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  Sorceress in Training

  Azure waves crashed against the cliff. Zephyr fell to his knees, sobbing. His wife, his daughter, both lost to the water. A gust of wind. A misplaced foot. In an instant, the loves of his life were gone. He knew there was no surviving such a fall.


Zephyr was a renowned mage of Gaarp, but eventually, the old stories faded and there were no new tales to tell of his feats. Whispers spread throughout Gaarp that he forgot all of his spells and had gone mad.





“Katherine! Look what you’ve done, you’ve ruined dinner yet again! Burnt to a crisp! You are henceforth forbidden from practicing your spells when it comes to food. It’s too precious to waste.”


“I’m so sorry, Mom,” Kat said, her face flushed red. “I just thought I’d figured it out this time. Here, let me put something together for us.”


“No, absolutely not. I’ll handle it.” Sweat dripped down her mother’s temple. “When are you going to get over this silly obsession with magic? You’re a grown woman, and you need to start behaving like one. We’ve got the farm to run, and I’m not getting any younger. Keep this up, and you’ll take over the role of the village witch instead of the sheep farmer. You’ve seen the squalor Yuma lives in, I know you have. Is that the kind of life you want for yourself?”


“It’s just for fun, and Yuma says I’m the most talented she’s seen in all her time in the village.”


“That’s not saying much, Katherine…”


Kat left their small wooden farmhouse and paced the fields, checking on the sheep. She dreamt of getting away from her village and seeing the mountains and cities and towns of Gaarp, but she knew her future was confined to the sheep-filled fields she walked.





“You said it best, mother. I’m a grown woman. And I’ve decided I’m going to make a decision for myself. Yuma told me about Zephyr, a reclusive wizard deep in the hills to the south. I’m going to seek him out and try to learn from him.”


Katherine’s mother scoffed.


“There’s no stopping me. I hate to let you down, but I know this is something I must do.”


“Well, don’t expect a bed and work when you return. I’ll find help that doesn’t just leave on a whim, and you’ll be stuck with Old Yuma brewing tinctures and boiling rats.”


Kat had seen her mother frustrated before, but never quite so nasty. Her mother took her in, raised her, and gave her a fine life, better than most. She knew she was placing a burden on her mother by leaving, but she had the rest of her life to herd and sheer and raise sheep. But she didn’t have the rest of her life to find Zephyr. Kat didn’t know if he was even still alive.


“I’m leaving tomorrow,” Kat said and went to her room.


When she woke early the next morning, a sack full of bread, dried sheep meat, and a few apples were waiting for her by the door. Tears ran down her face as she left everything she knew with only a name and a direction—Zephyr and south.





Katherine traveled three full days on the back of a horse-drawn cart hauling hay to the city of Triste. She asked at the inn and the tavern if anyone had heard of the wizard Zephyr. All she got in response were confused looks. Refreshed by the comfort of an actual bed, she traveled by foot on the main road the next day. A traveling troupe of musicians and actors came up from behind. She waved at them.


“Where ya’ heading?” a rotund man sitting on the back of a wagon called out.


“South,” Kat replied, keeping pace with the wagon.


“Whereabouts south?”


“Not sure, trying to find someone but I don’t know exactly where they are.”


“Well, why don’t you hop on? We’re heading in that direction and stopping in the cities along the way. We’ve got the space.” He patted the open spot on the wagon next to him.


Kat considered it for a moment and then hopped up on the edge. The man introduced himself as Gregor, a premier singer of the troupe. They sat, legs dangling, as the ride continued. Kat told him about her journey. She even cast the spell she knew best, igniting and holding a small flame from her fingertip.


Lucky for Kat, Gregor had heard of Zephyr and even knew his rumored whereabouts. “Just a few miles east of where we’ll be setting up camp tonight. Maybe some of the villagers could give you some specifics.”


Once the troupe reached the village, Kat asked every villager she encountered about Zephyr. “Oh, the wizard? We haven’t seen him in years.” “I heard he makes love to the goats!” “His house is up on the hill, just east of the village. There used to be a trail, but it’s probably overgrown now.” “There have been no signs of him in years. Maybe he left. He very well may be dead.”


Kat bought Gregor a jug of mead from the village tavern as a way to say thank you for the ride and company.


“You’re leaving before we perform? You won’t get to hear my beautiful voice!”


“I don’t have time to spare.”


“Just one song, it won’t take long.”


“I’m sorry, Gregor. I appreciate the ride and the help. I hope to see you perform one day in the future.”


Gregor looked down, forlorn. She kissed him on the cheek. He looked up and smiled. “You’ll find him, I know it.”





The sun was setting, making it even more difficult to follow the faded trail. She wasn’t sure she was even still on the same trail she started on. The smell of the fallen pine needles comforted Kat. She picked up a broken branch, inspecting it to see how dry it was. Dry enough, she thought. She cast her spell and lit the end of the branch, turning it into a makeshift torch. Footprints! Someone’s been here recently.


Kat followed the prints until she exited the forest, whereupon she saw a small hut on the top of the hill beyond a meadow of wildflowers. No light came from the window. Maybe he’s asleep. Best to wait for morning. Sleep caught her within moments of lying down on the grass at the edge of the forest.





Katherine awoke with the sun. Eager to finally meet Zephyr, she ran up the hill to his hut. She knocked on the door. No one answered. She knocked again. Still no answer. She walked up to the sole window and peered in. A fireplace, a makeshift mattress on the floor, a chair, a table with nothing on it. All of it dusty. No signs of anyone actually living there though. Kat walked around the perimeter of the hut. No hints, no clues.



  Well, it can’t hurt to check inside.



She entered the hut and closed the door behind her. The hut smelled musty and needed badly to be aired out.



  No one’s lived here for ages. Maybe he left. Or maybe he’s dead.



The door slammed open. Words were spoken that Katherine didn’t understand. All of a sudden, she couldn’t move her limbs. She cried out but barely made a sound.


“What say you, intruder? Do you just enter people’s homes you aren’t invited to whenever you so choose?”


The man who appeared at the entrance was sparse. His beard long, his hair longer, gray strands accentuating the black. His robe was patched up from years of mending. He carried a basket full of berries in his left arm.


“I’m… looking… for… Zephyr…” Katherine said, barely able to speak louder than a whisper.


“Why do you seek this Zephyr?” the man asked.


“To teach me…”


“I’ve heard of this Zephyr. He surely has nothing to teach you. Leave, now.”


The man mumbled more words that Kat couldn’t understand, and then her body was released. Weak from the tension of the spell, her body faltered.


“Please, at least tell me where Zephyr is. Why are you at his home?”


“Zephyr stands before you. This is my home.”


Kat’s face flushed pink, embarrassed she didn’t realize the man was Zephyr himself.


“Train me, please. I’ll do anything you ask. I’ll cook for you, I’ll get supplies from the village. I’ll do anything, please.”


“There are no supplies I need. And my cooking is fine.” He scratched his beard. “But… It’s not every day that a young woman shows up and tells me she’ll do anything I ask, that’s for sure…” Zephyr grinned and chuckled.


Kat’s face turned crimson. “You lech!” Fueled by her anger and disappointment, she used every bit of strength she had left to stand up and walk out of Zephyr’s hut.


“I say that in jest. What do you take me for, a dirty old man?” Kat stopped and looked back. He sat on his chair and said, “You know what? I’ve been getting bored up here all alone. One’s mind can only pass the time for so long. Show me what you can do, and that will help me decide.”


Rejuvenated by the thought of her journey not being for naught, she focused on her fingertip and cast the spell of fire. No flame appeared. Just a puff of smoke rose into the air.


“I can do better, I swear. I lit a torch with the same spell on the way here last night. I don’t know what’s wrong. I’m just…”


“Exhausted. That spell I cast earlier, I’m surprised you can even stand, let alone make your finger smoke.” Zephyr gestured to the ground next to his chair. “Sit down young one. Tell me more about what you want to learn and why.”


Kat told him about growing up on the sheep farm, her father dying when she was just a girl and her and her mother having to step up to run the farm, the village witch Yuma who taught her the few spells she knows, and how she just knows she has to learn more. “It’s my calling. I can’t imagine doing anything else and being happy, let alone taking care of sheep.”


