands again, my lady.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, Lucas!” She cries, throwing her arms around your shoulders and kissing your cheek.  
 
    “It was my duty,” you say, feeling bigger and more powerful than you have ever felt with the slender baroness in your arms. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the cow girl 
 
      
 
    “I would like to visit with Gretchen,” you say to Hina.  
 
    “Ah, yes, of course, master,” says Hina, setting off through the palace. “She has been very busy, but I am certain she will want to visit with you.” 
 
    Hina leads you out of the palace and over the rolling green meadow that she evidently created just to satisfy the comfort of cow girl. You pass a bubbling creek and a small field of wildflowers and arrive at a lovely red barn with white trim.  
 
    “I wish my barn was this nice back at the farm,” you mutter. 
 
    “Here we are,” says Hina, gesturing to the smaller door into the barn.  
 
    You step forward, open the door, and enter the scent of hay, grain, and the faint mustiness of farm animals. This familiar environment is disrupted by the rattle, whir, and pneumatic pop of some sort of machine rigged up next tone one of the stalls. Steam gusts from one side and a glass cylinder suddenly gushes full of a thin, milky-like liquid.  
 
    “Um, Gretchen?” You call. 
 
    The cow girl pokes her horned head out of the stall beside the machine.  
 
    “Oh, Lucas! Just in time!” She motions you over. “I am growing a bit tired of the golem. Come and have a look!” 
 
    You walk around the entrance of the stall and nearly cry out in shock when you peer inside. You see a Hina hanging above the floor, her body pink in places and resembling the pleasure Hina that sometimes greets you in your bedchamber. A web of leather straps hold her parallel with the floor, which is strange, but not nearly as strange as the glass cylinder attached to the Hina’s enormous penis. The cock flexes inside the cylinder to the rhythmic pumping of the machine. 
 
    “W-what is that?” You say, pointing at the cock. 
 
    “Hello, master,” says the Hina cheerily. “I am helping.” 
 
    “Oh, I asked her if there was anywhere I could get a cock and she volunteered,” says Gretchen, smacking the Hina on her bare bottom. “The little girl is a lot of fun, but I’m afraid she has her limits.”  
 
    “Oh, um, Miss Gretchen?” The Hina interjects. “I am about to expel more fluid.” 
 
    “Right, go on then,” says Gretchen, stroking the Hina’s firm bottom.  
 
    “Ah!” The golem gives a short cry of pleasure and you watch as her huge cock throbs in the cylinder. Cum pumps out in a large quantity, collecting in the tip of the cylinder and just as quickly sucked away down a hose and into the machine. The orgasm lasts for several seconds before the Hina seems to relax in the web of straps. 
 
    “I can get as many as I need out of her,” says Gretchen, walking over, wide hips swaying, and shutting off her machine. “The problem is, it’s just not very good.”  
 
    She unscrews the top of her machine and reaches a hand into the larger reservoir. She pulls out fingers coated in glistening white liquid. She sniffs it, tastes it with the tip of her tongue, and holds the rest out to you.  
 
    “It smells like cum,” you say, flinching away. 
 
    “Yeah, it is, I guess,” she says. She licks her fingers clean. “It tastes good enough. But it just doesn’t have that oomph I am looking for. You know?” 
 
    “No, I do not know,” you say. 
 
    Gretchen seals the machine back up and turns it on again. The Hina groans with pleasure in the nearby stall. 
 
    “I’ll just try my formula with ten times the amount,” she says. “Oh, Lucas, were you here to help out? I could always use some help from you.” 
 
    She brazenly grabs hold of your cock through your trousers and gives it a squeeze. You are already quite hard from watching the Hina being milked. Gretchen’s lingerie-like costume worn over her jiggling and very shapely body is only making things worse. 
 
    “W-what did you need help with?” You ask as she massages your cock. 
 
    “Mmmmm, I could always use some of your milk, Lucas,” she says, kneading your cock. 
 
    “F-for a new potion?” You ask. 
 
    “Yeah, a potion, right,” she giggles. She suddenly releases your cock and walks over to a work bench behind the machine. “Which reminds me, I have been working on another one. I’m not sure you will like it.” 
 
    She holds up the a vial of bright pink liquid with a glowing, metallic blue swirl through it. The potion seems to pulse with magical energy as if beating with the tempo of a heart. She thrusts the vial between her breasts, resting it in her cleavage. She puts her hands on her wide hips and looks at you. “Want to help me test it out?” 
 
    “Well, um, what does it do?”  
 
    “Not sure exactly,” she says with a shrug that squeezes her tits around the vial. “But we can find out together. I’ll let you try it while I… observe… the results.” 
 
    You’re not so sure you want to be Gretchen’s potion-taster. There is powerful magic in her alchemical concoctions and you’re not sure what the pink and blue liquid swirling in that vial would do to your body. 
 
    Then again, you are reasonably safe here in the Crystal Sanctum. It might be better to find out what the potion does here and now rather than find out when facing down with a monster girl. 
 
    “Well, what’s it going to be?” She says, sauntering back up to you and massaging your cock through your trousers. “Are you going to give me that yummy milk? Or test this?”  
 
    She squeezes her tits tightly around the vial crammed in her cleavage and the stopper almost pops off. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Just give Gretchen your milk 
 
    Help her test her new potion 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl 
 
      
 
    You are always struck by the precise beauty of Hina, the porcelain-bodied golem girl. You know that a fleshier and equally lovely version awaits your whim in your private chambers. You also know that the golem can be a bit over-enthusiastic. And you sort of like that. 
 
    “Um, Hina,” you say, your face going how with embarrassment even though the golem never seems to judge you, “I think I would like to visit with you.” 
 
    “Oh, master, that would be wonderful,” she says happily. She takes your hand in her cold, hard grip and begins to lead you through the palace. “I have prepared an advanced pleasure scenario for you today in the hopes that you would request my attention.” 
 
    “Advanced pleasure… scenario?” You croak, struggling to keep up with the eager pace of the golem. “How advanced?” 
 
    “Level seven,” she says as if you should understand. “Times two.” 
 
    “Level fourteen?” You ask. 
 
    “No, silly, there is no level fourteen. It stops at eleven. But I have doubled the level seven pleasure scenario.” Her heels beat like a drum as she climbs the stairs in such a rush that you are gasping for breath by the time you reach the top. “I promise you, master, you will not be disappointed.” 
 
    “Uh… alright… I just… a normal scenario would be fine, Hina, you don’t have do anything special,” you say, struggling to keep up.  
 
    She finally reaches your suite and throws the doors open. The golden-red sunlight slants through the windows, forming rectangles of pink on the white tiles of the floor. The curtains are pulled on the huge four-poster bed that dominates the bedroom. The guide Hina steps back, smiling proudly as you step warily towards the bed. 
 
    You catch your breath before slowly parting the curtains and revealing what is waiting for you on your bed. The shapely pink-haired Hina is there as usual, her bare breasts visible through a sheer babydoll that clings to her jutting pink nipples. Her eyes glow a rosy hue as she looks lustily up at you, stroking her shapely hip. 
 
    “Hello, master,” she says. 
 
    A second Hina rises beside her, rosy-eyed, but blue-haired. She seems made from the same softer material as the pleasure Hina, only her nipples, areolas, and the delicate folds of her pussy are also blue beneath her sheer babydoll. 
 
    “We’re so glad to see you,” she adds. 
 
    The two golems pull you onto the bed between them and begin showering you with kisses as they undress you. Their lips are warm, their fingers precise as they open your buttons and remove your trousers. You groan with pleasure as they begin to kiss your chest, your abdomen, and move together down to your stiffening cock. 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan, lifting your head from the pillow to look at them. Two pairs of hands massage your balls, your hard cock, your thighs, and your toned abdomen. The Hinas gaze up at you with matching rose-tinted eyes as they begin to coo and lap at your cock with warm tongues. You groan, thrusting at their mouths as they kiss your cock, each other, and run their tongues all you’re your hardness. 
 
    “Oh, master,” coos the pink-haired Hina. “You’re so full of cum. We’ll need to suck a lot out of you.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” The blue-haired Hina can’t reply with both of your balls stuffed into her warm, wet mouth. 
 
    “N-not too much,” you moan. 
 
    “Just enough,” agrees the pink-haired Hina and she begins sucking your cock vigorously. Her technique is incredible, sliding down until you are buried in her silky throat and curling her tongue like a tentacle around your shaft. You tremble and moan as the rising and fall suction draws you towards an orgasm. Your balls would be tight against your root but they are caught in the blue-haired Hina’s mouth as she lovingly washes them with her nimble tongue. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh! Oh, gods, here it commmmess!” You cry, exploding volcanically straight down the pink-haired Hina’s throat. She gulps your load without hesitation, draining every drop of your spurting cum and continuing to suck you.  
 
    “H-hey,” you moan, trying to lift her head away. “Hey… that’s enough… that’s HEY!” 
 
    Suddenly the blue-haired Hina is climbing atop you, mounting your face with her peachy white ass and her blue-petaled pussy in your face. Before you can say another word she drops both against you, smothering your nose in her warm crack and covering your mouth with her slick, sweet cuntlips. You feel the other Hina shifting, there is a moment of freedom where your hard cock is not being sucked, and then you feel her even warmer cunt sliding down onto your manhood. 
 
    “Mmmmhphhmmm,” you protest against the Hina on your face. 
 
    “Lick me, master, pleaaaase,” begs the blue-haired Hina.  
 
    Despite your fears, you reach up and grab hold of her firm ass and begin to lick her cunt. You thrust your tongue deep into her sugary folds, slurping and tasting whatever fluid the golem produces to lubricate her quim. She grinds atop you, riding your face for a pleasure you had not imagined that a golem could truly feel. Her wails of ecstasy and the spasms of her hot cunt seem to be as real as the squeezing pussy riding atop your cock.  
 
    You are so distracted by the Hina atop your face that you explode inside the other Hina without much awareness of what is happening. One moment her warm, slick pussy is gliding on your cock and then next your manhood is twitching inside her and filling her with your seed. She rides even harder, laughing and apparently kissing the other Hina, although you cannot be sure as your view is mostly blocked.  
 
    One pleasure blends into another and you lick and suck at the sweet pussy and firm ass atop your face. If you’re not tonguing a slick cunt, you are rimming the blue-tinted wrinkle of the Hina’s asshole, moaning as you cum again into the pink-haired Hina’s sucking cunt. Again and again you are driven over the edge, your orgasms becoming painful, your body drenched in sweat, and your arms weak. 
 
    You feel a cold twitch of horror as you realize they are not going to stop, they are caught in some pleasure loop making you cum again and again. You begin to struggle, trying to lift the Hina from your face, but by then it is far too late. 
 
    Darkness closes in around you, but you can still faintly hear. 
 
    “I think we broke master,” says one Hina.  
 
    “We had better fetch him a potion,” replies the other. 
 
    You are distantly aware of their weight lifting from your body as you slip off into complete unconsciousness. You awaken with your head cradled in the lap of the blue-haired Hina as the pink-haired Hina looks down at you and strokes your chest. She holds and empty bottle in her hand. A strong medicinal taste burns in your mouth and down your throat. 
 
    “Master, you’re awake,” says the pink-haired Hina.  
 
    “I feel much better,” you say. It’s true. As you push yourself into a sitting position you do feel mostly fine other than a little soreness in your jaw.  
 
    “We’re sorry, master,” says the blue-haired Hina as she helps you to your feet. “We enjoyed pleasuring you so much that we lost all track of your limits as a human. We are sorry.” 
 
    “Yes, we are sorry,” agrees the pink-haired Hina. 
 
    “It’s, um, fine,” you say, taking your neatly folded clothes and pulling on your trousers. They help you dress and see you to the door. You step out into the hallway, relieved to be away from the cock-hungry golems. You are immediately confronted by the sight of another blue-haired Hina. 
 
    “Hello, master,” says the guide Hina. “Where would you like to go now?” 
 
    She looks at you expectantly, her eyes glowing faintly and a cheery smile on her face as if her sisters didn’t just almost kill you. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    It is time to return to the real world 
 
    Visit with Izabella the Vampiress 
 
    Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus 
 
    Visit with Oola the Slime Girl 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl 
 
    Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use Dervish Strike 
 
      
 
    You deflect another slashing attack from Izabella as she tries to wear down your defenses with her claws. Gripping your sword more tightly with both hands, you roar a prayer to Veleda and feel her holy fury burn in your muscles. The glow of your sword spreads to your entire body. 
 
    “What are you doing now, little Lucas?” Izabella shouts, her tone mocking, but her red eyes betraying a flash of concern. 
 
    “You are an abomination of evil!” You shout. “By the goddess and in her name, I will carve you into ribbons!” 
 
    You unleash a whirling frenzy of attacks, your sword swinging so fast it becomes a blazing blur. To your shock, Izabella draws a sturdy dagger from her hip and meets your blade blow-for-blow. Your sword rings from her blocking dagger again and again as you smash through furniture and cleave one of the posters on her bed.  
 
    “Did you think me unarmed?” She laughs as she catches your sword on her dagger again and again. “Burn yourself out like a candle, little warrior. I am only getting started with you.” 
 
    You scream with rage, swinging your sword even faster, but your fury is expended uselessly against the vampiress. She is too fast to be overwhelmed by your frenzied attack and you are left exhausted and barely able to lift your sword to protect yourself. 
 
    “Bitch,” you gasp, your arms aching and your body drenched in sweat. “You won’t win in the end.” 
 
    “Ah, maybe not with your holy tricks,” she sneers, easily batting aside your feeble attack. “But you have lost this time!” 
 
    She slams her shoulder into your chest and drives you to your knees. You try to bring up your sword and she smashes it from your hands with a blow from your dagger. Breathless, exhausted, you look up at her with hatred blazing in your eyes. You see only contempt in reply. 
 
    She backhands you across the face and sends you sprawling on the floor. With a leap, she is atop you, tearing open your trousers and gripping your cock tightly in her hand. You are too weak to fight her off as she strokes you to hardness in a moment and impales her cool, slick pussy onto your manhood.  
 
    “Blood always tastes better when it burns with passion,” she explains, riding atop you at a fevered pace, her ample breasts heaving within her tight bodice. Despite your hatred, the pleasure of her slick cunt riding atop you and gripping your cock is undeniable. You moan weakly, resting your hands on her hips, your body and hers hidden beneath her white gown. She laughs and says, “You feel it, don’t you? Rising and inescapable. Just before you cum I will taste your blood.” 
 
    “Choke on it,” you moan, her pussy fluttering around your cock. 
 
    It only takes a few more twitches of her shapely hips and slippery slides up and down your cock before you feel your pleasure rising. You look up into her glowing red eyes, at her fanged smile, and you know your fate is sealed. As your ecstasy surges and your cum bursts into her cold womb, she lunges down and sinks her fangs into your neck. There is a moment of agony and a hot gush fo your blood, following by a thumping pleasure that unites with the throbbing of your cock. 
 
    You moan softly as she drinks your lifeblood and milks your manhood with her squeezing pussy. You slip into darkness and the heat of her feeding gives way to an endless void of cold.  
 
    The vampiress has made you into a meal. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Open the door to the deeper crypts 
 
      
 
    The door blocking your way seems heavy and ancient, but opens easily on well-oiled hinges. You descend a narrow staircase into a chamber stacked with ancient bones, rows of skulls, and the polished remains of long-forgotten servants, soldiers, and scions of the Carminus family. The air is cold and inert, the smell of old death heavy with each breath. A thin mist clings to the floor. 
 
    You reach a moth-eaten curtain of red velvet. Pushing it aside, you enter a chamber that was once an ossuary. The bones have been mostly excavated, with only a few skulls remaining on the shelves cut into the stone. The chamber has instead been furnished like a plush salon, with glowing lanterns, couches of red velvet, a dresser, and a large bed. A figure stirs on the bed, revealing white lace and lifeless blue flesh. 
 
    Izabella rises from the bed, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. She stands in her white lace dress, her bodice clinging to her breasts, her long legs hidden beneath her skirt, and you cannot deny her beauty. Her dark hair is pulled back from her face in a lovely braid. Her gray-blue skin and red eyes betray her vampiric nature.  She stares at you and smiles, revealing her long white fangs. There is a confidence to the way she stands that strikes fear into your heart. You are in her lair and she has every advantage. 
 
    “What is this?” She asks, looking at your faintly glowing sword. “A magic sword? It will not save you. I expected you would come.” 
 
    “I will destroy you, vampiress,” you say. 
 
    “I smell your fear, Lucas,” she chuckles. “It’s alright. Humans are always afraid. Always. You are ruled by your animal urges, none more powerful than you fear.” 
 
    She teases a finger over the back of the couch beside her. 
 
    “I suppose you want to know about the succubus queen and her plans?” She smiles sweetly. 
 
    You do, but you know it’s a trap. If the vampiress can be defeated like any other monster girl then you will have ample time to interrogate her in the Crystal Sanctum. You set the candelabrum aside and grip your sword with both hands. 
 
    “I came to defeat you!” You snarl. “Prepare to meet your fate.” 
 
    “Oh?” She giggles and glides towards you, simultaneously entrancing and terrifying. “Your bravado is false. I can taste your fear, Lucas. It will sweeten your blood when I drink you dry.” 
 
    You grimace as you confront your most dangerous foe yet. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Not even her tits can make you talk! 
 
      
 
    Your balls ache with the need to spill your seed between Anja’s luscious breasts, but you are resolute. You cannot give up any information to this cruel vampiress. She may only be a minion of some darker power.  
 
    “I will tell you,” you gasp and she sits forward, a dark eyebrow raised expectantly. You continue, “Nothing.” 
 
    To your surprise, Anja smiles.  
 
    “I hoped you would say that,” she laughs, releasing her painfully tight grip on the root of your cock. She rises, your throbbing manhood escaping the prison of her creamy titflesh. “Now I get to finish you off my very favorite way. No man can resist my ass.” 
 
    Anja turns, her tattered skirt swishing about her wide hips. She lifts it up, revealing her thick thighs and the creamy expanse of her ass. Her bottom has the same pallor as her face and breasts, but it is no less enticing for it. She pushes her chunky bottom back against your cock, slotting your manhood into the soft valley between her cheeks. This cleavage is much tighter and she begins to rock back rhythmically, gripping your shaft against her ass and pushing back again and again.  
 
    “Stop that,” you moan, desperately. “Or… or let me cum.” 
 
    “Oh, your suffering has only just begun,” laughs Anja, looking back at you over her shoulder as she bounces her fat ass against your cock. She reaches back to keep you trapped against her ass and uses her other hands to squeeze your balls painfully each time your orgasm begins to rise. You whimper the third time she does it. 
 
    “Still not talking?” She crackles with irritation. “Maybe if I put you in my ass…” 
 
    Your eyes go wide as she rises up, gripping your cock by its root, and guides your hardness to the cool divot of her bluish pink anus. She presses down against your cockhead and her back passage yields to your rigid manhood. You groan loudly as her cool, silky passage engulfs your throbbing cock. She rides you down to the hilt, squeezing your prick with her muscular ring before sliding back up to your tip and teasing you with soft clenches of her pucker.  
 
    “I bet that feels really good,” she giggles. “So tell me, Lucas, who was that woman with you in the tavern? What are you doing here in Ulvenblad? How can you hope to win? Don’t bother resisting, just answer me so you can cum in my perfect ass.” 
 
    You’re not sure you would call it perfect, but your urge to cum is almost stronger than your need to protect Theora and the rest of your mission. You watch Anja bouncing her big, jiggling ass on your hard cock and you want nothing more than to pump her full of cum from your throbbing bollocks. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she gasps, riding faster, her brow furrowed with pleasure. “Your cock feels so good up my bottom, Lucas. Don’t you want to fill it with your cum?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    You are invincible! Her ass cannot defeat you! 
 
    Her ass triumphs over your willpower


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Offer Rianna a seat on your face 
 
      
 
    You lift your face from Rianna’s soft, smothering breasts and look up at her. You know exactly what you want and it’s not the sort of thing most men probably desire. 
 
    “I want you to take a seat on my face,” you say. 
 
    “What? How’s that again?” She laughs.  
 
    You’re already red-faced from being smothered by her breasts and your face darkens a bit more with embarrassment from her laughter. 
 
    “Your big lovely ass and your quim,” you say, almost angrily. “I want you to sit them on my face so that I can pleasure you.” 
 
    “Oh!” She claps her hands with delight. “You wanna give me a proper lickin’? Well, not every day a handsome boy comes by and pays me good coin to ride ‘is tongue, but ain’t gonna complain.” 
 
    She rises from atop you and quickly unties her skirt. The work-stained garment drops down Rianna’s shapely legs, revealing her shin-socks and the tight fit of her underwear. They are plain white and might not have been very fetching, but Rianna’s shapely hips and ample backside wear the modest garment like a silken sleeve, the white conforming to the mounds of her buttocks perfectly.  
 
    She turns her back to you and bends over, her creamy skin quickly revealed as she works her underwear down and bares the full expanse of her ample ass. She’s not fat, not a bit, but her weight has settled in her shapely rear, her thighs, hips, and breasts in a most appealing way. She is substantial and womanly, despite her youth. 
 
    “Lie back then, love,” she says, looking at you over her shoulder. She smacks her jiggling ass and adds, “Gimme a proper place to put this.” 
 
    “Right, yes,” you say, stretching out eagerly on the bed, your cock so hard that it pokes up through the flap of your under shorts. Rianna does not waste time. She crawls onto the bed, her pale body atop yours as she turns her ass towards you, straddles your body, and backs towards your face. You can see her cunt, fleshy and pink, shorn hairless and glistening. Her ass spreads and you glimpse the fat knot of her anus, pink between her smooth cheeks. Then her smothering weight is atop you, her soft ass crushing down against you, her crack swallowing up your nose and her cunt pressing down against your lips. 
 