Zephyr nodded, listening intently. “Show me your hand.”


Katherine hesitated. Then she slowly extended her hand palm up to Zephyr. The moment his hand touched hers, warmth flooded both of their bodies. He held her hand in his gently, tracing the lines of her palm with his thumb.


“You have strong hands, you’ve worked hard. You very well might have what it takes. You’ll be my apprentice starting tomorrow. Today you must return to the village and buy everything you need to build a shelter. You’re welcome to sleep wherever you wish, but there’s not enough space in here and my snoring is loud enough to even wake me at times. But first, you must tell me your name.”


“Katherine, Master Zephyr. But everyone just calls me Kat.”





Seasons passed. Zephyr trained Kat, improving her mastery of the spells she knew and teaching her new ones. The days were exhausting, but she was surprised by how much time they spent sitting in silence. “Magic takes focus,” Zephyr would say. Kat slept outside in her makeshift shelter. She would, inevitably, fetch things from the village that Zephyr was too humble to acquire like a new pot to replace the tattered one he’d been using for decades. They cooked together. They sat on the floor and ate together. They spent every day together. Kat felt closer to Zephyr than anyone in her entire life, even her mother.


“Kat, I’ve got nothing left to teach you. I think it’s time for you to make your own way in the world,” Zephyr said one day while they ate the stew they made for dinner.


Kat nearly choked when those words left his mouth. She knew this day would eventually come, but she wasn’t ready for it. “But, Master, there’s so much more you can teach me, I know you’ve been holding some spells back.”


“You’ll learn far more from the world than you will from me, dear. What do you plan to do with what I’ve taught you?”


“I’d like to help people. I want to travel and see all of Gaarp, as I’ve told you countless times.”


“Good. How do you plan to help people?”


“Fight off demons, heal the sick, protect those who need protecting. You know, that sort of thing.”


“And what do you seek in return?”


“I’m not sure,” Kat said. “Nothing other than kindness and appreciation in return, I guess.”


Zephyr smiled, but Kat could see the sadness in his eyes. “You’ll do far more good than I have, that’s for sure.”


“Master, there’s something I’ve been wondering… Your skill with magic is incredible, yet you seclude yourself up here on the hilltop. Why don’t you help others, even those in the village?”


Zephyr’s smile faded. “Years and years and years ago I lost the two people I loved most…” He told her what happened on the cliffside all those years ago. “My daughter, she would have been about your age right about now…” Tears ran down his cheeks. “I guess I just haven’t gotten over it yet, even after all these years.”


“Master…” She wiped the tears from his face. She kissed his cheek gently and whispered, “I don’t want to leave. I like it here, with you.”


“But you want to see what you haven’t seen, experience what you haven’t experienced. There’s nothing left for me to teach you.”


“There’s one more thing you can teach me, Master.”


Kat ran her hand along his chest and kissed his cheek again.


“Kat, I don’t think, I can’t, oh, it’s been too…”


She kissed him on his mouth. He embraced her. Their tongues danced.


Kat ran her hand down his robe from his chest to his waist. “Master, you’re so hard.” She pushed him onto his back, pulled off his robe, and took him in her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down. He ran his hands through her hair.


“How’s that, Master?” Kat asked, looking up and taking a quick break.


“I… can’t…” Zephyr couldn’t contain himself. His cock throbbed, his buttocks tightened, and cum shot out, covering Kat’s face. “I’m so sorry, dear, I couldn’t hold it any longer. It’s just been so long.”


“It’s okay, really.” She grinned. Kat reached for a rag and wiped the cum off her face.


“Let me take care of you,” Zephyr said. He kissed Kat and then rolled them both over so he was on top. Zephyr slipped off the dress she stitched herself and kissed her from neck to her navel. Kat let out a soft moan with each kiss.


He spread her lips with his fingers and kissed her clit. “Master…” He ran his tongue up and down and lapped up her clit, applying slow and steady pressure. “It feels so good.”


Zephyr stopped eating her out, stuck out his middle finger, and whispered a spell so softly that Kat didn’t even notice. His finger began to glow. He returned his tongue to where it belonged and inserted his glowing finger. Kat squirmed. Her body radiated with pleasure. With his tongue and his finger working in unison, Kat lost control.


“Holy shit, holy shit. Don’t stop, don’t stop, please, Master, don’t stop!” Zephyr kept at it without pause. Kat’s entire body tensed. Her body bucked in orgasmic glory. Zephyr kissed her thighs and stomach as she came back down.


When Kat finally caught her breath, she said, “I want you in me, Master. Please. I’ve dreamed of this.” She looked at his crotch. He was soft. “It’s okay, though, if you’re not ready yet. Just hold me instead.”


“No, no, give me a moment,” he said. With that, he said the spell of hardening, and his erection returned.


“See, you still have spells to teach me.”


“It won’t do you much good. That spell sadly only works on the caster.”


“Fuck me from behind, Master.”


“As you command.”


Kat bent over on her knees. Zephyr grabbed both of her ass cheeks and gripped them as he slowly slid his cock into her pussy.


“Yes, that’s it. You’re so hard.”


Zephyr fucked her slow at first, finding his rhythm. Then he picked up the pace, fucking her harder and faster. He pulled her hair back. He slapped her ass. He reached under and rubbed her clit.


“I love the way you feel inside me. You’re lasting so much longer, it’s amazing.”


“You caught me by surprise earlier, dear. I wasn’t ready.”


They were both drenched in sweat. Kat moaned, Zephyr groaned. Kat came again.


“Would you… Could you… Enter my ass?” Kat asked, a bit embarrassed.


“I think I can do you one better,” Zephyr replied. “Phallamora!”


Once the smoke cleared, a floating human cock appeared. Zephyr grabbed it and held it up to Kat’s asshole.


“Gently, Master, please…”


He slowly inserted the magical cock into her ass, and it began thrusting all on its own, following the same slow thrusts of his own cock in her pussy.


“Oh, yes! That feels amazing. What was that spell? Was it Phallamora?” Another puff of smoke appeared, this time in front of Kat.


“It always amazes me how quickly you learn,” Zephyr said.


Kat grabbed the cock in front of her and took it in her mouth. Zephyr and the two magical cocks fucked Kat in every way they could. For Zephyr, it was three times the pleasure. For Kat, it was beyond what she could ever have imagined.


Stimulated in every way possible, Kat was running out of stamina. She took a break from the cock in her mouth and said, “Come with me, Master, won’t you?”


As Kat orgasmed for the third time, Zephyr released his spell of hardening. He and the two magical cocks came. And then, with two puffs of smoke, the magical cocks vanished but their jizz remained.


“Oh, Kat…”


“Oh, Master…”


They kissed and collapsed.


That night, Kat’s final night with Zephyr, she slept in the hut wrapped in his arms. His snoring woke neither of them. In the morning, she gathered what little she owned, bent down, and kissed Zephyr. He was still sound asleep. She whispered, “Thank you for everything,” and left the hut on the hill.



  The Witch’s Apprentice

  Luke stood in silence, illuminated by candlelight, awaiting the next request from his teacher Alani. It was his first week studying under her, and he quickly realized that just about anything could set her off. Silence is golden, he thought to himself. Don’t mess this up. Anything’s better than working in the mines.


“Boy, you don’t speak much. You’re no better company than a rock. But you haven’t dropped anything of value yet, so I guess I can’t complain too much.”


Luke said nothing in reply.


“Fetch me a cockatrice feather. Quick. They’re wrapped in cloth on the shelf.”


Luke got the feather and handed it to Alani. He watched a bead of sweat roll down her neck to her cleavage. A slight tingle ran down his spine. Ashamed, he looked away. Why does she insist on wearing such revealing clothing? It’s foolish. She’s going to make a mistake and regret being so exposed.


“Boy, pay attention! If you want to learn, you need to focus.”


“Yes, ma’am.”


She stirred the concoction in her vial with the feather. It began to steam and bubble. “That’s it, that’s it. Remind me, what’s this potion good for again?”


“Pain-killer, reversing rabid reflux, and… one hell of a cleaning solution?”


“Ah, so now the quiet boy thinks he’s funny. I liked it better when you didn’t have clever things to say.”


There’s no pleasing her! he thought.


“There’s no better way to learn than by doing,” Alani said, grinning. “Your wrong answer won you a grand prize: you’ll be the taste tester for this batch. Here, it’s ready.” She pulled out the feather from the bottle and handed the potion to Luke. “Just a small sip, okay? Too much and we won’t have anything to sell. Also, you’ll be incapacitated for days. So like I said, just a sip.”


Here goes nothing, Luke thought but definitely didn’t say aloud before he took a swig. It tasted vile and a tad sweet, like a rotten apple.


“How do you feel?”


“Fine…”


Luke went to take a step forward but could barely stand. Alani grabbed a chair and set it behind him.


“‘Fine,’ you say but clearly not. You drank too much, you fool.” She pushed him onto the chair.


“I’m just a little dizzy, that’s all. Give me a moment.”


Luke looked down. He didn’t notice before, but his cock was rock hard. Why now of all times? I even masturbated this morning to prevent something like this from happening. It must have been her cleavage. It’s always her cleavage.


“I can clearly see it’s working. Good, good.” Alani rubbed her hands together sinisterly. “There’s more to being a witch’s apprentice than just standing around and fetching things, boy. This is what I really need you for.” Alani pulled open the front of her robe, her breasts spilling out.



  Oh gods, yes. Wait, wait… I’ll never be able to look at her the same way again. I’ll be back in the mines in no time. Calm down, deep breaths. It’ll be okay.



She got down on her knees in front of Luke and reached for the waist of his pants. Luke gripped the side of the chair, unsure if he should fight against what was happening or fully embrace it. Before he could decide, his pants were down and his cock was between Alani’s tits. Wow, I swear I’m bigger than usual, that’s a bit odd. Alani spit on his cock and rubbed it in with her tits. She rocked back and forth, back and forth, occasionally licking the tip of his penis.


“Boy, how many women have you fucked?”


“Uh…”


“I’ll know soon enough if you’ve lied, boy.”


“None, I swear!”


“Good, good.”


Alani got up off the floor and walked over to one of her shelves. Luke’s head was in a daze, his vision a blur. His cock throbbed, longing for more. He let go of the chair, which he forgot he was holding until that moment. He grabbed his cock and began stroking it furiously. She returned with an empty glass bottle with a cork in the mouth.


“If you come before I’m ready, you’ll be sorry.”


It took every ounce of willpower, but Luke let go of himself and returned his hands to the sides of the chair.


“This may not be the way you dreamt of it happening—the way you hear in tales from old men and your friends—but it’s what’s happening nonetheless.” She pulled at the knot in the rope around her waist. Gravity did the rest. That robe hid more than I ever could have imagined…


Alani turned around and backed up onto Luke’s cock. She didn’t even need to guide it in, it just found its place as if it was meant to be there.


Alani kept dropping her ass onto his cock, bobbing up and down. She made no sounds at all. This is just for her witchcraft, nothing more. There’s truly no pleasing her! For what purpose though?


“Boy, you’re lasting longer than I thought you would. You drank too much of the potion. I’m not amused by your stamina. We have other things to get to after this.”


Alani picked up the pace, fucking him harder and faster. She reached back and grabbed his scrotum. Luke moaned. “Yes, yes. Come for me, boy!” His butt clenched. She dropped down on him and stayed there, wiggling her ass. All but a sliver of life and consciousness left Luke’s body and mind in that instant when he filled Alani’s pussy with cum.


The witch rose off of Luke and uncorked her bottle. Using her finger, she wiped the cum from her pussy and scraped it into the bottle. Holding up the bottle to inspect her harvest, she said, “You’ve done well, boy. You’ve much to learn, but you’ve earned your keep. For now.”


Luke sat there, barely comprehending what she was saying or what just happened.


“Now go fish out an orc’s eye from the jar. Quick, while the cum is still warm!”



  The Things We Do For Love

  Lady Edolina couldn’t make out the features of the hooded figure only a few feet in front of her. The dim light thrown by the candles made it impossible to tell how old the witch was. Lady Edolina didn’t even know what the witch looked like as she had refused to turn away from her work. Whatever she was toiling away at, Lady Edolina had no clue.


“Am I to trust you, witch?” Lady Edolina asked.


“Yes, yes. Of course, girl,” the witch replied.


“How much coin for the potion then?”


“Coin is inconsequential. What I require is a male. He must be a virgin. And of hardy constitution…”


“A virgin male? For what purpose?”


“Are you daft, girl? Don’t question me. If you can’t handle such a simple payment, leave!”


Lady Edolina stood there, shocked. You indignant bitch! she thought. No one in her entire life spoke to her that way before.


“I will try to return tomorrow with one virgin male.”


“And…”


“What else?”


“That you will learn of when you return with your payment.” The witch laughed as Lady Edolina left. 





Lady Edolina sat next to her closest friend on a bench in the garden of the grand estate which she would one day inherit. Birds chirped, butterflies fluttered.


“Nel, I have a bit of an odd question for you…”


“Ask away, Lady Edolina,” he replied, taken a bit aback by the formality of using his name and mocking her in return.


Nel was no longer the chubby boy who chased her insistently from the moment he hit puberty. He had grown into a strong young man and dreamt of traveling across all of Gaarp, quelling evil and becoming a knight. He was an apprentice swordsman in the Duke’s guard, learning from the best fighters the duchy had to offer.


“Are you a… virgin?”


“Excuse me?”


“Have you had sex with anyone yet? Perhaps a prostitute at the brothel?”


“Why do you care!” Nel replied, standing up. “I, I, uh, have to head to the armory. My training for the day starts soon.” Nel started to walk away when Lady Edolina grabbed his wrist.



  Perfect, I knew he still is!



“Relax, Nel. It’s okay if you are. Actually, I want the answer to be ‘yes.’” Nel looked away when he saw that she was staring right into his eyes.


Nel built up his courage and grabbed her hand in his. “Have you finally changed your mind about me? Gods, I thought you were only attracted to women! All those years I spent trying to make you love me…”


“I need you to do me a favor first, though. There’s a witch a few villages over. She makes special potions. I’ve heard her potions are so potent that when two lovers drink one and kiss, their attraction never fades. Will you skip your training today and go with me to get one? It’ll make your first time even more memorable.”


“Skip my training? I’ve never missed a day. It was just last week when your father praised me in the courtyard for my diligence.”


Lady Edolina looked up at him again, fluttered her eyes, and exposed a hint of cleavage through the neck of her dress. “Please, Nel?”


“Let me fetch a horse,” he said, galloping off himself.


Men, they only think with their cocks. So predictable. Lady Edolina smiled as she sat on the bench waiting for her knight to return.





The horse drank water from the bucket, pleased to no longer have two humans riding on his back. He didn’t seem to mind that the water was mossy and gods know how old.


“Are you sure this is it?” Nel asked. “There are no windows.”


“Does this not look like a witch’s abode?”


Lady Edolina rapped on the door of the hut. The door unlatched and creaked opened all on its own. Nel grabbed the hilt of his sword, sweat forming on his brow. Unfazed, Lady Edolina entered and pulled Nel along with her.


The hut smelled of burnt sage and was filled with smoke. Shelves covered in bottles, vials, and jars lined the walls of the main room, filled with all manners of indeterminable substances. The hooded figure who Lady Edolina had only seen the back of turned from the table and said, “Yes, yes. You’ve done well, girl.” She was younger and more beautiful than Lady Edolina assumed she would be from the way she walked and talked. I thought she was ancient—older than mother. How peculiar. The witch eyed Nel up and down and muttered, “He’s no Luke, but he’ll do.”


“Well, what now?” Lady Edolina asked.


“Sit, sit,” the witch said, grabbing a chair and dragging it over to where Nel stood. On guard, Nel stepped back.


“We’d like one of your special potions, witch,” Nel said, hand still on the hilt of his sword.


“She’ll have to brew it, Nel. Sit down, it’s okay. It might take a while. We’re in no rush,” Lady Edolina said.


Nel hesitated and then sat on the chair.


The witch pulled a small vial out of her robe, popped the cork off, and handed it to Nel. “Drink this, boy. You’ll need it for the special potion to work.”