    “Ooooh, there’s a good spot,” she laughs, squirming her hips and grinding her ass down against your face. 
 
    You breathe in her mingling scents. Her arousal, her sweat, and the acrid hint of her anus smother you in her raunchy mélange of intimate aromas. This scent arouses you further and you hear the muffled sound of her laughter as she watches your cock twitching through your shorts. 
 
    “Ooh, you’re all warm down there,” she moans. “Go on then, love, have a taste.” 
 
    You rest your hands on her plump buttocks, pushing up and lifting her just enough to give you some freedom to move your face. You inhale her rich scent as you slide your tongue over the damp velvet lips of her cunt, tasting her nectar and a faint tang of her last piss. You thrust your tongue into her hot cove, tasting her more deeply, licking out the flowing nectar of her sweet folds.  
 
    “Yeah, get me clit as well,” she moans. 
 
    You prowl her folds with your tongue until you find the thick bud of her clit. You lash her button again and again, making her gasp with pleasure above you and jostle her weight against your hands and face. Far from being uncomfortable beneath Rianna, you pull her down more heavily onto your face, which makes it difficult to breathe, but excitingly raunchy.  
 
    “Oooh!” She cries with delight, thighs tensing. “You know jus’ the spot, love!”  
 
    “Mmmmnnnnnnnn!” You agree, lashing her clit as she grinds down against your tongue. Her orgasm crushes down atop you and floods your mouth in her sweet nectar. Rianna’s juices spill down your chin and she suddenly flops her body across yours, grabbing your cock and stroking it as she gyrates atop your face. 
 
    Your pleasure begins to take precedent as she works her hand on your cock. You jerk as her tongue swirls hotly on your tip and your tongue slides from her pussy to the hot meat of her ass. You lick her bitter pucker as she licks your cock and takes you into the warmth of her mouth. You rim her tender clench as she sucks you over the edge, whining with your ecstasy, pushing your tongue against her pink divot as you tense and explode into her mouth. 
 
    “MMmmmmmm!” You hear Rianna moaning around you, that sound vibrating up your jerking length as you fill her mouth with your cum. She sucks you until every twitch of pleasure has worked through your cock, then gently lifts her mouth, strokes you a few times with her hands, and gives you a final lick around your tip. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans, dismounting from your sweaty, cum-smeared face. “Ain’t often I cum with a payin’ customer.” 
 
    “Yeah?” You sit up and she tosses you a wet washcloth.  
 
    “Yeah, you’re a fine one, you are,” she says, beginning to pull on her underwear. “I’d saddle up on yer face any time, if ya got the coin to spare.” 
 
    “None at the moment,” you say, “but perhaps I’ll come across some more.” 
 
    “Well,” she kneels down beside you on the bed, half-dressed, and gives you a kiss. “Your coin will always spend with me, love.” 
 
    The kiss is all too fleeting. She finishes dressing quickly, blows you a last kiss from the door, and departs into the quiet darkness of the hall. You latch the door behind her and return to your bed. You snuff out the candle on the nearby table and stare up into the faint moonlight. Though exhausted, you have a contented smile on your face. Sleep comes quickly. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Confront the baroness about her neck 
 
      
 
    “My lady,” you say, holding her back with your hands on her slender shoulders. “I am here on serious business.” 
 
    “What could be more serious than keeping the lady of the castle company?” She demands, running her hand down your chest towards your trousers. You grab her wrist and stop her from fondling you through your pants.  
 
    “You bear the mark of a vampire,” you say to her seriously. “On your neck there. You have been bitten, my lady, but it is not too late for you to be saved.” 
 
    She pulls her hand away from you and reaches up to her neck, running her fingers over the wounds as if just realizing they are on her neck.  
 
    “Saved?” Something changes in her expression and her posture becomes more hunched forward. Her pale blue eyes turn to red and she smiles, baring elongated fangs that gleam white in the candlelight. “It is too late for that, champion of Veleda. I have tasted the blood of my servants. Why do you think there are so few?” 
 
    You step back, you heart pounding wildly in your chest as you draw your sword. It glows, although its glow seems greatly dimmed here in the Nightlands.  
 
    “Stay back!” You warn. 
 
    The baroness, to your surprise, quails at the sight of your sword. Her red eyes turn back to blue and she drops to her knees before you. Her expression, twisted with anger only a moment before, becomes one of fearful submission. 
 
    “Please, no,” she whimpers. “She made me do these things.” 
 
    “The witch?” You demand. 
 
    “Y-yes, the witch,” moans the baroness. “Please don’t strike me down with your sword, mighty champion.” 
 
    She grabs at your trousers, clinging to them as she looks up with fear in her blue eyes. 
 
    “I am a victim as much as anyone,” she pleads. “Spare me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Hesitate 
 
    Strike her down! 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Get on your knees and pleasure the vampiress 
 
      
 
    You cannot lie to yourself and pretend that it is not Izabella’s beauty that drives you. Her lewd display of her dark-thatched cunt draws your eyes, her dark blue cuntlips glistening with the dew of her desire.  
 
    “Yes, alright,” you say, sheathing your sword. “I will pleasure you if you tell me.” 
 
    “As I knew you would,” she laughs. “Come here then, boy. Have a taste.” 
 
    “R-right,” you say, your cock twitching in your trousers as you fall to your knees before the beautiful vampiress. You brace your hands on her hips and duck your head between her shapely thighs, surprised by the coolness of her supple flesh and inhaling a scent that is both vital and musty at the same time. Not like the hot thatch of a living woman. You kiss her inner thighs and give her folds a tentative lick. 
 
    “Yessssss,” she hisses cradling the back of your head. “Please me and spare no effort if you wish to loosen my tongue.” 
 
    You press your kiss against the cusp of her womanhood and brush your lips against her delicate bud. You tongue it gently, eliciting another moan from Izabella. You press your kiss more tightly and lick her clit more intently, earning a jerk of her hips and a louder cry of pleasure. You slip one finger and then two into her cool, slick channel as you lick her clit again and again, flicking it with your tongue. 
 
    “Lady Rachelle builds an army that will topple empires,” moans the vampiress, grinding against your tongue. “My thralls in the Nightlands are just one small part of her plan to finally dominate human men with the women they have subjected to servitude. By allying female wisdom with monstrous power, she will triumph.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” you lift your tongue from her clit. “But you feed on human women. You kill them.” 
 
    “Some,” she says, grinning down at you with her fangs gleaming. “Those who are foolish enough to stand in our way. I will do the same to your winged bitch once I’ve dealt with you. Now keep licking…” 
 
    She pushes your head back down and grinds her velvety cunt against your lip. You resume licking her, tasting her plentiful nectar before returning your tongue to the bud of her clit. 
 
    “Nnnnn, that’s it,” she moans, tightening her fingers painfully in your hair. “Of course, you’ll want to go after her, won’t you? You’ll never… mmmmm… suck it. Suck my clit! That’s it!” 
 
    She seems to lose track of what she was saying as you clamp your lips over her clit and suck her rhythmically while flicking her bud with the tip of your tongue. Her heaving breasts shudder and you feel the tension in her thighs as she cums from your ministrations. You suck Izabella’s sweet cunt until her juices are dripping from your chin. Her rolling hips slow and the pressure on the back of your head relaxes. 
 
    You lift your face from between her thighs and, gasping for breath, demand, “Where is she, Izabella? What has she done with my mother?” 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” Izabella combs her fingers into your hair, grabbing the hair on the top of your head and yanking your head back. She runs the fingers of her other hand over your face. “You’re fairly good with your tongue. Perhaps you can convince me to continue if...” 
 
    “If what?” You growl. 
 
    She turns around, rubbing her peachy blue bottom against your face. She keeps her fingers locked in your hair as she pulls you to her crack. 
 
    “If you lick my ass,” she commands. “Do it well, worship my ass, and I might even be convinced to spare your miserable little life.” 
 
    She arches her back, thrusting her bottom back against your face and smothering you in the supple flesh of her ass. You brace your hands on the roundness of her lovely cheeks to keep her from smothering you completely. 
 
    “Go on, put your tongue to work, little Lucas, and I will tell you the truth,” she says. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Lick her ass to get the truth 
 
    Refuse that humiliating task


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Let the baroness pleasure you 
 
      
 
    You know this beautiful woman on her knees before you is a dangerous vampire, but you cannot deny the lust surging in your cock as she strokes your manhood with both hands. 
 
    “Please, Lucas,” she murmurs, giving a slow lick to the head of your cock. “Let me satisfy your urges. Let me drink the hot essence from your loins.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan, your hand relaxing on your sword. “Alright, but, oohhhhh… but…” 
 
    Whatever you were trying to say is forgotten as her mouth engulfs your cock and she begins to urgently suck on your straining tip. Her hands continue to massage the length of your cock as she bobs deliberately on your cockhead, her cool tongue swirling around the ridges of your glans.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she moans around you and pops her lips free. “Your cock is so delicious, my brave warrior. It is my honor to kneel before you and serve you with my mouth.” 
 
    “Gods,” you hiss as her sucking mouth returns to your cock. Her beauty is bewitching and her single minded focus on your cock is exciting. Your breathing rows louder and louder and you rest your hands on her slender shoulders.  
 
    She slips her mouth off your cock again, cradling your tip with her pink tongue and looking up at you, her mouth whorishly open.  
 
    “I can feel your heartbeat in your cock,” she moans. “Louder and louder as your pleasure builds. Do not hold back, Lucas. I want to taste your peasant cum. Please, feed me your sweet seed.” 
 
    “Ahhhhh,” you gasp as she wanks you against her tongue. Your knees go weak with your pleasure, your balls tightening against your root as your cum threatens to burst from your cock. You squeeze her shoulders as she takes you back into her mouth, bobbing quickly and taking you to the back of her silky throat. She moans around you, her lust stirring more pleasure in your cock.  
 
    Your sword is forgotten, the danger of her a secondary concern; all that matters in that moment is your surging ecstasy. Your tension builds. She looks up at you with lust-lidded eyes and seems to smile around your cock as she slides her lips over your tip. 
 
    “Yes!” You cry, your ecstasy exploding into her mouth. She opens up and strokes you into her open mouth and you watch, enthralled, as white ropes of your seed gush across her tongue, splash her gleaming white fangs, and pour into her throat. She gulps each spurt without hesitation, actually laughing against you as she milks out your cum into her mouth. She wraps her lips around you and finishes you with a strong suck.  
 
    “Mmmmm, let me clean you up,” she says, licking and slurping up the pearly drops of your spunk clinging to your cock, your balls, and your inner thigh. 
 
    “That’s enough,” you say, pushing her away. 
 
    Only, you can’t push her away, she is clinging to your legs and nuzzling against your thigh. You feel a sudden, sharp jolt of pain followed by a hot trickle of blood coursing from your thigh down your leg. The pain gives way to intense pleasure, rolling through your body and nearly making you feel like you are cumming again. You know she is feeding on your blood, but you cannot stop her. As you grow weaker, the baroness grows stronger, riding you down to the ground as you tumble onto your back. She clings to your legs, slurping noisily as you stare up at the ceiling. 
 
    Darkness closes in around you, the warm waves of pleasure fading into darkness and an endless, terrifying cold. The last sound you hear is the weak final thump of your heartbeat. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Go with Petrov to question the maid 
 
      
 
    “Take me to her,” you say. 
 
    Petrov flashes his rotten smile once more and rises from the table. You follow him out of the tavern and into the rain-washed night. Water still gurgles in gutters and you step around puddles in the crumbling cobblestones of the street. 
 
    “It isn’t far,” promises Petrov. He takes you down an alley between two wooden buildings. A turn in the alley and the space between buildings grows unpleasantly narrow. Wet shingles brush against your arms. Petrov moves quickly, as if he has passed this way a thousand times. You stumble over a lump of debris that squishes underfoot like a rotten melon or maybe a dead rat.  
 
    “Almost there,” says Petrov and he disappears around another turn in the alley. You follow him around the corner and… he is gone. The alleyway leads to a single windowless door with a heavy iron lock.  
 
    “Petrov?” You call. “Are you still there?” 
 
    You are answered only the gurgling of the drains. You lean down to inspect the door’s locking mechanism. A shadow falls across you, blocking out the scant moonlight. As you attempt to stand up you are thumped on the back of the head by a blunt object.  
 
    “Ah?” You manage, before being thumped again.  
 
    Darkness closes in on you as you feel your body falling.  
 
    You awaken in a sitting position, your arms bound behind you, with a pronounced headache and two throbbing lumps on the back of your head. At first you think the room is in total darkness and then you feel the edge of a blindfold tight over your eyes and the bridge of your nose.  
 
    “Go to the castle,” says the coarse voice of a woman. “She’ll have a eward for you.” 
 
    “Yes, Anja,” replies a soft male voice that must be Petrov. You hear his footsteps move away across floorboards. The woman, Anja, calls him back. 
 
    “Come here and take his amulet off before you go,” she commands. “It is unpleasant.” 
 
    “Bastard,” you growl and strain against the rope binding you as Petrov reaches into the collar of your tunic and tears off your amulet of Veleda. You hear it clink as he drops it somewhere nearby.  
 
    “Have fun, outsider,” mocks Petrov before departing for good. 
 
    “Who is there?” You ask. “What do you want? I do not have much in the way of coin. I am a servant of the goddess—“ 
 
    “Mind your tongue,” says the coarse voice. She loosens your blindfold and drops it down your face to hang around your neck. You blink at the brightness of the candelabrum the woman is holding near your face. She is a brown-haired woman of ample curves and middle age. Though attractive, and certainly plentiful, she has a hard face and an unhealthy pallor. She wears a peasant dress with a low-cut bodice that reveals much of her cleavage. Her loose skirts are tattered and stained. You notice puncture wounds on her pale neck. 
 
    “A vampire,” you say grimly. 
 
    “Something like that,” says the woman, setting her candelabrum on a table beside you. She runs her hands over your shoulders and neck. When her soft fingers reach your face you try to twist away from her. “Oh, little man, you are tied to a chair. I will drink you dry whenever I please.” 
 
    Her words send a cold spike of fear through your body. Sweat prickles at your neck and forehead. Her brown eyes take on a faintly reddish tint and her smile reveals small white fangs.  
 
    “Do it then,” you say, trying to sound unafraid. 
 
    “Oh, I will, in time,” she says, stroking your face. “First you are going to answer my questions.” 
 
    “To hell with your questions,” you say, staring at her fiercely. 
 
    “Why were you asking around about the baroness?” She asks, squeezing your cheeks with her fingers. “Who was that woman with you? Are you here about Izabella?” 
 
    Her smile tightens cruelly.  
 
    “Answer my questions or you will suffer.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Answer her honestly 
 
    Evade her questions 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Finish in Rianna’s pussy 
 
      
 
    The sensation of sheathing your cock in Rianna’s velvety soft and steamy-hot cunt is too wonderful to relinquish. You plug your thumb into the clenching hole of her anus, eliciting a gasp from the scarlet-haired wench and feeling her walls tense around your cock. The pleasure only makes you pound her shorn cunt all the harder. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Lucas,” she cries as each blow of your hips against her ass sends her creamy haunches shuddering and makes her fat tits swing beneath her.  
 
    You slide your thumb in and out of her naughty passage as you work your hips furiously and pound your cock into her slick depths. She begins to make mewling sounds and you can feel her body tensing around you, gripping at your cock. You yank her head back by her scarlet hair and growl, “Cum for me, Rianna. Cum on my cock.” 
 
    “Yessss!” She cries, her lips parted as you wildly pound her tender pussy and roughly hook your thumb into her ass. Her wails of pleasure are so loud that you release her hair to wrap your hand around her mouth and cover it. Her hot cries are muffled by your palm. You feel her spasm again and again around the furious piston of your cock. 
 
    As her pleasure recedes, you grab her throat instead of her mouth, squeezing just enough to let her know who is in charge. You spank her ass with your slamming hips as your cock lewdly pounds in and out of her juicy pussy.  
 
    “Fuck!” You cry, thinking of all the violence you have suffered and inflicted. You picture the shock of all those monster girls you have defeated as you buried your sword in them. The white flash of their destruction so like the white starbursts in your eyes as you reach your peak inside Rianna.  
 
    She’s saying something to you, her words vibrating in her throat beneath your hand, but you can’t hear her. You let loose your pleasure, pumping your scalding spunk deep into her slippery channel. Your cum seems to pour out in a desperate rush, as if escaping your body like steam from a superheated vessel. Your cock twitches again and again inside her until you have spent every drop of your seed. 
 
    “Can’t breathe,” you finally hear her choke out desperately.  
 
    You release your grip on her throat and she slides forward onto the bed, your cock leaving her creamy cunt with a lewd slurp. Rianna rolls slowly onto her back, looking up at you with wide, watery eyes. She holds her throat, which bears a red mark from your hand.  
 
    “Almost… killed me…” She gasps. 
 
    “Wasn’t meant that way,” you say apologetically. “I got carried away.” 
 
    “You’re a brute is what you are,” she says sliding away from you on the bed. She feels between her legs and looks at her spunk covered fingers. “Bad time ta be doin’ that too. Just my luck, ya put a babby in me.” 
 
    You reel from her suggestion. You never wanted to knock her up, nor hurt her, you just became lost in the bestial side of your lust. Was it the evil of the Nightlands? Or is this in you? 
 
    “S-sorry,” you mutter. “I wasn’t trying to hurt you.” 
 
    “Thought you was a gentleman,” she says, pulling on her clothes. “Well, you go on then. Keep your coins. I won’t be sharin’ a bed with ya again.” 
 
    She leaves your room in a huff. You sink back onto the bed, wondering what came over you and if you can learn to control it. Despite your unease, you are exhausted and slip quickly off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    She is a vampire and must be defeated! 
 
      
 
    Gazing down at the beautiful baroness, you feel her soft hands stroking your hard manhood and the cool, wet lash of her tongue against your sensitive cockhead. It would be so easy to give her permission to pleasure you or to toss her slender body down upon the stones and take your pleasure by force. But you are not a weak man, at least not this time around. You straighten up and take a step back, your cock sliding out of her grasp. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Lucas?” She says, looking up at you sweetly. 
 
    “You are a blood-sucking monster!” You snarl, your anger surging as you grip your sword more tightly in your hands. “It is my duty as a champion of the goddess to smite you! I will banish your evil from this land!” 
 
    “Nooooo!” She screeches, shielding her face with her arms as you swing your sword downward in a blazing arc. The Holy Sword of Veleda strikes her and there is an impact as if you are hitting a statue forged from iron. There is a bright flash of light and you are thrown across the room. The afterimage fades from your vision and you see that the baroness is still kneeling where she was. Some color has returned to her face and she is looking at her hands with disbelief. She lifts her gaze to you as you push yourself up from the floor. 
 
    “I killed them,” she whispered. “I fed upon their blood and made them do terrible things.” 
 
    The Sword of Veleda must have purged the vampirism from the baroness. Veleda has shown her mercy, but now she must confront the deeds she committed while under the thrall of the witch. 
 
    “Izabella,” you say, offering the baroness a hand up. She takes it and rises to her feet.  
 
    “I… I was going to… going to kill you,” she says, looking down at the bulge in your trousers. “Seduce you and drink your blood. I’m… I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I accept your apology, baroness,” you say, steadying her with a hand on her shoulder. “Now, you must tell me how to find the witch. She is the true source of evil here.” 
 
    “Yes, Izabella,” she says, seeming to snap out of her daze. She snatches up a candelabrum and shouts, “Come, Lucas! I will take you to her lair.” 
 
    She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups. 
 
    “She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “She knows so much about what goes on in the castle. I fear she will expect you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” you say. “I must face her.” 
 
    Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircases into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.  
 
    “Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.” 
 
    She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions.  
 
    “I thought the witch could save him when he fell ill,” she says, tracing the carved face on the sarcophagus. “I fear her dark magic only hastened his death. She took him from me.” 
 
    You rest your hand over hers and gently squeeze. 
 
    “I will avenge him, baroness. I will strike her down for the sake of Ulvenblad.”  
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” she said, nodding slightly. “It isn’t much farther. Just down the stairs and through the door to her private chamber.” 
 
    “Remain here,” you say firmly. “I will deal with her.” 
 
    You light a candle from a nearby sconce and descend alone into the older crypts. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently. 
 
    There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.  
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Apologize to Theora 
 
      
 
    “I-I’m sorry for bothering you,” you say, your voice cracking slightly. “I didn’t mean to, um, disturb you. It was just, I couldn’t sleep, and I was thinking about my mother and sister, and the trouble we’re in, and, um, well, I didn’t… didn’t want to be alone. But, I guess, um…” 
 
    Your words trail off into a long, uncomfortable silence. Your heavy breathing is the only sound in the room as the furious angel stares down at you pinned beneath her knees. The last of her anger abates, replaced by a cold mask of contempt. 
 
    “You’re so weak,” says Theora, shaking her head. “Skulking around in the hallways, too afraid to say what’s on your mind even now.” 
 
    “I said I was sorry,” you protest. 
 
    “Yes, you always seem to be saying that to me.” Theora rises smoothly to her feet and stands over you, backlit by the glow of her bedside candle, the shape of her naked body visible through her gauzy gown. “It is times like these, with you whimpering and groveling, that I wonder why Veleda every chose you to be her champion. What does she see in you, Lucas?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” you confess sadly. 
 
    “Mmmm.” She sighs. “Well, I am not surprised you could not sleep. You are accustomed to being pampered by Hina and having your cock milked by that awful bovine bimbo. Not to mention the succubus slithering around trying to drain your seed.” 
 
    “N-no, it’s not that,” you protest.  
 
    “You probably have a buildup of your essence,” she says. “The sort you males usually have the initiative to handle yourselves, but for some reason you have grown so lazy and spoiled you can no longer manage.” 
 