Nel held up the vial and inspected it. Dense, viscous fluid swayed back and forth. He sniffed it. It smelled like mushrooms. Behind the witch, he saw Lady Edolina wink at him and run her hands along her torso, accentuating her figure. With that, he drank the contents of the vial in one quick swig. Nel’s head shuddered as it went down.


“Does Lina have to drink it too? It’s quite vile.”


“No, only men need it,” the witch said as she circled around the chair, smiling. She ran her fingernails along Nel’s shoulders.


“Don’t touch me, witch!”


The witch grabbed his hair, pulled back his head, and asked, “How do you feel, boy?”


Lady Edolina stood there lost in thought, focused on getting what she desired most, the potion to give to her dear Imme. Tonight will be the night, once this is all over. With this witch’s potion, there’s no way she won’t love me. How I’ve longed to see what lies beneath her dresses and run my hands along her body…


“I feel… I feel… So incredibly horny.” Nel looked down at his waist. His erection was visible through his tunic. “What did you have me drink?”


“’Twas just a little taste of what’s to come, but now I require my payment. Don’t make this any harder than it need be. Relax. Enjoy yourself. You’ll never forget your first time, boy. Well, girl, now it’s your turn. Do what you please. But don’t let him come, that’s when I’ll step in.”


“I’m, uh, just not in the mood right now,” Lady Edolina replied.


“Not in the mood? This has nothing to do with mood.”


“It’s just that…”


“I had a feeling,” the witch muttered. “Fine, fine. I’ll have another use for you soon.” She dropped her robe to the floor without pause. Her body, it’s unbelievable, Lady Edolina thought. The witch pulled Nel’s tunic up and straddled him, holding onto his shoulders for balance.


“No, no, stop! I want my first time to be with Lina!”


He tried to push the witch away, but he didn’t have the strength. “You’re a fool,” the witch said.


“Oh gods,” Nel muttered as the witch guided his cock inside of her.


With each bounce, she muttered in an angry tone, “Luke. You. Dumb. Bastard. You. Think. You. Can. Just. Leave. Me.”


“Luke? Who’s Luke?” Nel asked, panting.


“Shut up! None of your concern.”


The lethargy began to fade in the rest of Nel’s body the more the witch fucked him. He let go of his inhibition and embraced what was happening by grabbing the witch’s ass.


“You insolent twat, don’t you dare touch me!”


The witch smacked his face, which turned bright red. Lady Edolina looked over, shocked at how cruel the witch was. Poor, Nel. I’m sure he’s enjoying himself though.


The witch kept riding Nel. Soon, Nel’s ass clenched, hovering right on the edge of orgasm. “Don’t you dare come inside of me, boy. At least not yet.” The witch rose off of his cock. It bounced back and forth, longing for the witch’s pussy.


“Now it’s your turn, girl. Come hither.”


“But, I’m not…” Lady Edolina started. The witch just doesn’t get it.


“Not him, me. It has been many moons since anyone has made me orgasm.”


“Why not just get it over with? He’s so close.”


“You dare question me? This is the second part of your payment. I need to come first to have the most effective transmutation, and there’s no way he’s going to make me come.”



  But Imme’s the only one I want…



“Do you want the potion or not, girl?”


It won’t matter, Imme won’t know. 


Lady Edolina walked over to the witch. “You know what to do, don’t you?”


Lady Edolina ran her thumbs down the witch’s nipples. “They’re so hard,” Lady Edolina said.


“Yes, yes,” the witch muttered. “Lick them.”


Lady Edolina took the witch’s breast in her mouth and encircled the nipple with her tongue. This is for making me do this to poor Imme! She then bit hard on the witch’s nipple. Surprised, the witch grabbed Lady Edolina’s hair and yanked her head back. “On your knees, girl. Use your tongue. Like a dog.”


“I’m no one’s dog! I’m the Duke’s daughter, and no one speaks to me that way!” Lady Edolina said. “I don’t need your potion, Imme will still love me without it!”


The witch smiled. “You’re willing to risk her love just because you won’t lick my pussy? I’m sure Imme will find some other noblewoman to sweep her off her feet.”



  No, there can be no one else!



Lady Edolina dropped to her knees. The witch pushed Lady Edolina’s head into her crotch. The aroma was intoxicating. Lady Edolina began running her tongue between the witch’s lips. 


The witch glanced over at Nel, who was sitting there stroking his cock. “Boy, don’t you even think of coming!”



  Think of Imme, think of Imme.



“You’ll never win Imme’s love eating her out like that, even with the potion. Focus on the clit, girl, the clit. Yes, yes, that’s it! Now use a finger, too!”


Lady Edolina stuck her middle finger into the witch’s pussy, applying pressure on the inside while she lapped up the witch’s clit. The witch’s body began to quiver. “Don’t stop, don’t stop. Yes, yes! That’s it!” Her head flew back and her whole body shook as she moaned.


As quickly as the witch could, she rushed over to Nel and slid back on his cock. “Now, boy, now. Come for me!”


As if he was waiting for that moment his entire life, his body obeyed. “Oh, gods!” He bucked and bucked, like a wild horse, filling the witch’s pussy with cum.


“Yes, yes! I feel it, it’s happening. My precious ingredient, it’s been so long since I’ve had a fresh harvest.”


The witch unmounted Nel, who could barely sit upright in the chair, grabbed a large vial off of the shelf, and wiped as much of the cum into it from her pussy as she could. It was radiant blue and still steaming. “An exceptional harvest, truly,” she said as she eyed the vial.


Lady Edolina walked up to Nel, a puddle of flesh and bones on the chair, and whispered in his ear, “Don’t you dare tell anyone about this or you can kiss your dreams of becoming a knight goodbye.” Nel faded into a deep sleep.


The witch was already at her table with her robe back on, brewing away. A few minutes later, she returned with two corked vials. “You’ve exceeded my expectations, girl. Two for the price of one.” She handed Lady Edolina the vials. “Now, leave. I have work to tend to.”


“But what about Nel? I don’t think he even has the strength to walk.”


“Don’t worry about the boy. I’ll take care of him.” The witch laughed softly.


Imme, I’m on my way! Lady Edolina thought as she mounted the horse and rode off, the two vials clinking together softly in her cloak pocket.



  Forbidden Forest

  Remi trudged through the Forbidden Forest in his full armor, sweat running down his body. His king sent him to investigate a recent series of deaths occurring in the neighboring town. The residents warned Remi of the mysterious danger in the forest, but he told them he must do what his lord commanded, that he was the strongest knight in all the realm, that the threat would be quelled with no issue.


Needing a rest, Remi sat against a tree and drank from his water skin. Insects chirped. The sun was barely visible through the foliage. Dampness permeated the Forbidden Forest. Remi jumped up, startled by a snake slithering by. “Fucking snakes!” It disappeared before he could draw his sword.


Remi eventually came to a large clearing in the forest. An innocuous log cabin stood in the center with a well off to the side. Maybe a reclusive woodsman lived there, whittling intricate toys for children. Perhaps they would have some clue as to where the threat resided.


Remi, cocksure and unafraid, walked up to the cabin and peered in through the front window. He saw a cauldron near the fireplace, chairs, a staff, a table covered in potion bottles, and a woman in a lavender robe with red hair sleeping on a bed. Remi’s cock twinged at the sight of her.


The wooden door opened quietly, but Remi’s armor clanked and clattered, ruining all hopes of a stealthy entrance. Still, the woman slept unperturbed. As quietly as he could, which wasn’t very quiet, he walked toward the red-headed woman sleeping on the bed. Remi took off his helmet and set it on the floor. Through her robe, he noticed her bountiful bosom rise and fall with her breath. He leaned over her and smelled eucalyptus. His body filled with lust. Invigorated and aroused, he began to slip her robe off.


Engrossed in the beautiful woman before him, Remi hadn’t noticed that the snake from earlier had crawled up his body. Before he realized what was happening, the snake bit his neck, and Remi collapsed.





Remi opened his eyes, his vision blurred. His head was pounding. Barely able to look around back and forth, he took in his surroundings. The sun had set. Candles burned. Jars of god knows what sat on shelves, which Remi hadn’t noticed when he first entered. The woman from earlier, her back toward him, stood by the table. There was a soft poof, and smoke billowed up from the table.


The woman turned around and walked toward Remi, who was seated in a chair. She had a metal cup in her hand. “You’re awake—finally. What enchanting eyes you have. You truly are a fine specimen, perhaps the most beautiful man I’ve come across to date. Your sandy hair, olive skin, and defined, scarred muscles—you’re delectable.”


Remi looked down and saw he was completely nude. He moved his mouth, but no words came out. He tried to stand up, but his legs wouldn’t budge.


“You won’t be able to speak or use your legs for quite some time…” she said. “Sorry about that. But here, drink this, it will help keep your strength up.”


The cold metal cup against Remi’s lips sent goosebumps across his skin. The liquid ran down his throat, and warmth radiated throughout his body. Moments later, he was able to move his arms and hands a bit. Also, surprisingly, his cock hardened, pointing right up toward the ceiling. Remi blushed.


“You do not disappoint, my brave knight.” She set her metal cup back down on the table. “My name is Ceres. And if you wish to live, my pet, you will do what I tell you. If you don’t obey, the cost will be dire. There is one rule. It’s a simple one. If you come before I tell you to, you will die.”


Remi slowly nodded his head.


Ceres walked behind Remi’s chair and draped her arms around him. He felt her ample breasts press against his back. She reached down and ran a single finger along the head of his cock, petting it like an animal. “What a gorgeous cock.” It twinged. “Excited, aren’t you?” Ceres wrapped her hand around his throbbing cock and started stroking it while kissing Remi’s muscular back.


“You’re a real pervert, sneaking into a woman’s home while she’s sleeping. Were you going to force yourself on me? Is that what you were thinking of?”


Remi barely shook his head left to right, his movement still restricted.


“Bullshit. I know men, and you’re all disgusting creatures. Filth.”


Ceres let go of his cock and walked in front of him.


“You should have enough dexterity in your hands now. Stroke your cock, you animal.”


Remi slowly moved his right hand toward his cock. He managed to wrap his fingers around it.


“That’s it, that’s it. Move your hand up and down, stroke your hard cock. Nice and slow, we’ve got all night.”


Ceres pulled up another chair and placed it in front of Remi. She took a seat and caressed her body through her robe, her stiff nipples visible through the fabric. “Would you look at that? My big tits are just as excited as your big cock. Do you want to see them? That’s what you were after earlier, wasn’t it? A look at these beautiful breasts?”


Remi nodded his head in agreement.


Ceres slipped her robe down off her shoulders, revealing her large, sagging breasts. No potion she brewed could reverse the effects of time and gravity. She ran her hands along her sides and up to her breasts, pinching her erect nipples. “You like these tits, don’t you?”


Remi, blood pumping through his body, pushed through his muscular lethargy and pumped faster.


“Be careful, my dear knight. Remember the rule? Come too fast, and that’ll be the end of you. If I were you, I’d slow down.”


Remi reluctantly slowed his pace, fighting every urge in his body to try to break through the temporary paralysis and pin the sexy witch Ceres down and fuck her.


“Did they send you to kill me?”


Remi nodded while he jerked himself off.


“You’re all fools, utter fools. Men, they only think with their cocks. But you know what? I can appreciate the primal urge. It turns me on. My pussy, it’s soaking wet right now. Do you want to see?”


Remi nodded.


“Only on one condition. Switch to your other hand.”


Remi did so.


Ceres took her robe off the rest of the way. Fiery red hair covered her mons, pointing down toward her pussy. She spread her legs open, grool dripping between her dangling lips. Running a finger between them, she wiped some of her juices up and cleaned her finger off with her tongue.


“Do you want a taste?” Ceres ran her finger between her lips again, walked up to Remi, and stuck it in his mouth. Remi’s cock got harder and more warmth radiated throughout his body from the magical grool.


“Faster, you scum! This is too easy for you, I can tell.”


Remi stroked faster. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead.


Ceres, back on her chair, began rubbing her clit, slowly at first. Then she picked up her speed. “Do you like my pussy, dear knight? It’s wet because of you and your hard cock. I can tell it wants to be inside of me. Deep inside, pounding me. Just like this.” Ceres inserted two fingers into her pussy, sliding them in and out.


Remi’s head fell backward, and he moaned ever so slightly.


“Is that pre-come I see? You’re awfully close, aren’t you? But you better not come, I’m not finished with you yet.”


Remi reluctantly stopped rubbing his cock, which was twitching out of his control, wanting anything but a respite.


Ceres left her chair and got down on her knees in front of Remi. She licked the pre-come off of the head of his cock and kissed his shaft. Ceres grabbed his cock and stroked it herself with both of her hands.


“You’re so hard. I can tell you want to come, just by the throbbing of your cock. I bet you want nothing more than for me to crawl on top of you and fuck you silly. But that’s not going to happen. Sorry, my dear knight.”


Ceres tightened her grip and pumped even faster for a few moments. Then she stopped. Then she sped up. The cycle of fast, slow, fast, slow continued. More pre-come ran down his cock. She lapped it up again and then returned to her chair, leaving him on the edge of orgasm.


“Y-y-you b-b-bitch,” Remi managed to get out in a faint whisper.


“You are a strong one, indeed. No one’s ever been able to manage a single word before. I’m a bitch, am I? So be it.”


Ceres’ snake crawled along the floor and up Remi’s body, wrapping itself around his neck.


“My little friend will tighten its grip with each word you say, so mind your manners and keep your mouth shut.”


“F-f-fuck you,” Remi whispered. The snake tightened around his neck, causing him to gasp.


“Back to it, my pet. Both hands this time.”


Remi grabbed himself. Ceres got back on her knees in front of him and took his scrotum in her mouth. Remi’s ass cheeks tightened, on the cusp of orgasming, and she yelled out, “No! Don’t you dare.”


Snake around his neck, gasping for breath, he let go of himself and shook violently in the chair. Once he calmed down, Ceres took him in her mouth, applying pressure with her tongue. She bobbed her head up and down. Remi grabbed her hair with his hands, pulling and tugging at it. She stopped, stood up, and slapped him.


“No touching you piece of filth!”


The snake tightened around Remi’s neck once again.


Back on her knees, she grabbed Remi with her right hand and rubbed her clit with her left. The room smelled of sweat. Ceres panted. Remi struggled for breath.


“Come on me, come all over me!” Ceres yelled. Remi’s whole body bucked, and semen flew from his cock, covering Ceres’ chest. “That’s it, that’s it, you dirty, filthy knight. Your warm come is just what I need.” Ceres let out a loud moan, her body shaking as she orgasmed.


The snake loosened its grip and slithered away. Remi gasped for air. Ceres stood up and walked over to the table. She wiped off the come from her chest with a finger and inspected it. “What glorious come, it’s just what I need.” She collected it in a glass potion bottle. “You did well, my dear knight. You shall live to see another day. I’ve never had a pet last longer than one night. What fun we will have.”



  Spell Gone Wrong

  Sweat running down her neck, with no light but the little thrown by the contained flame in the petite metal cauldron and four candles that rested on the table, Chloe tossed the tuft of her boyfriend’s hair into the cauldron. The spell card rested behind it.


“Take this offering. Give me sight, give me vision. Let me see him at his most private. Truth, preferable to ignorance. Let me see it all.”


The flame shot up and turned purple.


Chloe fainted and collapsed.


The flame continued to burn.





Chloe rolled over in bed, waking from sleep. Before opening her eyes, she noticed acute pain in her lower back and shoulders. Something felt different about her chest, too—a different distribution of weight. She opened her eyes and immediately realized she was in a different room than her own. I don’t have an alarm clock. The bedding was unfamiliar. I’ve never been in this room before. Where am I?


Her hands, they were completely different too, more wrinkles. She looked down at her chest. Whoa, gravity’s really doing its job, what happened? Chloe glanced down. A fading scar ran up her abdomen. How’d I get that? She spread her legs. Curly black hair covered her mons pubis. I swear I shaved like two days ago, what the heck?