    You sputter, “I just… I just…” 
 
    “Do you need to cum?” She asks sternly, her hands on her shapely hips as she gazes down at you with contempt. “Is that what your need to get some sleep?” 
 
    You are taken aback by the forwardness of Theora’s question. You get the sense from her tone and her demeanor that if you say “yes” then your pleasure will come at a price. Perhaps it would be better to just go to your room and force yourself to sleep. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Do you need to cum? 
 
    Yes, you need to cum 
 
    No, you need to go to bed


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the Pink Milk Potion 
 
      
 
    You shift your sword to a one-handed guard and reach into your belt pouch for the slim vial given to you by the cow girl. The milky pink liquid within seems to give off a faint magical light. You push the stopper out with your thumb. 
 
    “A last drink to steel your nerves?” Izabella lunges at you, nearly causing you to spill the potion. You block her slashing hands with your sword. You only make contact with the flat of your blade, but the holy light flares and she hisses in anger. 
 
    Before she can strike again, you take a deep breath, hold the potion to your lips, and tilt your head back. The liquid is thick and sweet. It tastes like strawberries mingling with the milky sweetness of the cream from Gretchen’s teats. You gulp it down and warmth spreads quickly through your body.  
 
    A moment later, your chest begins to expand and soften. Your nipples grow larger as they jut against your taut tunic. The laces stretch, revealing a deep cleavage between your new… breasts!? They continue to swell, bursting open your tunic and exposing the creamy mounds more than a match for the vampiress’s blue-hued bosom. You feel your abdomen softening slightly and your hips growing wider. It feels as if invisible fingers are pressing at your cock as it splits and reforms along the seam of your cunt. Your sensitive cockhead retreats and concentrates in a tiny bud atop your new, delicate, womanly folds. 
 
    “What is happening to me?” You ask in a voice that sounds like your own but higher and smoother. Shocked, you give a girlish hiccup. 
 
    “Was that not what you expected?” Izabella laughs. “It looks as if you’ve become a woman! What mad magic is this?” 
 
    “Th-the potion,” you say softly, kicking at the discarded vial.  
 
    Even your bottom has changed, softening and growing rounder. You feel so different and not at all prepared to face off against the vampiress. Why would Gretchen give you this potion? 
 
    “My poor little heroine,” purrs the vampiress, striding closer. “A pity about the hair. Still boyish. Although you look quite fetching with the short hair.” 
 
    She strokes your cheek with one hand and easily plucks the sword from your other hand, tossing it away. You tremble fearfully as she presses her cool body against yours, her lacy gown squeezing against your exposed breasts and bending your thick nipples. You let out a cry at the unexpected intensity of the sensation. 
 
    “Oh, my, you’re shaking like a leaf,” laughs the vampiress, her lips very close to yours. “Don’t be afraid, Lucas… or shall I call you Luciana? I will not hurt such a tender flower as you.” 
 
    Her kiss overwhelms your fear, her tongue exciting and dexterous as it pushes past your lips and rolls against your tongue. Her hand slips into your trousers and her fingers finds the newly-formed furrow of your cunt. You arch in her embrace at the shocking sensation of her fingers against your clit. She strokes it and you cry out, breaking the kiss, burying your face against her slender shoulder and clinging to Izabella as you cum suddenly. The contractions of your orgasm are less intense and yet more satisfying, they go on longer and never quite reach the spurting peak of your male orgasm. 
 
    “Your first one?” She asks, her red eyes gazing into your eyes. 
 
    “Like that,” you say, still shocked by the sound of your voice.  
 
    “Well, there are many other ways to pleasure a woman,” she chuckles. “Let’s try a few out, what do you say?” 
 
    Her red eyes flash and you find you have no will to offer her any resistance. She takes your hand and leads you to the bed. She undresses you carefully, freeing your large breasts completely and sliding your trousers down from your round backside and your dripping cunt. Your legs seem more slender, less muscular, particularly your lower legs. Your feet are certainly daintier.  
 
    “What a lovely woman you make, Luciana,” she says and takes a step back. She motions for you to turn as she examines your newly feminine body. By the time you have turned all the way around, Izabella has finished undressing. Her breasts are pert despite their size and her dark blue areolas and the buds of her nipples are smaller than your own. A dark tuft of hair partially covers her delicate cunt. She strokes her hands slowly over your naked flesh, causing you to tremble. “Even more beautiful than the baroness. Certainly bustier. Come and join me on the bed, my girl. Let us discover the pleasures of your new flesh.” 
 
    She pulls you into her arms and kisses you again. Her lips might be cold, but her naked body against yours stokes the fire in your loins. Her fingers massage your cunt and remind you of the pleasure to be found in your clit. She lowers you onto the bed, climbing atop you, dragging the soft weight of her breasts down your body as her kiss leaves your lips. Her fingers begin to fuck into your slippery cunt, reminding you that you now have a tender hole there instead of your cock.  
 
    Her kiss arrives at your breasts and you gasp in shock as she runs her pink tongue around your thick, sensitive nipples. She looks up at you, red eyes glowing as she sucks a fat bud into her mouth and her lips pop wetly around your areola.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh, gods,” you cry, arching beneath her and grinding your pussy against her thrusting fingers. “It’s so good! How do you women stand it?” 
 
    “We don’t,” she laughs, tweaking your other nipple with her fingers. “We enjoy it.” 
 
    She squeezes your soft mounds against her face, moving back and forth and sucking on your nipples until they are both raw and glistening. Her sharp fangs poke against your soft breasts, causing little nips of pain, but never drawing blood. You cum against her fingers once again as Izabella sucks greedily at your tender teats. You scissor your supple thighs against her hand, your inner walls clutching at her thrusting fingers. 
 
    As you come down from your orgasm, you lie there panting and looking up at her with astonishment.  
 
    “I felt my like my nipples were climaxing,” you say, looking down at your reddish tips, still damp with her saliva. 
 
    “Oh, my,” giggles Izabella. “Perhaps you are a bit of a slut? Wait until you feel my tongue on your cunt!” 
 
    “That’s… ohhh, gods,” you moan as she moves between your parted legs and begins kissing your inner thighs. You cradle her silky, dark hair as she plants delicate kisses against your mound and you newly-formed folds. You hiss with hot pleasure as her kiss finds the sensitive bud of your clit. The pleasure is as if she is kissing your cock, only somehow concentrated to a tiny little pebble of pleasure that amplifies the sensation several times over. 
 
    Izabella begins to lick your clit and it is all you can do to even remember to breathe as a storm of pleasure bursts through your body from your pulsing clit. She hums with lust, sucking your clit into her mouth and teasing your slick folds with her fingers. You thrust your cunt against her pretty face, cumming twice more in short order as she lashes your clit again and again with her tongue. As you cum against her mouth, you pinch your own nipples, torturing them between your fingers and heightening your ecstasy. 
 
    “Yes,” she says, lifting her cum-smeared face from between your thighs. “You’ll do nicely. I have a need for a new thrall. Someone to hunt down interlopers for me.” 
 
    “What? No!” You cry, trying to push away from her. She is on you in an instant, leaping atop your naked body and pressing hers down to keep you pinned on the bed. She hisses as she opens her mouth wide and sinks her fangs into your neck.  
 
    Izabella takes only a taste of your blood, the hot ripple of pleasure as she sucks at your newly slender neck, and then her wrist is pressed to your lips. You cannot resist! You drink the sweet blood flowing out and feel it knot in your belly. 
 
    “You are mine now,” she purrs, pulling her wrist from your bloodstained lips. “You are a vampire thrall, balanced between life and death, vampire and human mixed. You will never be as powerful as a true vampire, but you will be far stronger than mortals. The hunger will be upon you soon and you will need to drink hot, living blood.” 
 
    “Y-yes, mistress,” you say, unable to keep the words from your mouth. You belong to Izabella! 
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    Help her test her new potion 
 
      
 
    “This won’t hurt me, will it?” You ask, staring intently at the vial thrust into Gretchen’s ample cleavage.  
 
    “Hurt? It might hurt a little,” she says, plucking it out from between her breasts. She hands it to you and you feel the warmth of her body on the glass. “It will wear off eventually though.”  
 
    You take a deep breath, pop the stopper from the vial, and tilt the glass back to your lips. The warm liquid spills into your mouth. It is thick and both bitter and surprisingly sweet. The unusual flavor swirls over your tongue and down your throat. You swallow hard three times to clear the flavor. 
 
    “Hopefully Hina’s milk will work,” she says, giving you a jolt of surprise. 
 
    “What’s that?” You demand, but before she can answer you cry out and grab at your chest. Pain shoots through your body and your chest begins to quickly expand. Your tunic stretches over your swelling breasts and a button pops loose. You quickly tears it open completely, freeing your new, huge breasts and thick pink nipples. “Oh, gods! What is happening to me?” 
 
    You look down at your chest, squeezing your breasts in your hands. Your nipples are extremely sensitive and you cry out with pleasure as you squeeze both breasts, pressing your palms into your nipples and your fingers into the soft expanse of new titflesh. 
 
    Your trousers suddenly hurt as well and you yank them open, freeing a massively engorged cock that seems to be nearly three times the length and thickness of your normal manhood. It is crimson with engorgement and throbbing with need, precum trickling visibly from the fat apple of your new cockhead. 
 
    “Exactly as I had suspected,” says Gretchen. She reaches beneath your huge cock and cradles your massively enlarged testicles. “At least four times the size. Your milk capacity must be incredible.” 
 
    “W-what? Why did I grow tits?” You demand, shaking your mounds from side to side and watching them swing and heave. 
 
    “Quiet,” snaps Gretchen.  
 
    Even your hips and backside have changed, becoming rounder and softer, a sure sign of femininity despite your newly enormous cock. Gretchen runs her hands over your breasts, bending your thick nipples with her fingers and eliciting a hot intake of breath from you. She grasps both of your nipples at once, moving her fingers from your sensitive tips to your wider, redder areolas. She pushes against your tender mounds and you moan as milk dribbles out of your breasts. 
 
    “Why is milk coming out? What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Shhhhh,” says Gretchen furrowing her brow. She leans down, closing her eyes as if concentrating, and takes one of your fat nipples into her mouth. The warmth makes you groan with pleasure and cry out softly as you feel your milk spurting into her mouth. Your cock twitches against her leg and you know the pleasure she must feel every time her huge breasts are milked.  
 
    Gretchen pulls her lips free from your teat and smiles at you sincerely.  
 
    “The formulation works perfectly,” she says. “Your milk is sweet and perfect for my potions. I’m sure your cock is just as perfect. I have transformed you into my ultimate milk cow!” 
 
    “How long is this going to… ahhhhh!” She cuts off your words by dragging her hand over her huge erection. Your manhood throbs in her grasp and dribbles out precum that drips onto the floor. 
 
    “Wait here,” she says and hurries out of the room, leaving you to fondle your sensitive nipples and run your hand over your massive cock. By the time Gretchen returns with her modified Hina in tow, you have nearly made yourself cum from idly touching your swollen manhood. She catches you rubbing beneath your glans, precum dripping from you in a steady flow, and she snaps, “Don’t you dare waste it! Come on! It’s time for your milking!” 
 
    “You are so pretty, master,” says Hina, looking at your feminine facial features. “You make a very good girl.” 
 
    “Th-thanks,” you say as the golem and the cow girl lead you into the milking room and help you into the harness straps. Gretchen adjusts the leather straps to frame your dangling tits rather than crush them against your chest. The straps similarly snake to either side of your huge bollocks without pinching them or mashing them against your body. Your breasts, dangling through the webbing, nipples pointed almost straight down to the ground, begin to leak steadily. 
 
    “Quickly,” snaps Gretchen, “bring me the milk cups.” 
 
    Hina fetches translucent gum rubber cups with hoses at the tip of each. Gretchen switches on a second machine and air begins to whistle through the hoses attached to the cups. She lifts them up to your dangling breasts and your tender nipples are sucked towards the hoses. Droplets of milk flick out of you and spatter in the cup before she has even pressed them against your tits. 
 
    “This will be quite intense,” warns Gretchen. “But pleasurable. Try not to cum until Hina gets the milker on your cock.” 
 
    You feel Hina shifting alongside you and hear the rush of air form the glass cylinder. Gretchen seems to count down and she and Hina press the cups to your breasts and massive cock simultaneously. The suction on your breasts domes your wide areolas and draws your thick nipples so deep they touch the hose at the top of the cup. Milk begins to flow steadily out of your teats in a shocking rush of pleasure. In the same instant, you feel the rhythmic suction grab your cock and draw it into the glass cylinder. It is a tight fit, your cock stuffed into the container and the fat head of your manhood mashed against the bottom. 
 
    “AHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” You cry, jerking in the restraints as cum bursts out of you. It flows in such a rush that it melts upwards into the cylinder, tracking any open space between ridges and in hidden valleys and filling it with milky white. Your purple cockflesh looks veined with cream as your manhood pulses again and again, firing a second time almost as soon as your first orgasm has exploded from your cock. 
 
    “Now we leave him here,” says Gretchen. 
 
    “Wait! Leave me?” You lift your head, struggling to talk but suddenly overcome with a third orgasm. You whimper as pleasure throbs through you, milk draining from your giant cock and your huge breasts in an almost equal flow.  
 
    “Yes, the potion should last about one hour,” says Gretchen. “I’ll be back with something for you to drink and eat. You’ll be quite dehydrated by the time it’s done.” 
 
    “Wait, I didn’t… OoOHhhhhhhhh!” Your eyes roll back as another orgasm interrupts your objections. Gretchen laughs and saunters out of the room, her hips swaying. Hina follows behind her. The golem’s flaccid cock dangles obscenely from her slender hips. 
 
    You are abandoned to the agonizing pleasure of the machines. Each time you are certain you cannot cum again you begin a rapid escalation to another intense orgasm. The flow of milk from your breasts diminishes gradually over time, but your cock is inconsistent. Some orgasms produce massive gushes of your seed and others, usually those immediately after a bigger orgasm, produce modest spurts that dwindle quickly.  
 
    Gretchen and Hina finally return. Gretchen carries your clothes and Hina bears a tray with cups and a pile of baked treats. You are sweating, sore from the spasms, moaning with exhausted pleasure, and nearly delirious. Gretchen lifts your head and looks into your eyes. 
 
    “You actually overflowed the reservoir for the milk of your loins, Lucas,” she says. “You should see the mess you’ve made in the other room.” 
 
    “P-please,” you croak. “Let me down.” 
 
    She switches off the machines and the cups fall from your breasts with a wet patter of spilled milk. She has to pull the cylinder from your cock. You already feel your breasts and manhood beginning to shrink. Gretchen helps you down into a chair and Hina brings over the refreshments. You drink the sweet, creamy liquid as fast as you can, quenching your intense thirst before turning on the unusual soft cookies.  
 
    “Made with my milk,” says Gretchen. “Don’t look at me like that. They have healing properties.” 
 
    It is true, as your body returns to its masculine normal, you also feel your vigor being restored. Even the red lines from where the glass cylinder bit into your cock are disappearing quickly.  
 
    “You are a good helper, Lucas,” she says. “I should have my new formula perfected by the time you go on your next adventure.” 
 
    “R-right,” you say as the big cow girl helps you to your feet. “Thanks? I guess?” 
 
    “You are welcome,” she says, handing you over to her modified Hina. The Hina leads you out of the barn where you are met by the guide Hina. The two golems exchange a smile and a slight nod. You stumble out into the daylight. 
 
    “Did you have a pleasant visit with Gretchen?” The guide Hina asks. 
 
    “It was, uh, draining,” you say. 
 
    “Your fluid levels seem acceptable,” she says. “Where would you like to go now, master?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    It is time to return to the real world 
 
    Visit with Izabella the Vampiress 
 
    Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus 
 
    Visit with Oola the Slime Girl 
 
    Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda 
 
    Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Her ass triumphs over your willpower 
 
      
 
    The sight alone of Anja’s plump rear devouring your cock is nearly enough to make you spill your seed, but it is the silky clench of her arse as it swallows your throbbing manhood with every stroke that finally pushes you to the edge. Rather than feel the agony of her hand squeezing your stones again, you cry out, “Yes, I’ll tell you! Please!” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm, I knew you would not be able to resist this arse,” she laughs, wiggling her hips. She sheaths every inch of your maleness in her plump posterior and gives your root a squeeze with her ring of muscles. Her back arched and her weight against your lap, Anja gazes at you over her shoulder, her eyes glowing red. “Now then, Lucas, tell me all about your friend at the tavern.” 
 
    It all comes out in a rush of desperation, “Theora, an angel of Veleda! And I’m a hero chosen by Veleda to fight monsters! We’ve come to defeat the vampiress!”  
 
    “What about her weaknesses?” Anja asks sweetly, her bottom sliding up your cock and back down again. 
 
    “She… Veleda’s magic is weak here in the Nightlands,” you stammer, watching Anja’s pinkish blue asshole stretch and flex around your cock. “Maybe Theora is weak as well.”  
 
    “Mmmmm, good boy, I knew you’d coma around,” laughs Anja. “We’ll deal with her in time. For now… let’s finish what we started.”  
 
    Her hips work vigorously, her plump ass bouncing in your lap and slapping against your thighs. Her puckered hole massages your cock with the deftness of a woman who has had a fair few men buried up her bum. You try not to think about that or consider how you just sold Theora for an orgasm. Instead, you let yourself go with the pleasure, her ass stroking atop you and drawing you towards the edge of your release. 
 
    “No point holding back down,” purrs Anja, brushing a lock of hair from her face. “Go on then, love. Have a good one up my arse. I’ll squeeze you dry.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, yes,” you cry, trying to thrust but restrained by the ropes. “Ohhhh, gods, I’m close.” 
 
    “That’s it,” she laughs, “just focus on those jiggling cheeks, love. Give it to me. Give me allllll that hot, sticky spunk.” 
 
    You can do little other than obey her. Your pleasure rises volcanically to your swelling cock. She laughs as she feels it, pounding her fat ass back against your cock so roughly that the chair creaks with every impact. You let out a whimpering cry as your pleasure surges. The rush of ecstasy as she rides her ass back onto your cock gives way to the hot throbbing explosion as your cum spurts deep into Anja’s silky depths. Her stretched pucker squeezes as if she is milking your cock and your shaft becomes coated with foamy white seed.  
 
    “Ohhhh, Lucas, what a good boy you are,” she says, gently riding her ass to the tip of your cock and letting your cockhead pop free. You watch a trickle of your cum drip from her sphincter as it clenches shut. She turns, a cruel smile on her face. “Now then, it is time to finish up with you.” 
 
    “Wait,” you say, “please, I can give you more information, I know—“ 
 
    She ignores you, bares her fangs, and lunges for your neck. The sharp pain of her teeth piercing your flesh is accompanied by the hot gush of your blood into her mouth. It trickles down your chest, staining your shirt. The pain gives way to pleasurable warmth as Anja sucks and slurps loudly at your neck. You moan incoherently as she drinks your lifeblood. Darkness swiftly closes in around you until all you can hear is the distant sound of her sucking out the last of your blood and the final, feeble thumping of your heart. 
 
    Then all is darkness and cold. 
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    Take Theora roughly 
 
      
 
    You lift Theora’s weight from atop you without hesitation, your farm boy muscles rippling beneath your tunic and your strength seemingly enhanced by your raging lust. Theora cries out in surprise, her feathered wings snapping open and nearly knocking the basin of water off the nearby table. You rise to your feet and flip her shapely body in your arms, slamming her roughly down on her back on the bed. 
 
    “Lucas! What has come over you?!” She cries out in surprise.. 
 
    You laugh that she would toss you across the room without a second thought, but you throw her onto the bed and it is shocking to her. You fall upon her, your full weight driving her down onto the bed as she tries to sit up. You kiss her once more, but this time you are dominantly atop her, pinning her wrists to the bed and smothering her lips with a kiss. You plunge your tongue into her hot, sweet mouth. Her tongue meets yours in a torrid duel and she cries out in shock and pleasure. She squirms beneath you, twisting her hips and pushing back against your hands as if she means to escape. 
 
    “You’re not fooling me,” you laugh between kisses. “You’re stronger than me. You could toss me aside if you wanted.” 
 
    “How dare you pin me to this shabby bed!” She cries, apparently ignoring the truth of your accusation. 
 
    “Oh, you’d rather be pinned to a princess’s bed?”  
 
    You bend your head to her breasts, running your tongue over her fat nipples and engulfing the areola of her right breast in your mouth. You look into her silvery blue eyes as you suck at her soft mound.  She suddenly twists her hips, popping her nipple from your mouth, turning aside to escape your hands. She rolls onto her stomach, her breasts out of reach, but her ample ass and gold-thatched pussy now completely at your mercy from behind.  
 
    “Ah-ha! Looking to be punished?” You laugh and swat her ass with both hands. 
 
    “No!” Theora cries, wiggling her hips and her ample ass. “How dare you?!” 
 
    You spank her repeatedly with your sword hand. The smacks of your palm against her soft bottom crack loudly in the room and send gratifying ripples through her plush cheeks. She whimpers and whines as your hand prints mark her creamy bottom. You spread her ass, exposing the pink clench of her anus, and you spit into her crack and smear the saliva over her pucker with your fingers.  
 
    You slip the fingers of one hand into the hot sleeve of her cunt and more gently probe two fingers of the other into the tight squeeze of her anus. She cries out into the bedding, raising her hips even more to offer her holes to your fingers. You plunge your digits up Theora’s hot ass and into the silky squeeze of her pussy, fucking her with fingers from both hands simultaneously.  
 
    “Brute!” She cries as you pump your fingers in and out of both holes. “You naughty little bandit!” 
 
    “Sneaking in at night to stuff my fingers in your wet cunt?” You growl. “Up your self-righteous ass? Oh, but you love it, Theora! I can see that!” 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” She pinches her lips together to keep from making more noise, pushing back against your thrusting fingers. 
 