Chloe nearly fell down when she got out of bed, her feet and legs completely foreign. A mirror hung on the closet door. She caught a glance of herself and gasped, throwing her hands up over her face.


Holy shit, did it really work? But this is not what I wanted, not at all. Oh no. She started to pace the room in a panic. Okay, okay, it’s Sunday. At least I won’t get Oliver’s mom fired from her job. Also, wow, I knew she was beautiful, but she’s downright sexy in her birthday suit.


Chloe took a deep breath and began to calm down. This can work, this can totally work. Maybe this is even better than his best friend. She opened the closet door and riffled through Oliver’s mother’s wardrobe. After trying on a few different outfits—a mini-fashion show for one, she settled on something simple yet effective, a sundress cut low in the back and front, no bra, no panties.


With each step, Chloe got more comfortable in her new body. Let’s see, let’s see, what next? She opened the top bedside drawer to see what was inside. Three different vibrators lovingly snuggled each other. No, not now. Stay focused.


Oliver lived in a single-story ranch in a quaint neighborhood outside of Hartford with his mother, a professor at the university. Not long out of college and searching for a job, he moved back in with his mom. He told Chloe it was to save money, but she knew that his mother was having a tough time since the divorce. She could have any guy she wanted, I don’t get why she doesn’t just go out and take her pick of the litter. Older guys, younger guys, seriously, they’d lose their shit.


Oliver’s bedroom was on the other side of the house. Aside from his mother’s bedroom, Chloe knew the layout of the home well. In the kitchen, she got out all of the ingredients for pancakes. She whipped the batter and started heating up the griddle. Oliver’s mom’s Sunday morning pancakes were a weekly staple—their version of church. No other sounds stirred in the house except the slight sizzle of the cooking pancakes.


Chloe knocked on Oliver’s door, holding a plate of pancakes. “Oliver… Hunny… You up? I made pancakes.” She twisted the door open. Oliver was caught in the act, stroking his cock while he stared at his phone. He jumped up, dropped his phone, and covered himself with his blanket.


“Mom!” His face turned dark crimson. “W-w-what are you doing?!”


“I made you breakfast, sweetie. But it looks like you’re busy, so I’ll just set them here for you when you’re ready.”


Oliver was speechless. He looked anywhere else but in the direction of his mother. Chloe winked at Oliver and left his room, closing the door behind her.


That filthy scum. I knew it, I knew it. First thing in the morning too! I told him to be honest, and he lied. Fuming, she sat on the chair in the living room and riffled through one of Oliver’s mother’s magazines.


Oliver came out of his bedroom not long after, dressed and carrying the plate of pancakes, completely pale. He sat down at the kitchen table and ate his pancakes in silence. Chloe got up and poured him a glass of orange juice. She sat across from him at the table.


Oliver looked up and saw how revealing the dress was, his mom’s freckled upper breasts leading his eyes down the line between them. He immediately looked away.


“How’s breakfast, sweetie?”


“Delicious,” he said. He took a sip of orange juice. Birds chirped in the yard. The sun shone through the windows, a perfect summer day. “But they taste a bit different than usual. Did you change the recipe?”


“I’m trying something new,” Chloe said.


He ate his pancakes and avoided looking anywhere remotely near his mother.


“How’s everything with Chloe?”


“Oh, really great. We’re going out to dinner on Tuesday night. I’m looking forward to it.”


Well, he passed that test. “She’s such a nice girl, I’m glad you found someone you get along with so well.”


Mid-bite, he grunted in agreement. “About what you were doing in your bedroom.” He stopped chewing and almost spit out the pancake. His stomach sank. “You’re a man, and that’s natural. But do you think Chloe wants you watching videos of other naked women? That doesn’t seem very gentlemanly of you.”


“M-mom…” He lost his appetite. “I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it, it’s harmless.


“Does she not do enough for you?”


“No, no, it’s not that. Not that at all.”


“Then what is it?”


“I really do not want to be having this conversation with you, Mom.”


“Why not? I told you about the birds and the bees. I taught you about safe sex. Lord knows school didn’t.” Please let this be accurate.


“Look, okay,” Oliver was starting to get mad. “I like the fantasies. Is that so wrong?”


“What kind of fantasies?”


“No. Absolutely not. We’re not talking about that.”


“Oh, I’m just kidding, darling.” I’ll give you a fantasy so good you won’t need to look at that filth again. Chloe stood up from the table and walked over to Oliver. She draped her arms around his shoulders from behind. “I’m just teasing you, relax.” She began to rub his back.


“You’re acting real strange today. Is everything okay?”


“Everything’s just great.”


Chloe reached around and slid her hand into Oliver’s pants. He’s already hard. No surprise there with his goddamn fantasies.


“W-w-what are you doing?!” Oliver recoiled.


“You said you like fantasies… What if they were reality?” She kissed him on the neck.


“This is just wrong, Mom. Wrong in all ways. Gross.”


“If it’s wrong, then why’s your cock so hard, Oliver James?” She reached back down in his pants and squeezed his penis. “See, your little buddy has no problem with it.”


“That’s beside the point. I don’t even think this is l-l-legal.” Chloe pumped his cock.


“I won’t tell the police if you don’t,” she said, laughing.



  Come on, come on, I know you love this. What son doesn’t have an Oedipus complex?



Oliver couldn’t speak, his throat was dry.


Chloe tightened her grip and stroked faster. “Mom… Mom! You gotta stop, or I’m going to come.”


“I want you to come, come all over my face, you dirty boy.”


Chloe pulled his chair back, got on the floor, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled his cock out from his boxers. “Wow. Like father, like son,” she said, even though she had no idea if it was true.


Oliver held onto the bottom of the chair while Chloe kept jerking him off.


“Are you sure you want me to come? It’ll make a big mess.”


“That’s what I want. Dirty boys make big messes for their mothers to clean up.” With the stroke that followed, semen flew out of Oliver’s cock onto his mother’s face. The pancakes were cold; the jizz was warm. The birds kept chirping.


He likes his pornstars, does he? He’s going to love this. His semen ran down her face. She ran her tongue around her lips, catching some of it. Chloe kissed Oliver, shoving her come-covered tongue into his mouth.


“That was so sexy,” she said. Oh god, am I going to ruin his relationship with his mother? I may have taken this all too far, but it was such fun.


Oliver didn’t say anything. He pulled up his pants. Chloe wiped off her face with the kitchen towel.


“So… what do you want to do today? Want to spend the day with me? What if we went to the movies?”


Oliver could barely think. “Sure…”


“You pick the movie, hunny.”


They shared popcorn at the matinée. Oliver was grateful he didn’t have to talk to his mom during the movie. Did he know there was going to be so much sex in this movie? He’s a certifiable pervert!


They had a late lunch after the movie. Chloe tried to make small talk during the meal, but Oliver was glued to his phone. She ran her foot along his leg under the table.


“What’s Chloe up to today?”


“She’s not texting me back, I’m not sure what’s up. I haven’t heard from her since last night.”


“Strange… Maybe she’s not feeling well?”


“I wonder if I should go check on her.”


“And what, leave your poor mother home alone all evening?”


“We’ve spent the entire day together, Mom.”


“Come on, just a full day with your sweet mother. Didn’t you say you’re going on a date with Chloe this week anyway?”


Oliver looked at his mother. She was wearing the same revealing dress as earlier. Chloe noticed he was getting more and more comfortable looking at her. This could end horribly.


They went home.


“I’m going to play games with friends for a bit,” Oliver said. “We can watch TV later?”


“Sure, hun. Have fun with your video games.”


Oliver went into his room and closed the door. Video games. Video games. That’s coded language if there ever was any. She sat on the couch while she thought through what to do.


Thirty minutes later, she quietly opened the door to Oliver’s room. Why in God’s name does he not lock the door? He was sitting in a chair at his desk with large over-ear headphones on. His pants were on the ground. A muscular man with an unusually large penis was having intercourse with an older blonde woman while a younger blonde woman covered in tattoos sat on his face. I knew it! Video games my ass. He’s addicted. It’s sickening. I need to put a stop to this once and for all.


“Oliver! What are you doing?”


“Mom!” He jumped out of his chair, his headphones flying off. He nearly tripped and fell forward, bound by his pants around his ankles. His cock pointed right at his mother.