    “How about three for each?” You tease, pushing a third finger into her cunt and working a third into her ass. It is a tight fit and she howls as you force the third up her backside. Theora’s complaints turn to whimpers of pleasure once those three fingers are stretching her little pucker and fucking in and out. She kicks her legs and you can her toes curl with pleasure.  
 
    “MMMmmmmmm!” She buries her face deep into the bed and wails her ecstasy. There is no mistaking her orgasm, as she bucks her hips and her plundered holes ripple with the contractions of her climax. You pull your fingers out at the seeming peak of her pleasure and she cries out in dismay. 
 
    Before Theora can do much more than that, you grab her hips and slam your twitching cock deep into her pussy. You sheath every inch of your sword in her fluttering fucktunnel and pin her down into the bed with the weight of your body. Her stretched asshole gapes for a moment before squeezing closed. You fuck her pussy hard, feeling those contractions rippling along your length. Her velvety sweet pussy feels incredible and she pushes back on your cock, riding it eagerly. 
 
    “You cockslut!” You laugh and lean over her to grab hold of her wings. 
 
    “Impudent farm boy!” She cries, looking back at you as you use her wings for leverage.  
 
    “Squeeze my cock with that tight cunt,” you growl, slamming your hips against her ample ass. She pushes up onto her hands and knees and her plump tits swing with every slapping impact of your body against hers.  
 
    “Goddess! I’m cumming again!” She wails, tossing her golden hair as you ram your cock deep into her clutching cunt. Her tender cunt squeezes around you, drawing you towards the brink as she pants with pleasure and her big, soft breasts bounce with every savage stroke. 
 
    “I am going to fill you up with cream!” You shout, making the bed groan and thump with the force of your rutting. “Beg for it!” 
 
    “Yes! Please, cum inside me!” She cries, her usual stoicism submitting to the pleasure you are pounding into her pussy.  
 
    “How can I deny your wish?” You laugh, feeling your cock surge in her glorious gutter. You flood it with a roar of pleasure, fingers sinking into her soft assflesh and your seed painting her inner walls in mighty pumps. You slow your strokes, savoring the hot slickness of her cum-basted channel. Pulling out slowly, you smack your cream-smeared cock on her ass and tease it up her crack, leaving milky smudges on her pink knot.  
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she whimpers. 
 
    “That should let me get some sleep,” you say, smacking her ass. “Goodnight, angel slut.” 
 
    You rise from the bed, pulling up your trousers and stuffing her cock inside. You take one last look at her, still on her hands and knees, ass still raised submissively. You momentarily consider fucking her again. How long before she comes to her senses? Better to be back in the safety of your room rather than tossed out a second floor window by the raging angel.  
 
    The darkened hallway beckons. You return to your room and sink down onto your bed, an exhausted grin on your face. 
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    Flirt with Rianna the bar wench 
 
      
 
    You glance around at the various patrons of The Warm Crust. A bunch of poor farmers and ale-addled old men hardly seem like pleasant company for the evening. Rianna, on the other hand, catches your eye with each flourish of her peasant skirt, each bounce of her ample bust, and each sweet smile. She makes eye contact with you and winks as she serves a tray of ciders to a nearby table. 
 
    Better to ask her a few questions and maybe make a friend, you decide. You enjoy the sight of her flirting with the men and even being groped by one of them before she swats his hand out from under her skirt. She is a skilled bar wench, quick with the drinks, and not taking anything too personally. Her smile seems enough to ward off any anger from the men she refuses.  
 
    You do notice a curious, whispered exchange between Rianna and a fat lout near the back of the tavern. It seems to go poorly and he grabs for her and tries to pull her into his lap. She pokes him hard under his arm with her finger. He yelps, winces in pain, and lets her go. 
 
    “She can handle herself,” you murmur appreciatively.  
 
    She catches you watching her and comes over to your table, hips swinging and bust bouncing enticingly. She brushes a lock of crimson hair from her freckled face and leans over, giving you a good look down her bodice. 
 
    “Well then, dear, what can I get fer ya now? More cider? Somethin’ else?” She bites her plump lower lip as if offering something not chalked on the tavern’s menu. 
 
    “Ah, well, I was hoping a bit of conversation,” you say. “Share a drink with me? I am new to Ulvenblad and could use some information.” 
 
    “Well, a bit o’ chatter, sure,” she says, sitting sideways on the chair next to you.  
 
    Trying not to look too intently at her cleavage, you ask her, “What can you tell me about that big castle?” 
 
    “Hmmm?” She seems unhappy with your question. “Well, the baroness lives up there, don’t she?” 
 
    “Baroness?”  
 
    “Yeah, right,” she says. She affects a royal air and says, “The Baroness Lydia Carminus. Some fancy tart from far away. Nice enough, I reckon, came to marry the baron. He got sick and died. Not even that witch she brought here could help him.” 
 
    “The witch?” You ask. 
 
    “Izabella. Yeah, awful woman, you ask me. Pretty as a harvest maid, mind you, but not a good side to her.” She leans towards you, her breasts so close to bursting from her bodice that you can see the edge of her pink areolas. She lowers her voice, “Shacked up in the castle with the baroness. Some says, not me mind, but some, that she is the real ruler up in that castle.” 
 
    “Are you afraid of her?” You ask, your voice lowered to match hers. 
 
    “Well, naw, not afraid,” she says. “Jus’ don’t want to go missin’ like some girls or come back, you know, a bit different.” 
 
    “Different? How do you mean?”  
 
    “Like the only thing matters to ‘em is that witch, Izabella. And they’d bed down with ‘bout anybody.” She smiles at you and rests her hands over yours. “Not like me. I’m very particular about who I bed down with.” 
 
    “The, uh, are you?” You ask, your face going hot. 
 
    “Well, I’m not a modest girl,” she says, leaning closer and nearly pressing her lips to your ear. “A kind words and the right coin will by my company for the evenin’. That somethin’ you’d like?” 
 
    Your cock stiffens at the thought of a roll in a bed with Rianna. You’re certainly not above spending coin for a woman’s company. You have done it before. 
 
    “I’m certainly, uh, interested,” you say, looking her over and feeling your face grow hotter. “What sort of services do you offer?” 
 
    “Oh, all sorts,” she says, stroking your arm with one hand and moving her other hand to your knee. “I assure ya, it’ll be a night to remember. Handsome boy like you. I’ll wear ya out.” 
 
    You swallow hard. Judging by the way she is looking at you, Rianna is probably a skilled whore. That would explain her failed negotiation with the fat man earlier.  
 
    “Right, how much?” You inquire. 
 
    “Let’s say eight silvers,” she says. 
 
    “Most of what I have,” you note. “After the rooms and the ciders.” 
 
    “But ya have that much,” she says, eyeing your coinpurse. You look up and notice Terrance, the burly innkeeper, glancing your way. 
 
    “Does, um, your father know you engage in such activity?” You ask, nodding towards the innkeeper behind the bar. 
 
    “Terrance?” She laughs. “He takes a cut o’ me earnins, dear. And if tweren’t any, well, pap might take it out in trade.” 
 
    Your eyes bulge. “Your own father?” 
 
    “Well, ma is in the ground, eh? Not as if he put a tot in me. He always pulls it out or more often gives me  drink.” She shakes her head. “Don’t go down easy, mind. Have to have a sip o’ the strong stuff after that.” 
 
    You shake your head. Of course, you have heard tell of such things, of lonely fathers bedding their daughters or widowed mothers their sons, but to admit to this so brazenly is shocking. Rianna smiles at you as if nothing at all is amiss. Perhaps in this dark place, within the cursed borders of the Nightlands, such perversion is not so unusual at all. 
 
    “Clearin’ out for the night,” observes Rianna, glancing around at the other tables. “I’ll take last orders. You make up yer mind on how you’ll be spendin’ the rest o’ your evenin’.” 
 
    She strokes her hand over your lap, giving your bulging cock a squeeze before rising from your table to attend to the other patrons. Your gaze flicks from her swinging hips over to the bar. Terrance is staring right at you as he wipes a bowl clean with a rag. He smiles slightly as if he knows exactly what you were saying to his daughter. 
 
    It isn’t long before the last customers clear out and Rianna returns, untying her apron and hanging it over the back of the chair across from you.  
 
    “Ah, me feet is killin’ me,” she groans, sitting down at the table. “Mind givin’ them a rub?” 
 
    “Uh, okay,” you say as she kicks off her shoes. The balls of her feet are red and her heels callused from a hard life of being on her feet. You massage her arches and her toes and she groans with relief. 
 
    “Ooh, that’s good,” she groans. “So, ye made up yer mind? Want some company?” 
 
    You look from her feet in your lap up her creamy white legs. She leans forward a bit, her bust straining at her bodice, a naughty smile playing at her full lips. She sweeps a lock of scarlet hair from her flushed face and her eyes sparkle. Your cock twitches in your trousers. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Politely refuse her company 
 
    Pay Rianna to warm your bed tonight 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Veleda rescues you from death by vampire 
 
      
 
    Warmth returns to you in an all-encompassing ray of golden light. You feel yourself falling upwards and settling onto a cool stone floor. Your eyes slowly open to the beautiful grand hall of Veleda’s heavenly temple. The goddess emerges from an endless colonnade, her wings spread wide as she floats several feet above the ground. She is more beautiful even than Theora, her eyes glowing with golden power and her golden hair draping her breasts. Her flimsy gown reminds you of the garment Theora usually chooses to wear. 
 
    “Goddess,” you try to say, but your mouth is too dry to form words. Your limbs are shriveled and your lips are cracked. Your heart does not beat in your chest. 
 
    She floats down until her feet brush against the endless white tiles and she towers above you like a colossus. She folds her wings slowly against her back. 
 
    “Lucas LeBlanc,” she says. Your name on her lips sends crackling ecstasy through the pathways of your mind. You would writhe and moan with pleasure if you could move at all. “You should not be here yet, Lucas. You have fallen to a foe that was not even powerful enough for me to notice.” 
 
    I’m sorry, you think and wish desperately to wail in your endless shame. 
 
    “I know you are, child,” she says and scoops you up in her huge hands. She lifts your withered body to her face and your head lolls uselessly on your lifeless neck. “The servant of the vampiress has taken your essence and your mortal humors. I must give you the kiss of life.” 
 
    Her mouth is nearly big enough to swallow your head, but she kisses you gently on your lips and you feel her holy magic flowing into your desiccated flesh. Your limbs return to youthful vigor, your eyes are damp again, and saliva flows into your mouth. You shudder with the pleasure of her kiss and ejaculate into the palm of the goddess’s gentle hand. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she says, looking down at the mess you’ve made. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” you moan weakly. 
 
    “You are only a human,” she says. “Your desires rule your bodies.” 
 
    She sets you back onto the floor and you crawl to your knees, bowing your head low to her in subservience.  
 
    “I will place you in your bed, Lucas,” she says. “Time will pass. A new day will arrive. You will avoid the danger that ensnared you before. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you, my goddess,” you moan, unable to look upon her beauty. 
 
    “Good,” says the goddess, reaching a huge hand out and covering the top of your head. “Defeat the darkness for me, Lucas. Restore my light to the lands.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, tears beginning to well in your eyes. “Thank you, Veleda. I… I…” 
 
    “Shhhhh,” she hisses. Her eyes glow brightly and that glow seems to wash over your body. Everything is white and warm and incandescent. You have a momentary sensation as if you are falling. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” You cry and sit bolt upright in bed. You are back in your bed at the inn. A wan gray light streams through the window. This is what passes for daylight in the Nightlands.  
 
    You are alive! For the time being… 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Serving the vampiress as a vampire thrall 
 
      
 
    You hear the carriage approaching down the misty road and you shift your cloak to reveal a bit more of your creamy décolletage. Your knee high boots and your long legs are revealed beneath your split-sided gown. The carriage emerges, its lantern light painting shadows and gold across your voluptuous body. For a moment you think they are going to pass you by and then you make eye contact with the mustached merchant riding within the carriage. He calls out for the driver to stop and the horses stop their clattering, the carriage creaking to a halt behind them. 
 
    “Everythin’ awright, miss?” The carriage driver calls down from the running boards. You notice the powder gun that rests across his lap. 
 
    “Oh, yes, now that you’ve stopped,” you call out. “I don’t suppose you are heading to Ulvenblad? I desperately need a ride. My father warned me there are dangerous men and beasts on the roads at night.” 
 
    “’Tis true,” calls the merchant from the window. “Please, miss, join me in my carriage. We are on our way through the Nightlands, but we can surely make a stop in Ulvenblad to see you there safely.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, sir,” you cry with delight. 
 
    The carriage door opens and the rather portly merchant helps you inside, his eyes practically bulging out of his head as he takes in your curves peeking out from beneath your carefully arranged cloak. You take your seat across from him, casually uncrossing your legs so he can see the taut gusset of your panties. He seems entranced by what he sees. You catch him staring up your creamy thighs and you smile at him seductively. 
 
    “T-to Ulvenblad,” he stammers, thumping a walking cane on the roof of the carriage. The horses begin to move and the carriage sways into motion behind them. The merchant looks at you, “Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Timov. I hail from Elzeheim and trade manufactured goods to the spice sellers of Prinzent. I take the spice back to Lorraine and trade for more manufactured goods.” 
 
    “Oh, very clever,” you say, feigning delight. “You must be a very wealthy and very powerful man. Do you travel elsewhere?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he says with a grand gesture. “Wherever profit takes me. I travel the world. You know, I could use a traveling companion. A beautiful young woman such as yourself might be just the sort of, um, company I would like to keep.” 
 
    “Mmmmm, really?” You ask, biting your plump lower lip. 
 
    “Yes, my girl,” he chuckles. “What is your name?” 
 
    “Luciana,” you say.  
 
    “Come and sit with me, Luciana,” he says, gesturing towards his lap. 
 
    You smile sweetly as you climb across the moving carriage and settle your shapely bottom into his lap. He begins kissing you and fondling your breasts roughly almost immediately. You giggle with delight as he slips a hand under your cloak and begins fumbling between your thighs. All the while, your gaze is focused on the steady, rhythmic throbbing of his jugular in his neck. You can smell the blood within him. 
 
    As his fingers press into your slick cunt, you begin to kiss his neck. 
 
    Not more than an hour later, you slip into the castle by a servant’s door and descend to the crypt. Your belly is full of blood and the carriage is now resting in the courtyard.  
 
    “You have returned,” notes Izabella, rising from a writing desk. “I was just composing my list of demands for the Count of Enzelvanya.” 
 
    “Do you think he will fight us?” You ask. 
 
    “Did you get the shipment of powder guns?” Izabella asks. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you say and kneel before her beauty. “I’m afraid my hunger got the best of me and I devoured the merchant. I was able to enthrall his driver though and I believe he will be able to return with another shipment.” 
 
    “Good, good,” says the vampiress, stroking your short, boyish hair. Since becoming a vampire, your body does not change. You are forever stuck as a voluptuous woman, beautiful, but with short hair. “Anything else for me?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you say, reaching into a pouch on your belt and taking out the velvet-covered box. “The merchant intended to propose to a woman in Prinzet. The daughter of a spice merchant. This was the bloodstone ring he intended for her.” 
 
    You open the box and show her the ring, faintly glowing with natural magic. It is an extremely valuable piece of jewelry. 
 
    “Oh, yes, how lovely,” says Izabella, sliding the ring onto her finger. She turns her attention back to you and motions you to your feet. “Well, you have equipped my human thralls with powder guns and given me a lovely ring as a gift. I suppose you deserve some sort of reward?” 
 
    “Serving you is reward enough,” you say. 
 
    “Oh, is it?” She softly murmurs, sliding the cloak from your shoulders and revealing your plump breasts straining the low-cut bodice. “I cannot interest you with, mmmm, a bit of reciprocation?” 
 
    Before you can answer, Izabella presses a passionate kiss to your lips and gently cups one of your breasts. Your mouth yields to her in an instant as her tongue thrusts hungrily over your tongue. She fondles your soft breast, plucking at your stiffening nipple through your bodice. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” you moan against her lips, submitting to her lust and feeling your own desire begin to burn within your cold body. With a yank, she tears your gown open, freeing your breasts. She mauls your plush mounds in both her hands and kisses her way down your neck to your plump nipples. She sucks and licks them, eliciting a cry of pleasure as she teases them with her fangs. You hiss and bare your own fangs.  
 
    Izabella’s hand presses between your thighs, her fingers so much more delicate and lovely than that fumbling merchant in the carriage.  
 
    “You still grow warm when you feel desire,” she chuckles, lashing your tender tits with her tongue. “The blush of life is still upon your face.” 
 
    “It is all the blood,” you say, embarrassed not to be completely cold and perfect like your mistress. Your shame is forgotten as she tosses you into the bed and tears your gown away completely. She descends upon your trembling mound and begins to lick your cunt. Only a few short weeks ago you could not have imagined such a thing, with your disgusting maleness, but now as a female you know the true pleasure of a woman’s touch.  
 
    “Nnnnnnnnhhnn,” she murmurs, vibrating into your cunt, her tongue flicking your bud. Her fangs graze your tender folds and you yelp with anticipation. She does not bite, however. She clamps her mouth over your clit and begins to suck as she fucks three fingers into your tight channel. You wail with pleasure, arching on the bed, squeezing your shapely thighs around her head.  
 
    Lost at the height of your pleasure, you barely hear the door open into the salon. The four men rush into the salon and before you have a chance to even scream they are upon you, driving a sharpened stake into your breast as another man attacks Izabella with a sword. 
 
    “We are sent by the Theora and in the name of Veleda! Die, fiends!” One man bellows as you feel your life force draining. “You must be eradicated!” 
 
    You smile dimly as Izabella tears the head off one man, showering your naked, withering body in blood. It is too late for you, but Izabella’s killing has only just begun. 
 
    You gasp a final time as your body begins to crumble into dust. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Saved from your demise at the fangs of the vampiress 
 
      
 
    A warm glow surrounds you. A soft voice, almost musical, reaches out to your ears and sends a tremor through your warming body.  
 
    “Lucas,” the softly musical woman’s voice seems to sing. “Luuuuucas.” 
 
    You open your eyes slowly and realize you are resting upon a field of green grass. The cloudless sky is blue and although you are at the feet of a giantess, you are not in her shadow for she radiates light. Her smile fills you with love and her kind eyes glow with golden purity.  
 
    “Veleda,” you croak. 
 
    “Yes, Lucas,” she says, running a massive hand gently over your body. You feel your strength being restored at her touch and you moan in holy ecstasy. She picks you up to your feet and you are wearing your clothing from before you succumbed to Izabella. 
 
    “I-I failed you!” You cry out in desperation, your voice hoarse and your face burning with shame. 
 
    “Yes,” she says, her smile never fading. “But the vampiress was a powerful foe. Even with all that Theora has taught you, all the power I can lend you, this was a difficult battle. You may have failed, but I know you will learn and grow and succeed.” 
 
    You look around you and realize you are standing on upon a rolling green landscape dotted with wildflowers here and there. Numerous angelic figures walk along the hills, some leading other mortals and some alone or in pairs with one another. They all seem happy and the humans with them seem happy. 
 
    “C-could I stay here?” You ask, feeling the draw of the other humans. You envy their blissful state.  
 
    “Not yet, Lucas,” she says. “Someday, if you serve goodness, I will lift you up to live among all my children.” 
 
    You realize you are weeping and you wipe the tears from your eyes. The goddess gives you a sympathetic frown and lifts you into her arms. She squeezes your body against her massive breasts, the warmth of her body soothing you through her silky gown. You are ashamed that her loveliness stiffens your manhood. 
 
    “Oh, I think you are enjoying this a bit too much,” she giggles and your face burns with fresh shame. “Farewell, Lucas. May you be strong in the face of evil.” 
 
    She lets you slip from her embrace. You cry out, falling from the height of her bosom, plummeting towards the grass ground. It parts beneath you and you fall through clouds and light, plunging through gloom and down into the darkness of the crypts beneath Castle Ulvenblad. 
 
      
 
    You stand facing the vampiress, holding the Holy Sword of Veleda in your hands as you stare with determination at the savage beauty of Izabella. Your guts twist in fear. She stole your life with her hateful hunger… but she doesn’t know it. Time has turned back and you have another chance to defeat her. 
 
    “What are you waiting for, Lucas?” She sneers, her red eyes flashing.  
 
    “The right opportunity to strike you down, blood-sucking harlot!” You shout, swiping your sword to keep her at bay. “Your evil ends now.” 
 
    “I doubt that, little warrior,” she laughs, baring her fangs as she glides towards you. “But if you are lucky, maybe I will decide to keep you around as a pet.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ask her to ride atop your hard cock 
 
      
 
    You don’t want to be parted from the smothering softness of Rianna’s lovely tits, but your cock is twitching with need. You give her closest nipple a kiss and then pull your head back from the barmaid’s lovely chest.  
 
    “What is it, love?” She asks, looking down at you over her gently heaving mounds. “Made up yer mind?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, running your hands over her soft breasts. “I want you to ride my cock.” 
 
    “Oh, is that it? Make me do all the work?” She winks at you to let you know she is joking. “I know how it is with you lads. You get one feel of my girls and you can’t imagine life without ‘em. Alright, then, love. Let’s see here…” 
 
    She grips your cock in one hand, stroking it through the flap of your night shorts as she lifts her weight and carefully settles herself astride your hips. You feel a soft brush of her panties and then she drags those aside and lowers her hairless cunt onto your cock.  
 
    “Ooh, that’s a nice one,” she says, rubbing her bare pussy against your hard tip. You feel her juices slick your manhood, dripping down your shaft as she plays her velvety folds against your cock.  
 
    Your hands squeeze into the softness of her breasts, her creamy flesh pressing between your fingers and her fat nipples against your palms.  
 
    She sweeps a lock of scarlet hair from her face, looking down at you as she asks, “Ya ready, love?”  
 
    “Mmmm please,” you moan, playing with her thick nipples. 
 
    “Here we… ooohhhhhh… are!” She moans as she sinks down onto your cock. Her slippery, soft pussy swallows you up as she rides down to the root of your cock and grinds her shorn cunt against your groin. You squeeze her breasts tighter as the slippery pleasure rides around your cock, hot and wet and sliding back up and back down again. Her weight bounces atop you, her soft ass slapping down as she begins to ride you in earnest. 
 
    “Oh my gods,” you moan, looking up at her loveliness as her breasts heave and her hips work. Her velvet cunt squeezes around your straining shaft. Her depth press soft as silk against the head of your cock. 
 
    “Ohhh, ya like that? Let me put a bit o’ twist on it,” she says, shaking her hips and rolling them with practiced ease.  
 
    Rianna is not particularly tight and her weight is heavy against your hips, but she moves with the lightness and skill of a true whore. She even reaches a hand down beneath her bouncing ass and massages your bollocks as she works atop your cock. Her bouncing breasts and flushed face are beautiful, her nipples drawing you to sit up and lash them with your tongue. 
 
    “Ohhhhh suck ‘em if you like,” she moans, cradling you against her chest as she ride her pussy up and down your cock. You lose yourself in the smothering sweetness of her tits, your pleasure rising in your cock as you kiss, lick, and even suck at her fat nipples. You latch to her right breast and fondle her left as your tension builds. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” You cry against her breasts. 
 
    “That’s it, love,” she says. “Let it all out. Let it out for me.” 
 
    “Mmmhmmm!” You reply, sucking hard at her nipple as you feel your balls go tight and your cock surge inside her. 
 
    She lifts off you suddenly and grabs hold of your wet cock. She wanks you forcefully against her bare mound and belly. You explode in her grasp, leaning into her tits and crying out loudly as your cum spurts against her cuntlips and over her mound. She milks you deftly with her hand, squeezing out every drop and grinding her pussy against your balls.  
 
    “Aw, now that’s a proper mess,” she laughs, looking down at your cum webbing her fingers and smearing all over her belly and cunt. She rises from you carefully, fetching a washcloth to wipe herself and her skirt and panties clean and then washing your cock and balls. You jerk from the over-sensitivity of your cock. She coos, “Oh, sorry, love, I’ll be gentle.” 
 
    “Why did you, I mean, pull it out at the end there?” 
 
    “Bad timing for me, love,” she says, tucking your deflated cock back into your night shorts. “Let you cum inside and I’d be likely to have a baby. Can’t go gettin’ knocked up.” 
 
    “Oh, right,” you say, used to having sex with monster girls without apparent consequence. Other than occasionally dying. 
 
    “Well, if you have enough coins,” she says. “Maybe tomorrow I’d be willin’ to let you cum inside. But it’ll be twice as much.” 
 
    “Um, I don’t know if…” 
 
    “Think about it,” she says, lacing up her bodice. She gives you a kiss on the lips, short and sweet, before departing from your room into the darkened hallway. 
 
    Alone in the room, you sigh and snuff out the bedside candle. You sink back onto the bed, satisfied and exhausted, and sleep comes quickly. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Let her pleasure you with her breasts 
 
      
 
    Izabella offering up her luscious blue-gray breasts is an enticement you cannot refuse. Your cock twitches and you shift it in your straining trousers. Her red-eyed gaze flicks to the movement and she wets her lips. 
 
    “Do not fight it, Lucas,” she purrs. “Let me atone for my sins. Thrust your cock between my breasts.” 
 
    “Goddess preserve me,” you murmur, sheathing your sword to unbuckle your belt and unbutton your trousers. Your hard cock bounces free from your under shorts and Izabella looks on with delight. She grasps your fleshy sword without hesitation, her hand cool and soft as she squeezes you tightly. 
 
    “Thank you for granting me my one wish,” she says, dripping more saliva from her tongue all over the head of your cock. You groan with pleasure as she leans forward, wrapping your cock in her soft breasts and squeezing you tightly. Your manhood is just long enough to protrude through her cleavage as she begins to wank your crimson cockmeat. The sensation of her breasts, cool like silken pillows crushing your cock, is nearly enough to make you cum. 
 
    “Oh, goddess,” you moan, bracing yourself with one hand on a post of her bed. 
 
    “Fuck them,” she says, lashing your cockhead with her nimble tongue. “I know you want to.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan, thrusting your hips and sliding your cock between her squeezing, spit-lubed cleavage. She licks you each time your crimson cockhead pops from between her breasts, the redness of your manhood a sharp contrast to the pale blue of her mounds.  
 
    “Ohhhh, that’s it,” she says, leaning her shoulders back to make it easier for you to thrust between her tits. “The heat builds with every stroke. Like a fire inside you.” 
 
    “Those breasts… they’re going to make me cum,” you groan, thrusting faster and make her squeezed tits shudder with each stroke.  
 
    “Yessssss,” hisses the vampiress. “Spill your seed for me, Lucas. Coat me with your warmth.” 
 
    You stop thinking about the danger she represents or even what she is doing and focus intently on your cock sliding between her plush mounds. You fuck her tits faster and faster, holding her head and tucking her chin against her chest, forcing your cock to collide with her lips and lashing tongue with every stroke. The pressure of your orgasm builds. You breathe heavily, single-mindedly on the purpose of your pleasure, slamming your cock into her breasts. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhh!” You roar with pleasure, your hips squeezing against her breasts and your cock pushing into her mouth as you begin to cum. She sucks you hungrily, slurping around your cock as you pulse your load over her tongue and down her throat. She moans around you and drains your cock, leaving you woozy and weak-kneed. 
 
    “You came in my mouth, Lucas,” she giggles. “I thought you were going to warm my breasts, not my belly. But now that I’ve had a taste… I want more.” 
 
    “More?” You gasp, still catching your breath. 
 
    She licks her way down your cock to your balls and begins licking and sucking them as her hand gently massages your cock. You barely lose your hardness under her expert ministrations. Her tongue roams from your bollocks to your thigh. She plants a cool, wet kiss there. You feel her fangs tease against you. 
 
    “What are you… AHHHH!” You cry out in pain as her fangs sink into your inner thigh. You try to push her away but she is clamped tightly to you, her arms wrapped like iron bands around your back. The hot gush of blood into her mouth is accompanied by a rush of pleasure. You moan as she slurps at the blood, drinking you greedily as your legs give out and you sink to the floor. She follows you down, latched to your thigh, drinking you until your heart is straining weakly. 
 
    “N-no,” you gasp. “I beat you…” 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” she murmurs against your thigh.  
 
    Darkness and cold closes in around you as the vampiress finishes her meal. 
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    Visit with Izabella the vampiress 
 
      
 
    “I would like to see our new guest,” you say.  
 
    “Very well, master,” says Hina, bowing slightly and setting off through the palace for the crypts. You are familiar with the dungeon area of the castle, but a heavy iron door opens to a colder, mustier area that stretches onto an even lower level. A miasma of fog clings to the floor and ancient, moldering bones cover the ossuary shelves. 
 
    “Who are all these dead people?” You wonder. 
 
    Hina walks over to a nearby skeleton and lifts the skull. A few scraps of dusty hair cling to the skull. 
 
    “This is Penotra Belan-Kreuz,” says the golem. “She was the 19th Hero of a Thousand Lives and battled back the horde of Agomongus the king of the orcs. She mated with six hundred goblins.” 
 
    “Yikes,” you say.  
 
    “She was incredible,” says Hina, returning the skull to the shelf. “She was mistress of this castle for six years during her struggle against Agomongus.” 
 
    “So, um, you’re saying my bones are going to end up here?” You say, following Hina deeper into the crypt. 
 
    “You are welcome to remain here when you are dead,” says Hina. “It would be my pleasure to care for your skeleton, master.” 
 
    “Uh… thanks?” You follow the cheery golem down another flight of stairs, into a chamber illuminated only by the blue glow of her eyes. She steps to a red door and then stands aside. 
 
    “Through this door, master,” says Hina. 
 
    “Uh, any idea what mood she is in?” You ask, feeling nervous about facing Izabella now that you have beaten her. 
 
    “She was very insistent that the room was in a particular order,” says Hina. “She is a woman that knows what she wants.” 
 
    That sounds like Izabella. You knock weakly on the door and it creaks open. You are surprised to be greeted by another Hina on the other side. This one is different, with glassy red eyes, red hair, and a black gown over her porcelain body.  
 
    “Hello, master,” she says. “Welcome to Mistress Izabella’s quarters.”  
 
    She holds the door open for you as you wander into the gothic grandeur of Izabella’s lair. The ceilings are arched, sconces brass, and furniture upholstered in red velvet. It takes the style of her room in the crypt beneath Castle Ulvenblad. Your boots thump against the mosaic tiles on the floor that depict some occult blood-letting ceremony with a bound man as the victim of a coven of witches and the knife-wielding high priestess bears an uncanny resemblance to Izabella. 
 
    “That’s me,” you realize, looking down at the mosaic image of the man tied to the altar with his heart cut out. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” says Izabella from across the room. She floats out from her huge bed like a ghost, her billowing red gown fluttering around her blue flesh. “A little dream I have to one day repay you for your… generosity.” 
 
    “Um, I only did what I had to do,” you say, taking a step back and walking into the red-eyed Hina. She steadies you with a hand on each of your shoulders. Those hands also seem to be holding you in place as the vampiress glides closer. 
 
    If anything, Izabella’s beauty has increased since being banished to the Crystal Sanctum. Her silky black hair is loose against her bare shoulders, stirred by unseen currents as she glides to within reach of you. Her slender arms are completely bare and her red gown shifts and billows around her body, revealing her voluptuous contours one moment and hiding her body’s shape the next. You cannot avoid looking from her ample cleavage up to her glowing red eyes. 
 
    “Um, hello,” you say, smiling nervously as she presses her hands against your chest and glides so close that her lips are almost touching yours. 
 
    “So, have you come to gloat over me?” She purrs, letting her breasts mash against your chest. “Come to punish me for all the baaaaad things I did?” 
 
    “You murdered people,” you say. 
 
    “For centuries,” she says. “And then you imprisoned me in your sword. You have no idea how angry that makes me. How much I want to… mmmmmmm… tear your cock off. Or claws out your eyes.” 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan as Izabella’s hand grasps your manhood through your trousers. 
 
    “But I can’t do those things,” she says. “In fact, I feel some unwanted attraction to you. Like you are my… master?” 
 
    “N-no, I’m not your master,” you say, nervous with the idea of being her master. 
 
    “He is our master,” say the red-eyed Hina. 
 
    “No avoiding it now, Lucas,” she says, unbuttoning your trousers and reaching inside. “I am your responsibility from here on out.” 
 
    “Gods,” you moan, looking down and watching as her pale blue hand wraps around your stiffening cock. Her soft mounds jiggle with each pump of her hand over your rigid shaft, her soft, cool fingers stroking your sensitive tip. 
 
    “Do you like that, master?” She ask, her voice oozing with venomous sensuality. Her hand squeezes around you more tightly, pumping even more vigorously as your cock begins to leak precum. 
 
    “N-not… ohhhh… not your master,” you moan. 
 
    “But you’re such a big, strong warrior,” she purrs, rubbing her body against you as she wanks your cock in her silky hand. “You might throw me on the bed and ravish me!”  
 
    She pulls you into her arms and falls backwards onto the bed, pulling you atop the cool softness of her body. Her breasts heave, her thick nipples poking up visibly through the red gown. She kisses you and draws your tongue into her mouth and her sharp fangs prick at your lips in the heat of the moment. You gasp, trying to pull back, but Izabella folds her long legs around you and your cock slides against the tufted furrow of her cool cunt. She turns her hips, pulling you tight with her heels against your back. 
 
    Your hard cock, throbbing with desire, slides smoothly into Izabella’s tight, slick, and cold cunt. You groan at the sensation, every measure of your hardness buried in her clutching tunnel. 
 
    “Ravish me, Lucas,” she gasps against your lips. “My flower is at your mercy!” 
 
    The pleasure of her cunt squeezing around you is too intense to resist. You begin to move atop her, trapped by her legs, hips working as you thrust your length in and out of the delicate folds of her undead pussy. The faster and harder you thrust into her pussy, the more passionately she kisses you and the warmer her pussy becomes.  
 
    “I can feel your heartbeat,” she gasps, squeezing tightly around your cock. “Every pump of blood through your veins in that swollen cock. Give it to me, master. Give me your cock!” 
 
    “Yesss!” You growl, kissing her savagely and withholding nothing from your powerful, eager thrusts. You slam your cock into her pussy, hilting with every stroke, your reluctance left far behind.  
 
    “Fuck her, master,” chirps the red-eyed Hina, watching intently from the bedside. 
 
    “Yes, fuck meeee,” moans Izabella, her cry of pleasure sounding more like a command. You obey it eagerly, thrusting so hard into her that the bed shakes beneath you and her breasts nearly burst from her gown. She wails with a pleasure that cannot be feigned, writhing beneath you as you slam her into the bed with every thrust. She arches and calls your name as she cums in fluttering waves around your cock.  
 
    She muffles her pleasure against your neck and you cum inside her, pleasure surging and exploding in hot spurts into the depths of her slick cunt. You fill her clutching channel with your seed and overflow her cunt, wetting your throbbing stones and the bed beneath her as your seed trickles out.  
 
    “Gods,” you cry.  
 
    “Oh, master, your warmth fills me,” moans Izabella, squeezing every drop from your cock. “I need more. I need it in my belly.” 
 
    Pain pierces your neck as Izabella sinks her fangs deep into your flesh. The pain is gone a moment later as she latches to your body and begins to drink your flowing life force.  
 
    “Ohhhhh… Izabella…”  
 
    You moan, unable to resist her or fight off the sense of plunging ecstasy as she slurps nosily at your neck.  
 
    “Mistress,” says the red-eyed Hina. “It is time to stop.” 
 
    “Mmmmphhhmmm,” moans Izabella, clutching you tighter and greedily slurping out your blood.  
 
    There is a sudden jolt of electricity that causes a spasm in every muscle in your body. The force of the jolt must be much stronger for Izabella, who is forced to release you and convulses wildly on the bed, her face and gown stained with your blood. The red-eyed Hina stands over her, the golem’s fingertips glowing blue-white and crackling with electricity.  
 
    “I apologize, mistress,” says the red-eyed Hina. “I cannot permit you to kill Master Lucas in my presence.” 
 
    “Awful… doll… bitch,” gasps Izabella, rubbing at a scorch mark on her shoulder. 
 
    You scramble off the bed and pull on your trousers. Izabella is calling out for you as you stumble out of the door of her private suite and bump into the Hina guide. 
 
    “Master,” she says, her blue eyes glowing softly. “Are you injured?” 
 
    “She bit me,” you say, woozily feeling your neck. Although there is blood on your neck and shoulder, the wound has already closed. “I think I’m alright.” 
 
    “I have a new tunic for you, master,” says Hina, handing you a folded shirt. You change shirts as she watches you. When you are finished she hands you a small silver cup of blue liquid. You sniff it and detect a faint, fruity aroma. Hina explains, “It is caloberry juice. It will restore your vital fluids.” 
 
    You drink the contents of the cup and feel much better almost immediately. The slight dizziness fades and your weakness has been dispelled. 
 
    “There are many guests that want to see more of you, master,” says Hina. “Where would you like to go?” 
 
    She cocks her head and looks at you expectantly, her eyes shining their light on you in the darkness of the crypt. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    It is time to return to the real world 
 
    Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus 
 
    Visit with Oola the Slime Girl 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl 
 
    Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda 
 
    Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Question the locals about the baroness 
 
      
 
    You give Rianna a last look and then sigh. Flirting with the buxom bar wench will have to wait. You rise to your feet with a groan, pick up your burr cider, and wander over to the nearest table. The occupants, a pair of grizzled men puffing thick clouds from their long-stemmed pipes, look up at you curiously. 
 
    “Mind if I sit?” You ask. 
 
    “Cain’t say to care one way or to the other,” says one of the men in a scratchy voice. The other man, gray-bearded and gaunt, puffs out a ring of purple smoke as his answer. 
 
    You sit down next to them and offer a salute with your mug of cider.  
 
    "I'm Percel," says the man with the scratchy voice. "That there is Tomask." 
 
    "Lucas," you say. 
 
    "Heard you talkin' to that fine blonde with the big, eh, wings," continues Percel. "If you want us to answer any questions then you'll buy us some o' that burr cider." 
 
    "Fair enough," you say and wave Rianna over to fill up their mugs with the strong drink. Percel sips at his frothy mug and Tomask, still wordless, gulps his cider almost as quickly as Theora. 
 
    "Well, then," says Percel. "What is it you want to know, lad?" 
 
    Even though you already know the answer, you decide to ask, "Who is it that lives in that big castle overlooking the town?" 
 
    "Ah, Baroness Lydia Carminus," says Percel and he shakes his head. "'Tis a sad story, hers. Came from the high country, where the air is clean and the skies are bright. Fair-haired and innocent, she came to the Nightlands to marry the Baron." 
 
    Tomask mumbles something unintelligible. 
 
    "That's right, Tomask," says Percel. "Wed to the Baron Xavier Carmine, our local despot. A hard man, though not cruel, she made him happy and brought joy back to our village. But the baron soon fell gravely ill and the baroness sent for healers and bloodletters. None could cure his malady. In desperation, she sought out a witch trained in the old ways." 
 
    Tomask mutters again. 
 
    "Yes, Izabella," says Percel. "A beautiful woman, but cold and strange. She sequestered the baroness in the castle. Little has been heard from either since the baron's funeral." 
 
    "He died?" You ask, surprised by the turn. 
 
    "Two days after Izabella arrived," says Percel. "Some says it was her that struck him dead, but I think he was a goner before she ever darkened our village. They joy has left us in Ulvenblad, my friend. And... my cider is empty." 
 
    "You've been helpful, Percel," you say, rising from the table. "Thank you too, Tomask." 
 
     You visit with a few other locals, but none can offer much more than Percel, other than Izabella is definitely still in the castle with the baroness. A few seem wary to talk with an outsider, although you put this down to the usual distrust of strangers in small towns. 
 
    You are about to give up when you notice that you are being watched by a rather unsavory-looking fellow in the corner of the tavern. Far from the hearth, he sits in a long duster coat and a drooping hat, sipping sherry from a glass. His eyes are sunken but gleaming black and his face has an unhealthy cast. His oily hair hangs past his shoulders. 
 
    You approach him and sit down when he does not object. 
 
    "The name is Lucas," you say. 
 
    "Petrov," he answers, his voice high and soft. "I do not have any gossip for you." 
 
    "Sorry," you say and begin to rise. 
 
    He catches your wrist and leans across the table, revealing rotting teeth and a pocked face. 
 
    "But I know someone, Anja, who works in the castle. She is a housemad, part time. I can take you to her for a few silvers." 
 
    You glance over your shoulder. Most of the patrons have cleared out at this late hour. Theora is still occupied doing whatever she is doing to protect the rooms from the undead. 
 
    "it's not far," adds Petrov. "Two silvers." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Go with Petrov to question the maid 
 
    Wait for Theora to return


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Surrender to the pleasure of her breasts and tell her 
 
      
 
    The pain of being denied orgasm again and again is too great. You need to cum and you are willing to sell your soul for that relief. Anja squeezes the root of your cock, denying you your orgasm, but teases the weight of her tits against the sensitive cockhead.  
 
    “I’ll… I’ll tell you,” you gasp. “Please. I’ll tell you, just let me cum.” 
 
    “Of course, lad,” she giggles and plays the tip of her pink tongue against your leaking cockslit. “Just answer my questions and I’ll give you what you want.” 
 
    “I’m… I’m the chosen hero of the goddess Veleda,” you gasp, which earns your cock a squeeze between Anja’s pillowy tits. “I fight… ohhhhh… fight monsters to protect mankind.” 
 
    “You?” She laughs, but begins to squeeze you and wank your cock in the press of her cool titflesh. 
 
    “It’s true!” You cry, thrusting desperately into her cleavage, but denied much movement by the ropes tying you to the chair. 
 
    “Alright, Lucas, I believe you,” she laughs, pressing her tits more tightly and wanking you more vigorously. “Now tell me about your friend. Tell me everything, her strengths and weaknesses, and I’ll let you cum.” 
 
    “Theora,” you moan, watching your red cockhead disappear and reappear between Anja’s ample mounds. “She’s an angel of Veleda. She… ohhhhh…. She is my mentor and a powerful warrior. She can fly and she is really strong.” 
 
    “Weaknesses?” Anja demands, slowing her tit-wanking as if she might stop. 
 
    “None!” You cry. “I mean, Veleda’s magic is weak in the Nightlands… so maybe… oh, please… maybe Theora’s is as well…” 
 
    “Good enough,” purrs Anja. “You may spill your seed all over these lovely tits.” 
 
    She resumes bouncing her bountiful breasts around your cock. It only takes a few more strokes for your need to reach a crescendo. You strain against the ropes, cry out hoarsely, and orgasm into the velvet vice of her cleavage. Long ropes of your cum fire from between her tits, splashing her chin, her throat, and covering her pale mounds in your milky seed. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas!” She laughs, slowing her tit-wanking but squeezing out every drop of your cum. She looks down at her cream-slathered mounds. “What a mess you’ve made!” 
 
    She releases your cock from the prison of her breasts and rises to kiss you, squeezing her cum-smeared tits against your tunic. Her lips meet your and you whimper against her kiss as her tongue thrusts into your mouth. She kisses your cheek and your neck. You moan fearfully. Her tongue teases your neck and your cock twitches as it begins to deflate.  
 