“I thought I told you earlier—that stuff you’re watching is no good. You need to cut it out. Clearly, this morning wasn’t enough for you, you horny, dirty, perverted boy.”


“I can’t help it, Mom. I’m just so horny. I don’t know what to do about it.” Tears welled in his eyes. Wow, he’s really upset. “Well, let’s see what we can do about it.” She stepped closer toward him. “Here’s an idea—I’ll fulfill more of your fantasies so you can stop watching that junk once and for all.”


Chloe walked up to Oliver and began to rub his cock again. She kissed its head. She pursed her lips together and let spit drip onto his member, then she began stroking it faster. Oliver groaned. She put her lips around it. Oliver, still standing, went weak in the knees.


“Tug my hair.” He did. She put her hands behind her back and used just her mouth.


Taking a break to catch her breath, she asked, “What next? Your wish is my command.”


He looked away, blushing. This may be too much for him. I don’t blame him.


“I… I want to suck on your tits.” He’s truly sick. His mother’s nipples stiffened.


“My darling boy,” she said, as she pulled her dress off over her head. “Come to Mommy.”


Oliver buried his face in his mother’s sagging breasts. He kissed her chest and made his way to her left nipple. He kissed it, licked it, bit it. Chloe occasionally jerked him off, but she could hardly focus. Her nipples are so sensitive. It’s incredible. I think, I think, I think I could… “Ahhhhhh.” Her body shook from the orgasm. “Good job, Oliver James. The best boys make their mothers come.”


Taking back the lead, Chloe led Oliver over to his bed. She had sex with him before on it, but that was in a different body. Oliver fell back on his bed as his mother crawled on top of him. Perched, she bounced up and down on his cock. She’s a bit less flexible than me, but I think I can make it work. Oliver encircled her nipples with his thumbs. She leaned forward, and he used his tongue on her left nipple again. Jesus Christ, she’s so sensitive. Lost in the ecstasy of the moment, Chloe tugged on his hair.


Chloe got off of him and said, “Take me from behind.” She got on all fours and stuck her ass up. Oliver grabbed it and entered her. He leaned over her and grabbed her tits from behind. He’s obsessed with his mother’s breasts. He never pays any attention to mine. What the fuck is that about?


Chloe couldn’t stay mad for too long, as she began moaning in pleasure. Oliver thrusting into her from behind, combined with her rubbing her clit while he tweaked her nipples was pure bliss. “How are you doing, sweetie?” she asked.


“Just fine, Mom.” He was blushing. “How about you?”


“Don’t lie, darling. It’s sinful, just like that pornography you watch. You love this, I can tell.”


The intercourse, the nipple play, and the clit rubbing were all in perfect sync.


Oliver backed out of her to take a break. “M-mom… Would, would it be okay if I…” Seriously? He’s never even asked me. Well, that’s going to have to change. And I need to make this mind-blowing for this whole thing to really work.


“Of course, son. Just go slow. And do you have any lube?” I know he does.


Oliver reached into his bedside table drawer and rummaged around. He pulled out a small bottle of lube and set it on the bed.


Arms wrapped around her thighs, Oliver stuffed his face in between his mother’s ass cheeks. He stuck his tongue in her vaginal opening at first while he massaged her anus. Then he lapped his way up. Chloe, the sensation utterly new to her, squirmed.


“Oliver, that feels fucking incredible, holy shit.”


He dripped the lube between her cheeks and drizzled some on his cock. He noticed the stretch marks on his mother’s ass and kissed them. “I love you, Mom.” Oliver grabbed both of her cheeks and entered her ass.


He rocked back and forth slowly. Wow. This is… different. “Remember, nice and slow.”


“You got it, Mom.”


Oliver rocked back and forth gently, just the tip of his penis inside. Chloe reached back and rubbed her clit. Oliver, of course, pinched her left nipple.


“How’s it for you?”


“Unbelievable. How about you?”


“So f-f-fucking good.” Chloe began fingering her pussy. Oliver kept rocking slowly back and forth. I’ve never felt this good, not ever. We have to give this a try on Tuesday. “Your hard cock feels incredible in my ass, I’m gonna come.”


His mother’s body jolted while he was still inside her, shaking from the orgasm. She moaned loudly.


“Where do you want to come, sweetie?”


Oliver took a moment to think while he was slowly rocking back and forth. Let me guess… “On your tits.” Knew it!


Oliver pulled out, and Chloe rolled over. He straddled her abdomen and drizzled more lube on his cock. He began stroking it furiously. “That’s it, Oliver James. That’s it. Stroke your hard cock. It’s so fucking sexy. Spray your come all over Mommy’s breasts.” Chloe squeezed her breasts together and ran her fingers along her nipples.


Oliver’s head jerked back, and his ass tightened. He let out a deep groan. He ejaculated all over his mother’s breasts, reaching all the way up to her chin. “Once again, you’ve made a mess that Mommy needs to clean up.”


“I’ll help with the chores,” he said, as he leaned down and began to lick up his semen, kissing all along his mother’s chest.


Chloe pulled him close, and they snuggled. The sun had set.


“I love you, boo,” Chloe said.


Oliver looked at her, surprised.



  Oh fuck, I think I blew it.



Then he nestled against her, both of them floating in the afterglow.


Chloe stroked his hair as they snuggled. Now’s my chance. “You were such a good boy today. What a man you’ve become. Can you promise me two things?”


“Of course, Mom. Anything for you.”


“Cut out the porn, it’s immoral.”


“I will, honest. I promise.”


“And let’s let this be just a today thing, okay? Back to normal tomorrow.”


“It may be a little awkward at first, but I think we can get back to normal, sure. Totally.”


Chloe continued to run her hand through his hair. “Good night, darling.”


Oliver fell asleep.


Chloe felt the connection with Oliver’s mother’s body begin to fade. She tucked Oliver in and returned to his mother’s room. Exhausted but satisfied, she got into bed and closed her eyes.





Chloe awoke the next morning in her body, still collapsed next to the table where her candles were burnt down and the cauldron sat. She got up saw the purple flame extinguish. Well, that was fucking wild. I think it worked, though.


She checked her phone. Ten missed texts from Oliver. Chloe tapped out a response. “Everything’s okay, but I appreciate your concern. Hope you had fun playing video games with your friends, sounds like it was a blast. Can’t wait for our date on Tuesday!”





Oliver’s mother awoke the next morning with a hangover. Every muscle in her body was sore. Her ass hurt a little bit, like the day after riding a bike for the first time in years. “What the?” She looked down at her chest. There was dried something all over it. “Must have really drooled last night.” Oliver’s mom checked the clock and saw the date. “Is the clock wrong? Where’d yesterday go?”





Oliver didn’t watch porn that morning when he masturbated in bed. He had plenty of film in his mental reel. When he was finished, he took a shower and ate an apple for breakfast. His mom walked out in a robe.


“Morning, hunny.”


“Morning, Mom.” He smiled and blushed.


“What day is it? I think my clock and phone are both wrong.”


“Today’s Monday. You’ve got work in an hour. Don’t you remember yesterday? We spent the whole day together.”


“I don’t remember a single thing.” She poured herself a glass of water and took a few ibuprofen. “I’m sure it was nice, though. What mother wouldn’t want to spend a day with her son?” She kissed him on the cheek. Oliver’s knees knocked together; arousal shot through his body.





“Oliver,” she leaned across the table and whispered. “When I asked you last week if you watch porn, you said ‘No, never.’ Were you being truthful with me?”


Oliver’s face reddened as he finished chewing his bite of fettuccine Alfredo and took a sip of wine. Quiet jazz music filled the air of the small Italian restaurant. Chloe broke a breadstick in half and ran it through her salad dressing.


“I wasn’t totally honest with you. I have watched it in the past. But I’ve stopped, honestly.”


Chloe reached over and grabbed his hand. “Thank you, boo, for being honest with me. You know how I feel about that stuff. I don’t want you to even need it. I want you to think of me whenever you’re feeling aroused when I’m not around. Maybe we could try some new things in bed soon?”


“That sounds great, Chloe. Really great.”