    Sharp pain pierces your neck as Anja bites deep. You feel the agony and the hot rush of your blood into her mouth. This is followed immediately by a dizzying wave of pleasure. You lean back weakly into the chair as she sucks noisily at your hot, spurting blood. Darkness closes in around you and the warmth of the pleasure gives way to cold.  
 
    Endless cold. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lick her ass to get the truth 
 
      
 
    Obeying her raunchy command is instinctual. You squeeze and spread her firm cheeks, baring the blue knot of her anus and admiring her glistening cunt from behind. You run your tongue up her crack and she lets out a hiss of pleasure, her divot tensing beneath your first lick.  
 
    “Oooh, eager boy,” she chuckles. “Go on then, Lucas, earn the truth.” 
 
    “Nnnn!” You reply, pressing your face against her cheeks and slipping your tongue into her crack. You lap at the cool wrinkle of her anus, rolling your tongue around her tight rim and enjoying the way it flexes and relaxes with each lick. Burying your face against the vampiress’s lovely bottom was not exactly how you imagined defeating her, but if it can get you closer to the truth it will be worth it. 
 
    “Lady Rachelle,” moans Izabella, holding the back of your head and rubbing her crack over your tongue. “She dwells in the mountains that burn beneath the earth. They mark no mortal map… ohhhhh… put your tongue in. Don’t be shy, boy. Ohhhh that’s it. Fuck me with your tongue. And put your fingers to use.” 
 
    “Nnnnhnnn,” you reply, stuffing your tongue in her cool wrinkle and up the passage of her ass.  
 
    “Those mountains are in the folds between the underworld and your world. The only way to enter them is through… ohhhhh yes… oh, perhaps the goddess has blessed you. That tongue is incredible! Do not spare it from my crack, my obedient little human!” 
 
    “Nnnnnnn!” You moan as she bounces her ass against your face, skewering her delicate clench as you rub her clit with your fingers.  
 
    You want to know the truth, but you are lost in the act of pleasuring her. You feel the precum leaking inside your trousers as you fervently pleasure the vampiress, worshipping her ass with your tongue. 
 
    “That awful jungle!” She cries, throwing back her head. “Oh, yes! Through that jungle is the only way… no human could make it. Don’t bother! Too deadly! And hidden from your… your goddess… oohhhhhhh! Yessss! Making me cum with your tongue up my ass, Lucas! Yesss!” 
 
    She writhes against your face, smothering you in her firm ass, grinding her hips and fucking her dripping cunt against your fingers. You nearly suffocate beneath her smothering flesh and you love it. You tongue deep inside her bitter hole, feeling it clench around your tongue as she cums hard. You nearly spill your seed in your trousers just from pleasuring her. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she laughs, finally pushing you away and slowly turning around. She lifts you up by the collar of your tunic. “What an obedient little slave you are. Perhaps I will keep you around for a while to serve me better than these locals.” 
 
    “W-what?” You say, dazed from what you have just done and unable to look away from her glowing red eyes.  
 
    She answers you by pulling open your trousers and taking hold of your precum-slicked cock. She giggles as she begins to stroke it, gazing into your eyes and seeming to make your pleasure build quickly by the force of her will.  
 
    “Cum, now,” she says softly and you whimper as your cock jerks in her grasp. Hot lashes of your spunk splatter her thighs and drip down her leg to the floor. She takes her hand away and commands you, “Keep cumming until it hurts.” 
 
    “Ohh! What are... what are you! AHHHH!” You watch in shock as your cock bounces and jerks without being touched, diminishing spurts of seed landing on the vampiress and dribbling out of your tip to the floor. Your cock keeps throbbing, one orgasm stretching for more than a minute, leaving you barely able to breathe or think. Pain creeps into the spasms and finally it is stop. Breathless, shocked, you demand to know, “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “I am in your mind, Lucas,” she says, stroking your face. “You belong to me now. I think I’ll have a little taste before I make you clean this up.” 
 
    “A taste? AHH!” You cry out as she lunges at you and sinks her fangs into your neck. The pain of her initial bite becomes a hot rush of pleasure as she sucks your blood. It is almost as wonderful as the beginning of your orgasm. You moan as she drinks, unwilling or unable to resist her.  
 
    As you swoon in her arms, you know that she is right; you belong to the vampiress. 
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    Parley 
 
      
 
    “Wait! Stop this!” You keep your sword in one hand, but raise your other hand as if to calm her down. “We can talk about this. We need not fight, we are not beasts.” 
 
    “Mortal humans are beasts,” she scoffs. “I thought you were done talking and more interested in carving me up with your little toy sword. Now you wish to speak?” 
 
    “Maybe I prefer to speak rather than to fight,” you offer as you continue to circle her. 
 
    “Many a supposedly brave man has,” she laughs. “This land belongs to me, human. The baroness is mine. Ulvenblad is mine. Soon the whole of the Nightlands will be mine. My thralls will form a vanguard for the Succubus Queen’s plan.” 
 
    “Sounds impressive,” you say. “What is her plan?” 
 
    “Oh, you have time for that now?” She laughs at you and finally stops circling. “I suppose I could tell you, Lucas… if you sheath your sword and get down on your knees.” 
 
    “I will not surrender to you,” you say, allowing an edge of anger to creep into your voice. 
 
    “You will lose eventually, but I do not ask for your surrender.” She steps closer, within reach of your sword, but seemingly at ease. “I command you to get down on your knees. Please me, as any mere human should be eager to do, and I will reward you with the knowledge you desire.” 
 
    You watch as she gathers the train of her loose gown in her hands and slides her skirt up her shapely blue-tinted legs. Her cunt is tufted with dark hair, the dark blue folds visible beneath them, faintly glistening with her arousal.  
 
    “On your knees,” she says. “Serve my pleasure. You will have you answers about Lady Rachelle’s plans.” 
 
    You wet your lips unconsciously, imagining the soft folds of her quim parting as you lick her. Your cock shifts in your trousers. Sweat beads your forehead despite the cool air of the crypt. Your heart beats faster as you look into her glowing red eyes and look quickly way again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Get on your knees and pleasure the vampiress 
 
    Refuse her and strike her down with your sword


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Demand to see the witch 
 
      
 
    You push the baroness back by her slender shoulders. She looks at you with confusion, as if she cannot imagine a man would ever reject her sudden advances. 
 
    “I’m sorry, my lady,” you say. “I must see the witch called Izabellas. I believe she is at the root of the evil that afflicts Ulvenblad.” 
 
    “Oh,” says the baroness, pouting for a moment. “Oh, I see. Well then, I suppose you must be right, Lucas LeBlanc. I will take you down to where she makes her lair.” 
 
    “Her lair?” You ask, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Yes,” says the baroness, scooping up the candelabrum. “She prefers the darkness. She dwells in the crypts beneath the castle. This way, holy warrior. I’m sure we can find her.”  
 
    She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups. 
 
    “She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “But I am sure she can be roused.” 
 
    Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircase into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.  
 
    “Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.” 
 
    She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions. Tears well in her eyes, but she does not cry. She sweeps the candelabra aside and continues into the dark crypt. She rounds a corner ahead of you as you start to ask her how much deeper you need to go to reach the witch. You turn the corner behind her and the baroness is gone. The candelabrum she was carrying is sitting on the stone floor, the flames of the candles gently stirring in the subterranean currents of air. 
 
    “Where has she gone?” You mutter, searching for some hidden passage or concealed tunnel. Finding nothing, you pick up the candelabrum and continue forward, one hand resting on the pommel of your holy sword. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently. 
 
    There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.  
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    Surrender to the pleasure and tell her 
 
      
 
    “I… I’m a monster hunter,” you cry as Anja runs her pink tongue over the head of your cock. “I am the chosen her of Veleda and I carry her holy sword.” 
 
    “Mmmmmhhmmmm,” says Anja, slurping your cock into the cool, wet cove of her mouth. She bobs several times on your straining manhood, nearly sucking you over the edge, but stopping short and lift her mouth from your cock. Saliva trails from her pillowy lips to your crimson cockhead. She runs her tongue over her fangs. “What about the blonde? Who is she, Lucas?” 
 
    “Her name is, Th-TheoraaaaaHH!” You answer as she resumes sucking your cock, taking you all the way into the silky clutches of her throat. “She is an angel of Veleda and my mentor.” 
 
    “Mmmmm!” She lifts her mouth from your cock for only a moment to ask, “Weaknesses?”  
 
    “She’s… she’s very strong and she can f-fly… and… ohhhhh… maybe a vampire can… ohhhhh… Veleda’s magic didn’t reach into the… the Nightlands… soooooooOOHHHH!” 
 
    You drop your head back onto the wooden chair, your toes curling in your boots as you feel the intense surge of your orgasm. Anja bobs, slurps, and moans around your cock with the wanton lust of a whore who enjoys her job. Her spit spills coolly down your shaft and drips from your bollocks into your trousers. The rising pleasure of your climax reaches its peak and your manhood throbs and releases intense spurts of your seed into the pale woman’s slurping mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she moans around your spunking cock, the sound vibrating up your shaft and tickling your tensing balls. She sucks and swallows your cum, pump by pump, without hesitation or complaint. She finally lifts her mouth from your cock, lashing your twitching tip with her pink tongue a few times before looking up at you with red eyes. Her smile reveals her fangs once more. “Thank you, Lucas, you have been very helpful.” 
 
    She licks her way down your cock to run her tongue over your spit-soaked balls. It is a momentary pleasure before her kiss reaches your inner thigh. She sinks her teeth into your inner thigh, causing a sudden stab of pain that makes you cry out. 
 
    “Ah, bitch!” Before you can fully articulate your anger, the pain gives way to a hot rush of pleasure. Your cock actually twitches as Anja sucks lewdly at your thigh. You can feel hot blood gushing into her mouth and pouring down her chin. She moans with pleasure of her own and feeds on your spurting blood.  
 
    The pain of her initial bite recedes completely into the strange and pleasurable warmth of the plump vampiress sucking your blood. She grips your thigh tightly with her hands and latches her sucking mouth to the wound her teeth have created. You feel your lifeblood flowing into her mouth with each suck. Your vision begins to darken and you seem to be falling into a cold and limitless darkness. 
 
    The last sound you hear before the darkness claims you completely is your heart giving a faint and final thump. 
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    It is time to return to the real world 
 
      
 
    “I am ready to go back to the real world,” you say to Hina, already feeling guilty about spending so much time in the eerie paradise of the Crystal Sanctum. 
 
    “Of course, master,” says Hina. “I am always sad to see you go, but—“ 
 
    “Wait!” Theora appears around a corner and grabs you by your upper arm. “We have to question the vampiress. I have everything we need.” 
 
    Her other arm is overloaded with ropes, chains, iron spikes, vials of some sort of liquid, and several wooden stakes all balances against her bosom. 
 
    “I am not torturing her,” you say emphatically. 
 
    “I will handle everything,” says Theora. “But I need you present. Your will controls her in this place. Hina, bring the vampiress to the central courtyard. Place her in the restraints.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Theora,” says the Hina, bowing slightly and setting off to fetch the vampiress. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” you say as you follow Theora through the palace to the courtyard. The eternal sunset of the sanctum bathes the courtyard in its russet glow. At the center of the perfectly-manicured hedges, at the foot of the statue of Jolmarion, the first Hero of a Thousand Lives, stands the vampiress. Izabella has been placed in an iron cage, her arms through the curved bars and shackled. Her legs are in irons that link her to the cage. 
 
    “Ah, now I see why I have this honor,” says Izabella, her red eyes glowing as she stares at Theora. “But all of this is necessary.” 
 
    “Quiet,” snaps Theora. “You will only speak when answering one of my questions.” 
 
    She sets her implements out on a small table beside the cage. She selects a silver needle the length of your index finger and a small hammer. 
 
    “Wait,” you say, stepping between the cage and Theora. 
 
    “Stand side, Lucas,” demands Theora. “You are soft, I understand, but this must be done. It is the only way to know the truth.” 
 
    “The truth? By torturing her?” You shake your head. “Theora, if you put needles in me and burned me and broke my bones I would tell you anything. The truth would be indistinguishable from all of the desperate lies I would speak. Anything to get it to stop. This is not the way.” 
 
    “The boy is right,” says Izabella. “I will tell you whatever you wish to know. I have no fondness for Lady Rachelle and my plans to rule the Nightlands have been spoiled. What would be the point in deceiving you now?” 
 
    Theora sneers in disgust. 
 
    “She dissembles, Lucas,” warns the angel. 
 
    You turn to face the beautiful, red-eyed vampiress.  
 
    “Tell me, then,” you say. “Hold nothing back.” 
 
    “The city she rules is called Chthona and it is hidden beneath the earth, between the world and the underworld. The mountains burn and the fires of the earth bake the streets of Chthona. I have been there only once and it is a terrible place. I cannot take you there again because it has only one entrance from the surface." 
 
    “Where?” You demand. 
 
    “The entrance changes,” says Izabella. “Deep in the deadliest jungle of Saturana, there are a thousand doors, but only one opens to Chthona at any given time.”  
 
    “She speaks in riddles,” says Theora. “Speak plainly, abomination!” 
 
    “Saturana is the most dangerous place of your world,” she warns. “The beasts of the jungle and even the plants are hungry for your essence. You would spend days searching and hardly have a chance of finding the entrance.” 
 
    “How did you find it?” You ask. 
 
    Izabella looks at Theora, her eyes flashing red. 
 
    “There is one who knows the way,” she says. “The serpent. The ancient, desert snake.” 
 
    “No,” says Theora. “She is neutral to all our conflicts. She will not help.” 
 
    “Ah, but I convinced her to show me the way,” says Izabella. “All you have to do is give her something she truly desires.” 
 
    “Who are you two talking about?” You ask, looking from Theora to Izabella and back again. 
 
    “Yasmeen,” says Izabella.  
 
    “The lamia,” says Theora. “She is not to be disturbed. It is against our conventions.” 
 
    “But she grows so bored in the desert,” says Izabella. “She will enjoy a new plaything. Send Lucas. He is a smart boy. He will find a way to make her talk.” 
 
    “I should torture her now,” growls Theora. “She is still hiding something from us.” 
 
    “She gave us our answer,” you say, hoping very much that you are right. “I have to go to the lamia.” 
 
    Theora tosses the silver needle away in disgust. 
 
    “So be it, Lucas,” she says. “Yasmeen will probably make a meal of you.” 
 
    Theora storms off to the castle, leaving you and Hina to unlock Izabella from her cage. As the vampiress steps free, she caresses your face, her red eyes flashing. 
 
    “Beware of Theora,” she says. “You think you know her, but she is an ancient, powerful creature. She has killed heroes and heroines before. And when Theora kills them, they stay dead.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” you say, glowering at her. She shrugs and tosses her silky black hair, heading off towards the castle. 
 
    You depart from the Crystal Sanctum in flash of light and return to Castle Ulvenblad. In the morning, Theora is sullen as you breakfast with the baroness. Although Theora refuses more offers of money, she does allow the baroness to provide you with a carriage out of the Nightlands and to pack it full of food and other minor gifts.  
 
    The carriage ride is undertaken in almost total silence. The driver occasionally calls questions about the route down to you, but Theora seems unwilling to converse. 
 
    Finally, as you approach the sunlit border with the world outside the Nightlands, you say, “I did not choose her over you, Theora.” 
 
    “But you listened to her advice over mine,” says the angel, her silvery-blue eyes flashing. “I have built you into a man, Lucas. A warrior. I have given you so much, even my…” 
 
    She turns away suddenly. 
 
    “What?” You ask. “Your what?” 
 
    “Nothing,” she mutters, staring out the window of the carriage as you pass through the lightening forest.  
 
    “Please, Theora,” you say, placing your hand on her shoulder. What did you give me?” 
 
    “What do you think I gave you, you stupid boy?” She asks, tears glistening in her silvery-blue eyes. 
 
    You feel horrified at the pain you have caused her. You never imagined you possessed the power to hurt the taciturn angel. To only discover you wield such power by actually hurting her is an unpleasant shock. 
 
    “Theora, I meant nothing by… it just seemed…” 
 
    “She is right,” says Theora. “You will have to go to Yasmeen. But I did not want that.” 
 
    “Why?” You ask. 
 
    “Because if you fall to her, you cannot return,” she says. “Do you understand? Her realm is hers alone. Far more isolated than even the Nightlands. If you perish in the city of Kazadar, by Yasmeen’s coils, not even Veleda can save your life.” 
 
    You are speechless at the discovery. You have faced true horrors and pain, but now you face actual death at the hands of the lamia.  
 
    The carriage halts at the edge of the Nightlands and you and Theora get out, shouldering packs laden with gifts from the baroness. As you set foot in Lorraine, you feel the warmth of Veleda shining down upon you and a certain dread lifts from your spirit.  
 
    “Where do we go now?” You ask Theora. 
 
    “Now? We return to your home. Your sister is there.” 
 
    “What? How do you know?” 
 
    “Hina told me,” says Theora with a shrug. “She quite likes your sister.” 
 
    “Genevieve,” you say with a grin. The thought of your sassy older sister returning to your family farm buoys your spirit. “Gods, I had forgotten. It will be good to see her.” 
 
    “Say your goodbyes,” says Theora. “You may never see her again.” 
 
    On that grim note, you prepare to be transported by the magic of the goddess.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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    Refuse that humiliating task 
 
      
 
    “Lick me,” commands Izabella, grinding her firm bottom against your face. “Lick my ass, you naughty little boy.” 
 
    The vampiress’s demeaning demands fill you with hot anger. You grab her ass and push her roughly away, nearly fall over backwards in the process. You scramble to your feet, saying angrily, “I amyou’re your pet! I will not lap at your ass like some dog!” 
 
    She faces you, her eyes glowing red and her smile revealing her fangs.  
 
    “You are right, Lucas,” she says. “You are no pet. A pet would be obedient. A pet would deserve to sleep at the foot of my bed. You… you are just another lost soul that has wandered into my lands. Not obedient enough to be worth keeping around.” 
 
    “I will—“ You reach for your sword, but before you can draw it from its sheath, Izabella is upon you. 
 
    She seizes hold of you by the front of your tunic and lifts you easily off the ground and into the air. She leaps upwards, slamming your back and head against the ceiling and dazing you. It takes you a moment to realize you are still against the ceiling and that she is holding you up in the air and floating beneath you.  
 
    “Let us put your reputation as the Hero of a Thousand Lives to the test,” she says. “Will your goddess save you here?” 
 
    She sinks her fangs into your neck and you yelp with the sharp pain as her teeth pierce your jugular. The hot gush of blood into her mouth and her hungry sucking brings a wave of pleasure so intense, it feels as if you are cumming. You moan pitifully and you feel her hand squeezing your cock through your trousers. Your manhood throbs and jerks and you feel cum spurting into your under shorts and soaking into your trousers. 
 
    “Mmmhmmhhm,” she laughs against your neck, sucking hungrily at your flowing blood as you cum pitifully in your pants. 
 
    The hot pleasure of her feeding recedes into darkness and an endless, inescapable cold. The last sound you hear is the final, faint thumping of your heart. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Pleasure the baroness 
 
      
 
    The baroness is a delicate beauty, her noble features like an elf’s and her pale blue eyes to match her creamy white skin. The faintest flush on her cheeks and upon her quim stir your desire. You must serve such a beauty. You must give her the pleasure her lonely heart desires. 
 
    “My lady,” you say, unbuckling your sword belt and climbing onto the bed. “I must repay your hospitality with my humble service.” 
 
    “Oh, brave Lucas, yessss,” she hisses, parting her pink folds and beckoning you closer. 
 
    You cannot resist the temptation of her innocent beauty. You kneel upon the bed, kissing her dainty feet and sucking upon her wriggling toes. She gasps as you squirm your tongue between them and caress up her long, supple legs to the smoothness of her thighs. Your kiss follows your hands until you have reached the delicate flower of her lust. Her fingers stroke her tiny bud and spread her outer petals to show you the honey-slicked passage of her womanhood. 
 
    “Taste me, my hero,” she moans, stroking her fingers through the back of your hair. “Taste the nectar of my desire.” 
 
    She holds out two fingers and you run your tongue over them, tasting the sweetness of the baroness’s delicate cunt. Once you have sampled her nectar, you cannot resist seeking more, leaning down to lap at her folds and the tiny bead of her clit. She sucks in a breath as you lick her womanhood, cradling your head against her sex and tilting her hips to rub her folds against your tongue. Her flesh is barely warm at all, though it is not quite cold, as if she has just stepped out of a very cold bath.  
 
    “Yes, my sweet hero, lick me there,” she moans, and her hands against your head hold you down against her quim with surprising strength. 
 
    Not that you are resisting her. You eagerly suck at her dewy folds and thrust your tongue deep into the clenching tunnel of her sex. You lap at her juices and moan with lust of your own as she grinds her slick sex against your lips and chin.  
 
    “Yessssss!” The baroness wails, bucking her hips and smearing her juices against your face. “Oh, yes, my hero! My tongue-lashing savior!” 
 
    She squeezes your head between her thighs and holds your face against her quim as her body muscles tighten and her hips buck. You dutifully lick her and suck at her clit until her movements slow and her thighs relax their crushing grip. But she is not done. 
 
    “More,” she moans. “More. I want to ride your face, my hero.” 
 
    “Yes, my lady,” you moan, the idea making your cock twitch in your trousers.  
 
    You lie back on the bed and the beautiful baroness mounts your face with her peachy bottom above you and her knees on either side of your head. You caress her firm bum and kiss the smooth curve of her cheeks. She smothers you beneath her admittedly light weight, her cunt against your eager tongue and lips and your nose nearly buried between her cheeks. You moan and squeeze her ass with both hands as you feel her stretch out atop you. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good, Lucas,” she moans. “But what is this?”  
 
    Her hand massages your hardness tenting your trousers. She frees your cock urgently and before you realize what is happening your straining manhood is in her delicate mouth. She moans around your cock, sucking and licking at your tip as her gentle hand massages your bollocks. You moan your own pleasure into her cunt, burying your tongue deep as she begins to bob her soft lips around your straining hardness. 
 
    Her sucking and your licking become a swallowing serpent of pleasure. The more she sucks you towards your climax, the more enthusiastically you fondle her peachy bottom and tongue her dripping cunt. She moans with her building pleasure around your cock until the moans are a steady, tickling vibration. You feel your own pleasure rise to meet hers until you crescendo in unison, your hips jerking and your cock pumping your seed into her mouth as she spills her nectar from her clutching cunt. You drink her sweet elixir as she sucks down your cum without hesitation, her bobbing lips coaxing you to a draining pleasure in her mouth. 
 
    You are still licking her from behind and softly moaning as she lifts her mouth from your cock and kisses your thigh. She moves lower, along your inner thigh, almost as if she intends to lick or suck your bollocks.  
 
    Suddenly, her mouth clamps to your thigh and you feel a sharp jolt of pain followed almost immediately by a wave of warmth and pleasure. 
 
    “W-what are… what are you…?” Your head drops back on the pillows as you feel all strength fading from your limbs. Her grip is like iron as she lewdly slurps at the blood pouring from your vein and wiggles her lovely bottom in your face.  
 
    You feel the sucking of the baroness and the hot trickle of your blood as your life force begins to ebb. Looking up at her lovely, tufted cunt and the flawless mounds of her buttocks, you have to admit you can think of worse ways to meet your end.  
 
    Darkness closes in around you and the warmth of the pleasure you are experiencing gives way to an endless cold. The last sound you hear is the final, faint thump of your heart. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fuck Rianna’s ass 
 
      
 
    Rianna’s cunt is a slippery delight for your straining cock, but it’s the plump onion of her bottom and that tight pink pucker that you crave. You gently pop your thumb out of her clenching arse and slide your glistening cock out of her wet pussy. 
 
    “Ohhh, Lucas,” she moans, trying to look at you over her shoulder, but unable to look back at you because of the tight grip you have on her scarlet hair. “W-what are you doing?” 
 
    “Going to give you what you really want,” you say, spitting into her spread crack and splashing another wad of saliva over her pink flower. She tenses as you slap the weight of your cock into her crack and let her feel the size of your cockhead against her tender hole. 
 
    “Please, I ain’t done much o’ that,” she says. “I’ll let ya, but be gentle ‘bout it. Please.” 
 
    A part of you wants to slam your cock into the mewling wench’s arsehole, skewer it good and make her howl. That voice in your head surprises you. Where did it come from? Is this bestial need within you? Is this the evil of the Nightlands infecting you with cruel desires? 
 
    You shake it off. You will take her lovely fat ass, but you will not be cruel about it. That is not your way. 
 
    “Alright,” you say, releasing your tight hold on her hair. You rub your cockhead against her wet pucker, pushing against that tight squeeze. She tenses tighter and you push harder, forcing your cockhead past her tension and bracing yourself with one hand against her plush cheeks. Your hard tip eases past her flower and the tight ring of her clench and you thrust into her hot passage. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Lucas,” she moans as you slide into her ass. “It’s bleedin’ huge.” 
 
    You ease your cock deeper into her hot tunnel, watching her stretching pink hole swallow up your throbbing shaft. Coated thoroughly in her pussy juices, you are well-lubricated and begin to work your cock back out before plunging it in again.  
 
    “Oh, that’s it,” she moans. “Give it to me, love.” 
 
    You allow a growl to pass your lips as you take hold of her plump ass with both hands and begin to fuck her tight hole. You restrain your darkest urges, but let loose enough to properly fuck her in her naughty ass. Your hips pat against her cheeks and she reaches between her thick thighs to massage her own cunt. You can feel her fingers beneath your swinging balls.  
 
    “That’s good, that’s good,” she moans, her fingers twisting into the sheets. “Awwwwww fucken hell, love, that’s good!” 
 
    The sensation of her ass is twice as exquisite as her velvety cunt; much warmer and even smoother inside. You do have to pop your cock out at one point to spit on it and make sure it’s fully lubed as you slide it back into her slowly closing gape. Her ass grips you in a warm vice and you know you cannot last but a few more strokes. 
 
    “I’m close, love,” pants Rianna. “Give it to me good now, would ya?” 
 
    “If you can handle it,” you growl, fighting back your orgasm to prove you can fuck her ass hard. You grab her hips tightly and slam your cock into her hole. You let just enough of that snarling beast out to satisfy her needs. She howls with delight, arching her back and thrusting her jiggling ass back against you. Her orgasm clenches around your cock and finally proves too much. 
 
    “Cumming!” You roar, your pleasure strangling any further words as you pour your seed deep into Rianna’s hot depths. Her ass drinks your cum with ease and she moans as if she feels you squirting inside her.  
 
    She collapses forward onto the bed and you ease your cock out of her freshly-fucked hole. She lies there, face down in the bedding and her flushed ass raised. Your cum trickles from her fucked hole, curling around her swollen vulva.  
 
    “Turn around,” you gasp, still out of breath and red-faced. “Clean me up. With your mouth.” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she says, a note of submissive delight in her voice. “Of course. Got to give ya a good cleanin’.” 
 
    She bends low, looking up at you, locks of hair plastered with sweat to her flushed face as she stuffs your cock into her mouth. She bathes you with her tongue and her warm saliva. If she minds the taste of her ass on your cock, she certainly isn’t complaining. Her gently swirling tongue laps up every drop of your cream and leaves your cock glistening. 
 
    “Well done,” you say and push her away. “You can go.” 
 
    “Jus’ like that?” She rises from the bed, picking up her clothes. “You men are all the same. Once ya spill yer seed ya want the woman gone.” 
 
    “I’m tired,” you say, rolling onto your back as she hurriedly dresses. “I have important… mmmm… business tomorrow.” 
 
    “Well, if your business earns you more coin, I’d let ya spend it with me,” she says. 
 
    “Of course you would,” you yawn, a contented smile spreading on your face. She departs and you snuff the candle on the table beside the bed. You’re not sure what has come over you here in the Nightlands, but maybe it’s not all bad. 
 
    You’re too exhausted to think about it for long. Sleep is quick to claim you. 
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    Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus 
 
      
 
    “I would like to visit with Morelle,” you say to Hina. 
 
    “Very good, master,” says Hina, leading you through the castle to Morelle’s lovely bedroom. As you travel through sunlit upper floors, Hina warns, “She has been in a foul mood since the vampiress arrived. I do not think that she likes Izabella.” 
 
    “Have they met?” You ask, furrowing your brow with concern. 
 
    “They have seen one another,” says Hina. “They have been in close proximity. I cannot confirm whether they have spoken.” 
 
    You had been so worried about dealing with Izabella that you never stopped to worry about what trapping her in the sanctum might do to your other companions. You follow Hina to Morelle’s door, which is decorated with flowers and a curlicue inscription of Morelle’s name. You rap your knuckles on the door. 
 
    “Morelle,” you call out. “Are you in there?” 
 
    “Go away!” She shouts through the door.  
 
    “No, I’m not going away,” you say, knocking again. When she does not answer, Hina steps forward presses her hand to the door. The lock disengages and the door swings slightly open. You storm into the room and find furniture overturned, clothes and blankets tossed about, and smashed bottles of wine dripping from a nearby windowsill.  
 
    Morelle is sitting on the edge of the dirty bed, her back to you and her wings folded tight against her shoulders. A feather from one of the down pillows clings to Morelle’s lavender-tinted hair. You sit down on the head beside her and pluck the feather away.  
 
    “I don’t want to talk to you,” she says, refusing to look you in the eye. “You brought her to the castle.” 
 
    “Izabella?” You try to put a comforting hand on Morelle’s bare shoulder and she shrugs your hand away.  
 
    “Is that the bitch’s name?” She says, her violet eyes flashing with anger.  
 
    “Why do you hate her so much?” You ask, doing your best to conceal your amusement at Morelle’s anger. 
 
    “She is vulgar,” says Morelle, which was far down the list of possible reasons you thought the succubus might have for hating the vampiress. “I drink pure essence and she sucks up blood like a leech. It is disgusting. Can you imagine all that blood in your mouth? Yuck!” 
 
    You stroke her shoulder, running your fingers over the bones of her wing and rubbing the back of her neck in a comforting manner.  
 
    “She is nowhere near as beautiful as you, Morelle,” you say. 
 
    “Of course she isn’t!” The succubus tosses her hair and looks at you with annoyance. “She’s cold! A dead body! I’m nice and warm. I’m sure my tail feels much better than being chomped on by her fangs!” 
 
    You shudder in surprise as her tail slithers into your lap and tries to worm its way into your trousers. You grip it just beneath the fleshy petals of its “mouth” and prevent it from entering your pants.  
 
    “Let it go,” purrs Morelle. “Come on, let me show you how much better it can feel with a succubus.” 
 
    “Will that calm you down?” You chuckle, watching her tail twist against your grasp. The glistening lips of her tail’s slit flex open and closed.  
 
    “I don’t know about calllllmm,” she says, her demeanor changing in an instant as she looks at you adoringly. “It would make me feel a lot happier.” 
 
    “Well, believe it or not, Morelle,” you say, I want you to be happy. You reach down to your trousers and open the buttons. Morelle’s yes widen and she grins as you fish your semi-erect cock out from your under shorts. You guide her flesh tail to your tip and her tail sucks your manhood into its slick and steamy passage. You break out into a smile of your own, leaning your head back as the tail sucks your cock fully inside it and begins to pulse with rhythmic enthusiasm.  
 
    “Ohhhh, that Is nice,” you say.  
 
    Morelle squirms closer, pressing her warm and lovely body against you as her tail begins to eagerly suck at your hard cock. She leans against your shoulder, your bicep squeezed between her luscious breasts as she nibbles at your earlobe. It is impossible to invest much of your attention on what she is doing to your ear with her tail noisily slurping on your cock and gliding up and down your rigid length. The insistent sucking draws you closer to your limit by the moment and, if anything, her enthusiasm seems to be building. 
 
    “Yes, that’s it,” she gasps against your ear. “So hungry, Lucas. Feed me your essence.” 
 
    “Ahhhhh, Morelle,” you moan, your cock throbbing on the brink. So much precum is flowing into the hot, sucking vortex of her tail that your cock feels like a pat of butter melting in a pan. 
 
    “My tail feels so much better than a mean bite on your neck, doesn’t it?” She moans against you, rubbing your nipple through your tunic as her tail slurps your cock.  
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan. “Oh, Morelle, I’m going to… going to…” 
 
    “Yes!” She laughs. “Feed me your essence!” 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh!” You throw back your head as her tail sucks you over the edge. Your cock erupts into the merciless suction. You feel the intense pressure of her feeding as you cum into her tail, violet light glowing brightly in Morelle’s eyes as her slurping tail raunchily drinks your cum and your life force. Your orgasm reaches its peak and sputters out and still her tail sucks relentlessly. You squirm with over-sensitivity and try to push her away.  
 
    “I need more,” she moans. “Why don’t you let me drink up all your essence, master?” 
 
    “W-what?! No! You—AAHHHH!” 
 
    Your hips jerk of their own volition as a second orgasm surges through your cock. You whimper with pleasure, Morelle clinging to you and her tail sucking loudly as it drinks another load of your cum. Her strength seems to grow as yours fades. You fall back onto the bed and she cradles your head against her soft breasts. Her tail is relentless, sucking you from your second orgasm to a third. Before you have time to catch your breath, a fourth orgasm, almost painfully intense, is rocking your body. Your balls feel as if they are going to burst. 
 
    “N-no,” you whimper softly. 
 
    You feel a fifth orgasm building, knowing it will be your last and that the succubus will finally have your soul. Her breasts are so warm. Her arms so strong. You smile despite your fear as you begin to cum inside her tail again. Darkness closes in around you as you feel her drinking the last of your essence. 
 
    Distantly, you hear the sound of something breaking. You hear the shrill voice of an angry Hina shouting, “Miss Morelle, you are being very bady!” 
 
    You feel something pull at you, but it’s too late to fight off the darkness. You close your eyes, smiling faintly as you disappear into the void. 
 
    You awaken on the floor in the hallway. Your lips are wet and your mouth burning with the taste of a potent healing potion. A Hina dressed in the white robes of a healer kneels beside you. The guide Hina stands over you, smiling sweetly. You groan and sit up and she helps you to your feet. 
 
    “Did you just…?” You croak. 
 
    “I rescued you from death, master,” says Hina. “I also am in the process of punishing, Miss Morelle.” 
 
    “Punishing?” You ask. 
 
    You hear a loud smack and a cry of pleasure from the other side of the door behind you. Morelle croons, “More! Harder!” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Morelle,” replaces the voice of a Hina and another, louder smacking sound follows. 
 
    “Where would you like to go now, master?” The guide Morelle asks sweetly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    It is time to return to the real world 
 
    Visit with Izabella the Vampiress 
 
    Visit with Oola the Slime Girl 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl 
 
    Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda 
 
    Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Refuse her and strike her down with your sword 
 
      
 
    Though your cock throbs at the thought of submitting to Izabella’s demand, you are not so foolish that you would kneel before this deadly monster and submit to pleasuring her. She is treacherous and would likely kill you either the moment you were vulnerable or after she had her fill of your tongue upon her glistening cunt.  
 
    As she stands there with her skirt in her hands and her white gown held up around her waist, you sense a moment of opportunity. You have a chance to strike her down now, but only one chance. 
 
    “Alright,” you say. “I will give you what you want if you tell me the truth of Lady Rachelle’s plans.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she says. “Put away that weapon and come here. Have a taste of my cunt and let’s see if you truly know how to wag that tongue.” 
 
    You sheath your sword loosely and keep your hand on the grip. You take a step towards her, arms apart, a smile spreading on your face as if you are looking forward to stuffing your tongue into her delicate quim. She looks from you to her mound, spreading her cuntlips to entice you. Her slight distraction gives you your opening and with a motion intended to look as if you are falling to your knees, you lurch forward, springing upright again and drawing your blade in a fluid motion. 
 
    It is perhaps the best swordsmanship you have ever managed and your attack catches the vampiress by surprise. 
 
    “You!” She manages as your blade slashes at her throat. 
 
    Just as the holy sword is about to part the beautiful vampiress’s head from her shoulders, there is a bright flash of light that burns through your eyelids. You are staggered back a step by the force of the explosive light. You hear a scream from the vampiress, but it seems to fade into nothingness as if she is falling down a deep hole.  
 
    You open your eyes and see that the gem in the hilt of your sword is glowing pink. There is no sign of the vampiress. 
 
    “I’ve done it,” you say softly, turning your sword over in your grasp. It feels colder. The secrets she tempted you with are now locked inside the Crystal Sanctum. She will be interrogated at your leisure and with the help of Theora. 
 
    You sheath your sword and pick up the candelabrum. You give a last look around the well-furnished chamber of the vampiress and depart. On the castle’s ground floor you encounter the baroness. 
 
    “Did you… did she…?” She looks at you, tears quivering in her pale blue eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. “She is beaten. She will not trouble you or your lands again, my lady.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, Lucas!” She cries, throwing her arms around your shoulders and kissing your cheek.  
 
    “It was my duty,” you say, feeling bigger and more powerful than you have ever felt with the slender baroness in your arms. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Special Ability 
 
      
 
    You keep your guard up as you circle with the menacing vampiress. The pulsating glow of your sword casts her mocking smile in sinister shadow.  
 
    “What are you waiting for, Lucas?” She laughs. “Strike me down if you are so brave!” 
 
    Despite her feminine charms, the vampiress is surely much stronger than you. Attacking her normally would be foolhardy. You decide to rely on one of the special skills you have learned from your monster girl companions.  
 
    Theora has taught you Dervish Strike, which allows you to call upon Veleda to unleash a whirling, furious assault with your sword. The first skill Theora taught you was Startle Eye, which conjures a blinding flash of light in the palm of your hand. Izabella, being a creature of the night, might be particularly vulnerable to the bright light. 
 
    Morelle has taught you a technique called Maddening pleasure which utilizes supernatural focus and intense sexual pleasuring to force a foe to experience powerful orgasms. While in the throes of pleasure, they will hopefully be defenseless. 
 
    Izabella hisses and lashes out at you with a claw-like hand. You manage to deflect the attack with your sword, but not before she has raked her nails over your forearm, drawing blood. 
 
    “Almost had you!” The beautiful vampiress cackles with delight. “You’re distracted and I will prevail!” 
 
    You must act before she wears you down.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Use Startle Eye 
 
    Use Dervish Strike 
 
    Use Maddening Pleasure


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Item 
 
      
 
    Izabella the vampiress glides to yours you as if floating an inch above the stones, her red eyes seeming to glow and her white fangs gleaming in her open-mouthed smile. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Lucas?” She mocks. “Not so brave after all?” 
 
    You try not to stare into her glowing eyes. You have heard of the mesmerizing powers of vampires. They can dominate you with their gaze and enslave you with their bite. You have to avoid all of her abilities, not just those deadly fangs.  
 
    Perhaps an item will help. For the first time you have more than one to aid you in your battle. 
 
    The Holy Symbol of Veleda provides a focus of strength and inspiration, allowing you to call upon the power of the goddess. The undead are said to be vulnerable to holy magic and yet the goddess’s power is diminished within the Nightlands. You are not sure it will be enough to overcome a powerful vampiress like Izabella. 
 
    You also have the two potions given to you by Gretchen the cow girl. 
 
    The Blue Milk Potion is said to enhance your masculine attributes, from your musculature to your manhood, temporarily lending you strength and vigor. Perhaps it will be enough to overcome the unholy strength of a vampiress.  
 
    The Pink Milk Potion is unknown to you. It looks similar to the other potion, but you are not certain what it will do when you drink it. Facing off against a deadly foe like a vampiress might not be the best time to experiment with Gretchen’s potion. 
 
    You circle Izabella, keeping your guard up and your sword raised as you consider your choice carefully. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Go with the baroness to her bedroom 
 
      
 
    You tell yourself that it is your sense of honor and propriety that makes you agree to follow the baroness to her bedroom. You try to convince yourself that your throbbing cock in your trousers has nothing to do with your desire to accompany her. 
 
    “This way,” she purrs, climbing a dusty staircase to the second floor of the castle.  
 
    You follow the lovely baroness through the empty halls, past more portraits and to a bedroom on the castle’s third floor. The chamber overlooks the castle’s neglected courtyard. The windows rattle against the cold mountain wind and the unlit fireplace is cold and damp from the night’s rain. Above the massive bed with its ornate headboard hangs a detailed portrait of the baron. He stares at you with large, dark eyes that seem to accuse you. 
 
    “Here we are,” says the baroness, setting her candle aside. She walks to the foot of the bed, turning and shedding her gown from her slender shoulders. You suck in a breath as the falling gown catches on her erect nipples for a moment. It drops free, revealing her youthful body, her perk breasts and pale pink nipples the size of tiny pebbles. Her hips are slender and her mound, tufted in pale golden hair, seems so delicate it looks almost virginal. “My husband is dead and I am so alone in this big castle. I need a man to warm my body. To fill me… mmmmm… with the pleasure I crave.” 
 
    You stare in astonishment as the pale and lovely baroness walks back to you, running her hands over your chest and up to your face. She leans in to try to kiss you and you push her away. Your gaze flicks from her pale blue eyes to the portrait of her husband on the wall. 
 
    “Mmmm? What is it?” She wonders. “Do I not arouse you?” 
 
    “This is not right,” you say, pushing her gently away. 
 
    She whirls away from you and climbs onto her bed, her firm, peachy bottom pale and her quim a delicate pink between her toned thighs. She turns over onto her back, propping her back against the headboard as she parts her thighs and strokes her fuzzy quim. She spreads the pink folds of her cunt to reveal her glistening inner pink. Your cock twitches at the sight of such a lewd display. 
 
    “Make love to me, Lucas,” she moans, rubbing her clit and arching her back. “I have been cooped up alone in this castle. It has been weeks since my husband died and I haven’t had a proper man since. I need you to show me what a man you are.” 
 
    You know it is wrong, but your cock is painfully erect at the sight of the baroness’s behavior. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do?  
 
    Pleasure the baroness 
 
    Make love to the baroness 
 
    Roughly fuck the baroness 
 
    Call upon Veleda for strength 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Pay Rianna to warm your bed tonight 
 
      
 
    You glance around the mostly-empty tavern to be sure Theora has not returned. Once you feel sure that the angel is not watching, you grin at the busty barmaid and pluck your coin purse from your belt. You slide them across the table to Rianna and they disappear into a pouch of her apron in an instant. In a swirl of skirt and a toss of her scarlet hair, Rianna rises from her seat. 
 
    “Go about yer business, lad,” she says. “I’ll be by your room later.” 
 
    “Later?” You say. 
 
    “Got dishes to do,” she says. “Got to cook pap his supper. Then I’ll come an’ we’ll have a roll in yer bed, awright?” 
 
    “Yeah, um, yeah, that sounds nice,” you laugh, your face flushed. 
 
    “Bet it does!” She says with a wink. She swings her hips as she saunters off to the backroom of the tavern.  
 
    Scarcely a moment after Rianna leaves, Theora descends the stairs from the rooms on the inn’s upper floor, bringing with her that air of superiority that is both alluring and absolutely stifling. She sees you sitting alone at the table and looms over you.  
 
    “The rooms are warded and ready for occupation,” she says, looming over you. “Have you managed to gain any useful information or have you mucked that up?” 
 
    “Actually, yeah, I learned quite a bit,” You say, rising to your feet. 
 
    Theora raises a golden eyebrow and looks at you dubiously. “I rather thought you would spend all your time flirting with that plump barmaid.” 
 
    “Oh, there was a bit of that,” you say. “But…” 
 
    You relate everything you managed to learn from Theora about Baroness Lydia and the witch called Izabella. Theora grudgingly admits that you did a better job than she expected. You don’t add the fact that all of your information came from Rianna. 
 
    “Then the castle is our destination in the morning,” says Theora. “Tonight, we rest and gather our strength. You will need it to face down a vampiress, even in the daytime. She will be weakened, but here in the Nightlands she will not be in a deep sleep like the undead elsewhere. Come, let us retire to our rooms.” 
 
    You offer no objection and follow Theora up the stairs. You cannot help but admire her ample bottom in her gauzy gown, her wide hips swinging side to side as you climb the stairs behind her. It makes you think of Rianna’s plump rear swishing about in her skirt and how you are going to manhandle that scarlet-haired tease.  
 
    Theora escorts you to your room and shows you inside past the wards chalked on the floor and walls. There is a tiny table, a ramshackle chair, and a bed that slumps as if it has been broken repeatedly and poorly mended. 
 
    “A small bed,” you note. 
 
    “Your room,” she says sternly. “Mine is next door. Do not leave this room. We do not know what blood-hungry creatures might be stalking the halls of this inn late at night.” 
 
    “There’s a comforting thought,” you say. 
 
    “Goodnight, Lucas,” she says, backing out of the room. “Sleep well.” 
 
    She pulls the door closed behind her. You strip down to your tunic and under shorts and sit down on the edge of your bed. Your cock twitches at the thought of Rianna’s lovely cleavage and her bawdy manner. 
 
    You do not have long to wait before you hear a soft, musical knock at your door.  
 
    “Lucas?” She calls out through the door. 
 
    Your heart beats a little faster as you open the door and greet the comely barmaid. She has washed and powdered her face and let her hair silky scarlet hair down past her pale shoulders. Her full lips curl into a sweet smile and there is just enough candlelight that you can make out the freckles visible beneath the powder on her face.  
 
    “Rianna,” you murmur, taking her hand. “Come in, please.” 
 
    She laughs as she embraces you, pushing you back into the room with her body and smacking a sloppy kiss against your lips.  
 
    “You’re so formal,” she giggles. “Let’s get this door locked, love, and then we’ll get to it!” 
 
    She turns with a swing of her hips and a whirl of her skirt and she bolts the door. When she turns back, her eyes are burning with lust. 
 
    “Bein’ honest,” she says breathlessly, pushing you back into the room, “I had a hope you’d want a roll with me the moment you walked in. Don’t get much in the way of handsome boys comin’ in to the tavern. Mostly withered up old men that can hardly get their cocks up!” 
 
    She grabs for the bulge in your shorts and you stumble back a step. She laughs at your sudden reluctance and pulls you down onto the bed, lifting up her skirt as she climbs up to straddle your hips. You feel the warmth of her thatched cunt, bare beneath her skirt, pressing against your taut under shorts. 
 
    “Ooh, a nice one down there,” she says, grinding her quim against your hardness. Her eager kiss does not permit you much of a reply. She wiggles her hips and grinds her pussy against you, further stoking your lust.  
 
    As she kisses you, Rianna reaches behind her back and unlaces her bodice. The embroidered front falls away, permitting her large, creamy tits to sag within her white blouse. Her pink nipples, thick and erect, show through the thin material. You pull at the laces and free her breasts completely, taking hold of them as she cries out and thrusts her soft mounds against your face. They smell of sweat and spilled beer, but it is no deterrent as you fondle them, kiss them, and run your tongue over her fat nipples.  
 
    “Oh, I’d give you a good wank with ‘em if that’s what ye want,” she laughs, cradling your head against her breasts. “You just tell me, love, and I’ll make sure you have a good cum.” 
 
    Your cock throbs with need as you bury your face against Rianna’s soft mounds.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Ask Rianna to pleasure you with her mouth 
 
    Ask Rianna to pleasure you with her bust 
 
    Offer Rianna a seat on your face 
 
    Command her to get on her knees and take her from behind 
 
    Ask her to ride atop your hard cock


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Kiss Theora 
 
      
 
    Theora’s strength is inextricable from her beauty. The way she yanked you off your feet and threw you against her bed only excites you more than her exquisite beauty. You lean up and kiss her on her full, soft lips before she has a chance to pull away. You do not force your tongue into her mouth, but allow the kiss to linger, pressing against her lips, communicating your desire by your reluctance to leave her. 
 
    Her lips part for a moment and your tongue brushes hers, giving you a tantalizing taste of the sweetness of her mouth. She jerks back and looks at you with surprise and anger in her silvery blue eyes.  
 
    “What are you doing? Do not do such a thing!” She snaps. 
 
    You ignore her and lean up to kiss her again, sliding a hand around to the back of her head and letting your fingers slip into the silky gold of her hair. You cradle her against your lips, opening your mouth to her and thrusting your tongue against hers. The kiss slips deeper, liquefying into the heat of your mouths, tongues swirling and a moan of pleasure vibrating from her mouth to yours.  
 
    She pulls away again, her face flushed, but anger once again furrowing her brow. 
 
    “How dare you, Lucas! This is most inappropriate! Now—Mmmmmmphhmmm!” 
 
    Your kiss silences her protests and her body certainly consents to your torrid kiss. She opens up to you, her mouth welcoming and her tongue hot and hungry against yours. You dare to cradle her hips and she does not protest. Your hands follow the shape of her body to the roundness of Theora’s ample ass. You squeeze and fondle her lovely cheeks as your cock throbs insistently within your night shorts. Your kisses grow more passionate, sloppier, and join with the gentle rocking of her body atop yours. 
 
    “To hell with this,” she hisses and with a momentary puff of pleasant smoke, Theora’s clothing evaporates.  
 
    You are left with her glorious, alabaster body straddling your hips. Her gold-tufted cunt is so close to your cock you can feel the heat of it radiating through your shorts. You slide your hands up her body, cupping and fondling her large, soft breasts. You tease her thick pink nipples and elicit a gasp of pleasure. You break the kiss with her long enough to press your face to the tops of her flushed mounds, breathing her fresh scent and kissing her lovely mounds. Your lips move lower and you lash her left nipple with your tongue. 
 
    “Lucas,” she moans, arching her back and thrusting her breasts against your face. “We should not be doing this.” 
 
    Once again, her body communicates absolute consent even as she voices reluctance. You know exactly what you must do with all of Theora’s loveliness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Pleasure her without concern for yourself 
 
    Take Theora passionately 
 
    Take Theora roughly


 
   
  
 



 
 
    No, you need to go to bed 
 
      
 
    You push yourself into a sitting position and slide up onto the edge of Theora’s bed. You try to speak and your voice cracks again. You finally manage to summon your words and do your best to sound resolute as you say, “No, I need to return to my bed and get some sleep.” 
 
    “Oh, is that what you need?” Theora raises an eyebrow and greets your determination with a haughty laugh. You start to rise from the edge of her bed and she presses her fingertips to your chest and shoves you back down. She commands, “Sit!” 
 
    “Y-yes, alright,” you say, afraid to provoke her further.  
 
    “You’re a good boy,” she says. “You just need to let out some of your seed. The pressure just builds and builds with you, Lucas. I can tell when it gets to be too much.”  
 
    She sinks down to a crouch before you and slides one hand into your lap. Your eyes bulge as her fingers trace the shape of your cock in your night shorts. Your manhood jerks beneath her caress.  
 
    “Yes, there he is,” she purrs. With a wave of her fingers, Theora’s gown dissipates like smoke, revealing her ample breasts and pale pink nipples. “I will help you release some of that pressure.” 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan as she reaches into your shorts and wraps her soft hand around your cock. She smiles up at you, her eyes flashing with golden power as she begins to gently wank your stiff cock. She draws your erect manhood through the flap of your shorts and leans the soft, inviting weight of her breasts against you. The soft crush of her tits around your cock is nearly enough to make you explode with a single press of that plush weight.  
 
    “Mmmmm, I can see it all over your face, Lucas,” she coos, stroking you between her tits. “Don’t fight. You can let it out whenever you feel the need.” 
 
    “Oh! Oh gods!” You cry out, your hips jerking and your swollen, crimson cock pumping through her fingers. The rush of pleasure reaches a sudden peak. Before you can even warn Theora, your milky cum is gushing in a fountain from your twitching cock. She gasps in delight as you shower her tits and cover her fingers and hand in your warm, slippery spunk. 
 
    “Look at all of this,” she laughs, dragging her fingers through the cum glazing her creamy mounds. She lifts her spunk-webbed fingers to her face, sniffs them, and daintily licks up some of your seed. “Mmmm. Not bad, although I am not certain why Morelle has such an insatiable craving for the stuff. Oh, but you still need to let out more, don’t you?” 
 
    “W-what?” You stammer. 
 
    She resumes wanking your cock against her cum splattered mounds. Her creamy breasts bounce with each pump of her fist on your overly-sensitive flesh. 
 
    “I… ohhh… oh gods… it hurts,” you moan as she roughly jerks your cum-smeared cock through the agony of your post-orgasmic sensitivity. You squirm on the edge of the bed and Theora’s fist makes lewd slurping sounds as she strokes your filthy length. Judging by her expression, she is relishing the chance to make you suffer as she makes you cum. 
 
    “That’s it,” she purrs. “Give me more of it, Lucas. Don’t fight it. You want to sleep well, don’t you? Let it alllllll out.” 
 
    You whimper as she relentlessly pumps her hand on your tender cock. Your manhood returns to full hardness and deepens from crimson to purple. You gasp, feeling another orgasm rising scarcely a minute after the last. 
 
    “Praise Veleda,” says Theora. “Worship her with your pleasure.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh! Yes, p-praise her,” you moan, fucking your hand through Theora’s frothy, cum-smeared hand. “Praise b-b-be to the goddess. AAaaaaaAAAAAH!” 
 
    A second orgasm grips your cock, pumping hot and fast through your manhood and causing you to spurt your cum out in sudden gushes over Theora’s hand and up her arm. A few drops make it to her breasts, but most of your cum spills back down your shaft and drips from your twitching bollocks. 
 
    “Yes, what a devoted boy,” laughs Theora. She leans over and fetches a wet washcloth from a nearby wash basin. She covers your cock in the wet cloth and begins to clean away all the cum. “Do not go wandering around again, Lucas. Return to your room and rest.” 
 
    “Right, yes, of course,” you say, your face flushed with a mixture of pleasure and humiliation. 
 
    She finishes cleaning your cock and rises to her feet. With a wave of her hand, her body is clean and once more wrapped in her immaculate white gown.  
 
    “Goodnight, Lucas,” she says, wringing out the washcloth in the nearby basin.  
 
    “G-goodnight, Theora,” you stammer. 
 
    You stumble out into the hall, still tucking your cock away. You have a stupid grin on your face as you barge back into your room . You stretch out on the bed, unsure if you are lucky or cursed by your beautiful guardian angel.  
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Keep evading her questions 
 
      
 
    “It will… ahhh… take more than sucking my cock,” you gasp, fighting with your pleasure as Anja slurps on your crimson manhood, “to get me to… help you.” 
 
    Anja pops her lips from your swollen cockhead. She giggles softly and wipes her lips with a finger. 
 
    “Really? Something more than sucking your nice, thick cock?”  
 
    She rises on her knees, her brown eyes flashing red for a moment. You tremble with fear and your cock gives an involuntary twitch. Anja runs her hands over her bodice, squeezing her tits so that they bulge against the laces and her pink areolas are partially visible. She sinks her fingers into the cleavage of her dress and pulls, parting the laces and pulling her top down beneath her ample breasts. She plays with her soft, creamy mounds, stroking her fingers over them to her wide areolas and the thick caps of her nipples.  
 
    “Gods,” you murmur, watching her massage her plumps teats and play with her nipples.  
 
    “I think you will tell me what I want to know,” she says, leaning forward and capturing your cock between the cool weight of her tits. She presses them around your shaft, squeezing you in her velvety softness so that only your crimson cap protrudes from her pale cushions. You whimper helplessly as Anja begins to wank your cock with her tits. She looks into your eyes and purrs, “Now, who was that winged woman in the tavern with you, Lucas? Who are you and why are you in Ulvenblad?” 
 
    “Won’t talk,” you cry.  
 
    The cruel lesser vampiress laughs as she bounces her soft tits around your cock. She looks up at you, tucking her chin to her chest and sticking out her long, pink tongue to lash the head of your cock each time your manhood slides up through her tits. The pleasure is incredible. Your cum aches in your balls and twitches in the root of your cock. The head of your cock, flicked by her tongue and dripping precum, feels as if it might explode like a powder charge. 
 
    Each time you feel your cum about to rise and your pleasure approaching the point of no return, Anjas squeezes the root of your cock painfully and stops your pleasure. 
 
    “Answer me,” she demands after the third denial of your building orgasm. 
 
    You wince in agony, writhing against the ropes and whimpering with your desire to cum. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Surrender to the pleasure of her breasts and tell her 
 
    Not even her tits can make you talk! 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Into the Nightlands 
 
      
 
    You and Theora are standing on the edge of a dismal landscape of steaming bog and gnarled, black willows that droop their shaggy branches over the muck like the bowed heads of mourners. You glance back over your shoulder. Behind you, divided by an unseen line, is a landscape that, although far from welcoming, at least shows hints of green and brown. You turn back to the misery ahead of you. A sickly raven flaps in the branches of a nearby willow and caws as if it might be its last, agonized words. 
 
    “Welcome to the Nightlands,” says Theora, stepping onto the most promising ground in the bog. “We have a long walk ahead of us.” 
 
    You follow the beautiful angel into the Nightlands as even her radiance seems to dim. She treads carefully through the bog, yet still the filth collects on the hem of her white gown. You are far less able to navigate the steaming muck and find yourself slipping knee-deep into the rotting muck more than once. The third time it happens, Theora has to pull you out with a mighty yank on your arm.  
 
    Exhausted, you pause only long enough to drink something and stuff crumbly rice balls and fried pieces of fish into your mouth from Hina’s bento box. It was probably good at some point, but breathing in the scent of the bog while you are trying to eat does not do much for your appetite. You set off again, weary after a hundred paces through the muck. Theora continues ahead of you, barely touched by the mud and indefatigable.  
 
    After hours of struggling through the bog, you are relieved to finally reach a wagon path. You stagger out among the wagon ruts through the mud and are almost run down by a wagon rushing through the night. A lantern sways wildly, a man cries out, hooves thunder, and you go spinning into the mud.  
 
    “Whoa there!” Shouts a man. He clicks his tongue and snaps the reins of his two emaciated horses. You rise weakly from the mud and see the man has wild, red-rimmed eyes and a sweaty tangle of curls atop his head. “Damned fool, coulda smashed you under my wheel, I coulda!” 
 
    “Yeah, right,” you groan.  
 
    “Out here in the night, on the roads,” he scoffs. “Ya either got a death wish or ya already is dead.” 
 
    “How far to Ulvenblad?” Theora demands, standing aside from the muddy track. 
 
    “Oh, my lady phantom,” the man holds his hand to his chest. “I didna see you there. You are near enough to Ulvenblad.” 
 
    He points up the road. “Just a ways. I’d get there soon as you can. The rain is comin’ and things come out in the rain.” 
 
    “Things?” You ask.  
 
    “Things!” He reiterates, baring rotten teeth. He cackles madly, snaps the reins of his cart horses, and sets off at a thunder back down the wagon road. You watch the wheels of his wagon churn through the buttery mud and his lantern disappear into the night. 
 
    Theora walks over to stand beside you as a cold rain begins to fall heavily upon you both. 
 
    “I hate the Nightlands,” she murmurs. Looking down at your mud-filled boots, you have to agree. 
 
    You slop some of the mud off your rain-soaked tunic and straighten your sword belt. You look off down the wagon path as if the carriage might return with the same sudden violence it had first appeared.  
 
    “Well, I like it,” you say, grinning madly at Theora. “Very pleasant folk and lovely scenery.” 
 
    It’s a forced smile. The rain beats down on you steadily, your breath steaming from your mouth as you slog along the wagon path. Theora steps lightly, but even the beautiful angel is not so blessed she can avoid the rain. Her gown is nearly transparent with water and clings to her plentiful curves, providing one slight upside to your miserable journey through the Nightlands.  
 
    Worse than the rain and the mud is the haunted nature of your surroundings. You glimpse flashes of shadowy movement between the drooping trees and the faint glow of corpselight from an ancient graveyard long overgrown. The hair on your neck stands on end at the more than occasional feel that you are being observed from derelict farmhouses and unmarked stone ruins by creatures with ill-intent. 
 
    You are relieved when the faint lantern lights of a town appear in the rainy distance. Ulvenblad is a dreary village of small clinkered buildings clustered around a river that has swollen nearly to the limits of its banks. Fishing sheds and farmhouses become a town center of a few shops, mostly taverns and inns, clustered around a gothic church of moldy green stones and a stone bridge that crosses the river.  
 
    Overlooking the village, ominously dark in the downpour, is the unmistakable shape of a castle perched in the nearby hills. Few lights burn in it windows and it gives you the distinct impression of a giant waiting to scoop up and devour the poor village at its feet.  
 
    Other than you and Theora, no one is foolish enough to be out in the chilling rain. Your teeth chatter as you look at the angel in her rain-soaked gown. 
 
    “P-perhaps w-w-we should g-get out of the r-r-r-“ 
 
    “Let us seek shelter,” she interjects. “The night is no time to hunt the undead.” 
 
    “S-s-soun-n-nds g-g-good,” you say, following her lead towards an inn and tavern with the auspicious name “The Warm Crust.” Rain drips from a painted sign depicting a loaf of steaming bread. To your profound relief, the inside of the inn is much more welcoming than the village of Ulvenblad. A fire crackles in the tavern’s hearth, several tables are occupied with relatively normal-looking locals having their supper or smoking pipes, and a lovely, red-headed bar wench smiles brightly at you as you step in from the rain. 
 
    “Oh, dear,” she says. “You’re both soaked through. Come on then, let’s get you situated by the fire. And… and you’re a… you’re an…” 
 
    “I am a messenger of the goddess Veleda,” says Theora.  
 
    “Here? In Ulvenblad?” The woman shakes her head. “No matter. You are welcome to sit by our fire. My name is Rianna—“ 
 
    “L-Lucas,” you stammer, your jaw still trembling from the chill. “She’s Th-Theora.” 
 
    “Lucas and Theora,” says Rianna, winking. “Right then, what can I get for the two of you?” 
 
    “Hot porridge and mead,” says Theora. 
 
    “Have a stew?” You ask hopefully. 
 
    “Rabbit,” says Rianna. “It’s delicious. I promise. Goes well with the burr cider.” 
 
    “I’ll have that then,” you say. “And some bread.” 
 
    Rianna departs to the kitchen with a sway of her shapely hips and a bounce of her scarlet hair. 
 
    You lean back in your chair, feeling something close to contentment for the first time since setting out for Ulvenblad. You fold your hands behind your head and say, “A good meal will be nice before fighting some vampires. Right, Theora?” 
 
    “Lower your voice,” murmurs Theora, surveying the others in the tavern with her serious eyes. “We cannot know which are already under the control of the vampiress.” 
 
    The fire warms your wet hair and clothes and when the burr cider arrives it spreads that warmth to your belly. Theora finishes her mead in a single long gulp and demands another. 
 
    “Of course, my, um, lady,” says Rianna, backing away. 
 
    “Wench, a question,” says Theora. “Who dwells in the castle that sits above Ulvenblad?” 
 
    “The baroness, my lady,” says Rianna, lingering but clearly wanting to depart. 
 
    “Thank you,” says Theora. 
 
    Rianna soon returns with your food and another drink for Theora. The angel seems to have recovered from the chill and has color in her alabaster cheeks. Your belly rumbles at the savory aroma of the stew.  
 
    “Looks fantastic,” you say. 
 
    “Made it meself,” says Riana, wiping her hands in her apron. She leans towards you and bumps you with her hip, adding. “Gave you extra rabbit.” 
 
    “What is the name of the innkeeper?” Theora asks and gulps down half her mead. 
 
    “Terrance,” says Rianna. “He’s me pap. Don’t mind him if he can’t keep his eyes off your, you know, all your bits.” 
 
    “My bits?” Theora raises a questioning eyebrow. 
 
    “They’re showin’ through,” whispers Rianna and you can see it is true. Her gown may be partly dried, but the pink of her nipples are visible beneath the clinging fabric.  
 
    “I care not,” says Theora. “I will arrange for our rooms and ensure they are properly warded. Lucas, you make inquiries about the baroness. Be subtle. Do not draw attention.” 
 
    You wait for her to get up from the table and stride over to the bar to question the bald man with a lazy eye cleaning out mugs.  
 
    “’Do not draw attention’ says the six foot tall angel,” you whisper to Rianna. 
 
    She giggles and flutters her long lashes over her green eyes. Your cock stirs at the buxom wench’s cleavage as she leans forward to fill your mug from her pitcher.  
 
    “I’ll be in and out,” she says, giving your shoulder a squeeze. “Just give a shout if you need anything particular.” 
 
    She winks and leaves you for her duties as the tavern’s only server. You watch the way men paw at her and whisper to her and realize she is playing you like she seems to be playing all of her male customers. The beautiful redhead has a talent for liberating men from their coin. You know that sort of girl. Their affection is usually available for rent. 
 
    You survey the other customers. They seem rather pale and unhealthy, but otherwise the sort of mix of farmers and laborers you would expect to find in any tavern on late evening. Rianna bustles back into the tavern from the kitchen with another tray of drinks and bowls of stew for a table of locals. Her laugh carries across the room. 
 
    You certainly know who you would like to question. Very thoroughly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Question the locals about the baroness 
 
    Flirt with Rianna the bar wench 
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