  Sweet Jesus, it worked. That was $400 well spent. But lord knows what he thinks of now when he rubs one out. I’ll need to replace those memories with new ones.




  The Princess’s Reward

  A bead of sweat formed on the princess’s temple. She sat across from her kingdom’s most trusted advisor—Bellus—a fat mustachioed man in his forties who was practically a second father to her. Bellus had no official standing or holding within the kingdom beyond Royal Aid, but he carried more sway and influence than those who inherited or were appointed.


Princess Miriam’s father—the king—was bedridden, his health deteriorating over the last many moons. “It’s time for you to take over for me, darling,” the king said to her from his bed weeks before. His breath was short. Princess Miriam held his hand. He finally caught his breath after a fit of coughing and said, “Bellus will be there to help. Trust him, and it’ll all work out.”


The candles on the table flickered as Princess Miriam and Bellus sat at the centuries-old wooden table in the Council Room.


“Is there nothing else we can do? My kingdom’s reputation is at stake. No one will want to trade with us, and my people are scared. We’ve offered enough gold for a man to fund a rival kingdom. We’ve brought in a so-called slayer from the Sumar Isles. We’ll run out of brave fools soon enough, and then we’ll have nothing to hope for.”


Bellus stroked his mustache and stared at Miriam. A slight smile came to his face. “I do have one last idea… But I’m afraid you’re not going to like it.”


“Stop being coy, Bellus, and just tell me. I’d do anything at this point to protect my people, whatever the cost.”


“All right, my grace. But first, promise me you won’t dismiss me flippantly. It is, after all, just an idea.”


“Gods, what do you have in mind? Fine, fine, I promise.”


“There is one thing we can offer that no one else has. Something that will inspire bravery beyond compare. An offer those not stupid enough to risk their lives yet would gladly throw away everything for. Something no amount of gold can buy.”


“My hand? Bellus, are you mad? We’d be throwing away a chance to make a lasting alliance with any number of powerful kingdoms.”


“No, my dear, not your hand…”


“Then… what?”


“Your maidenhood.”


The candles flickered as the air in the room changed. The princess’s face turned bright red. She pushed her chair away from the table and stood up.


“Bellus! How dare you!”


“An idea, just an idea, your grace.”


“No one would want to marry a princess who is not a maiden. My people will think I’m a slut!”


“The reward will not be known to all. And we can make sure our hero speaks no word of it. Craxam can brew just the potion…”


“I-I-I wouldn’t even know what to do.”


“It is quite simple, your grace. Pardon my crudeness, but you suck, you fuck, you make him come, and it’ll be over before you know it.”


“My father would never approve of this! He’d have your tongue just for suggesting it.”


“But your father’s not here.”


“I’ve dreamed of that night my entire life, and you want me to give it away as a reward as if it’s something that can be exchanged? Have you no respect for me, Bellus?”


“I don’t see any other options. People are fleeing and dying faster than they’re giving birth. No one wants to move here, it’s too dangerous. Trade has all but dried up to a trickle. The future of the kingdom is at stake. Your grace, you must do this for your people, for your kingdom.”


Princess Miriam sat back down and put her head in her hands.


“Fine, for my kingdom,” she said. “Make it so.”





Word spread through the kingdom and beyond of the princess’s reward. No one knew exactly what it was, and most assumed it was her hand in marriage or her family’s most treasured item—the black greatsword called Obsidian. It took weeks for the word to spread far enough to find new heroes who’d risk their lives against such an adversary. But they began to eventually show up again.





“Have you any updates on the situation?” Princess Miriam asked Bellus in the Council Chamber.


“An elderly wizard set off and was never heard from again. A young, queer witch from the north told the innkeeper one morn that she would be back in time for dinner but was never heard from again. There have been mournings of others, but none with any success. Be patient, my princess. It will take time for the right people to hear word and make the journey and do the work. We cannot rush it.”


“Yet we cannot afford to wait much longer. Or there will be no kingdom worth saving.”


“True enough, your grace. But patience for now.”





Princess Miriam sat in her father’s chamber, gripping his hand. “Stay strong, father. Is there anything I can get you?”


“No,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. She could hardly hear him.


Craxam handed her a bottle with a viscous blue liquid inside. “Help him drink this, princess.”


“Have you and Bellus taken care of the problem?” the king asked.


“We’re doing everything we can, Father, I promise.”


The king squeezed her hand, the first sign of strength she’d seen in him in weeks. “My legacy is at stake. Your legacy is at stake. Do what must be done, darling.”


“Yes, father. I will.”


The king drifted off to sleep, his lips stained blue.





Bellus burst into Princess Miriam’s bedchamber, which was larger than most of her subjects‘ entire homes, his face pink, panting, and sweating profusely.


“Your grace, your grace!”


“Yes, Bellus?”


“They’ve done it, they’ve done it! Your audience,” he paused to catch his breath. “Is requested in the throne room. They’ve something to show you. Gods, they’ve done it!”


“They, what do you mean, they?”


“It’s a group of them, they’re waiting for you right now.”


“My dear, sweet Bellus. There is no way to split the reward like a sack of gold for them. How will this even work? Do they have a leader?”


“Yes, yes. We will sort it out. I’m sure one of them did most of the work. Let’s hear what they have to say first.”


The princess followed Bellus to the throne room. They entered through the door near the throne. The princess walked up the steps and sat on the throne. She surveyed the room. Six people stood near the entrance, all inconspicuous. Her paltry royal guard stood behind them. Craxam stood in the corner, watching.


“Princess Miriam, I present to you, Vulture and his band of heroes,” Bellus said, moving his body and arms theatrically.


Vulture and the five others with him stepped forward. Each of them carried a woven sack in their hands.


“Your grace, it’s an honor to meet you,” Vulture said. He was terrifyingly handsome. His hair was black as a moonless night. Tall and muscular with graceful movements. His dark eyes didn’t waver when he stared at the princess. “We come bearing gifts, m’lady. Let me introduce my companions.”


Vulture’s companions fanned out and he started at the end and worked his way across.


“Trellar, a renowned archer who never misses their mark.” The petite elf took a bow and then stuck their hand into their bag. They pulled out an eye, although it wasn’t messy. It had somehow already been preserved. They set it on the table in front of the princess’s throne. “We present you the eye of the beast, who shall never witness another moment again.”


The elf archer stepped back in line.


“Veranth, a witch from the far west with spells unlike any this continent has seen before.” The witch stepped forward, only her face visible through her hooded cloak. She reached into her bag and pulled out a hard, flat, shiny object. “We present you the scale of the beast, which shall never deflect another arrow again.”


Vulture introduced the three remaining companions—a sturdy dwarf named Yort who gifted a fanged tooth larger than his hammer, a portly bruiser named Vega who gifted a talon, and a tall fencer named Leera who gifted the tip of a tail.


“And, finally, I, Vulture, present you with this.”


He reached into his bag and unfurled a tongue five feet in length, forked at the end.


“No longer shall this beast spray fire amongst your people, your fields, and your structures.”


Vulture slammed the tongue down on the table.


Princess Miriam stood up and clapped. “Bravo, bravo, Vulture and his brave companions. Well done. You have not only my thanks but the entire kingdom’s. They will write songs of you all, they will erect statues of you all, they will know you across the entire continent and beyond.”


Vulture and his companions bowed as if they had just returned to the stage after the completion of a play.


“Now what is this mysterious reward we have all worked so hard for, m’lady?” Vulture asked.


“In addition to my gratitude, you shall receive a gift only I can give. Craxam will prepare you, and then Bellus will lead you to my chambers. Until then.”


The princess kept her composure as she turned and left the throne room through the royal entrance behind her.





The princess sat on the edge of her bed in her chambers and took a deep breath, trying to regain her composure. “I can do this,” she said to herself in a whisper. “I must be strong like my father. Vulture is surely handsome enough…”


She leapt up, startled, from the knock on her door.


“Yes, you may enter,” the princess said.


“It’s only me,” said Bellus as he entered and closed the door behind him in a frenzy. His hands were on his knees, breathing heavily, he gained enough composure to spout out what he needed to.


“M’lady… Vulture and his companions, they say they all want to split the reward. I told them that’s simply not possible. Vulture asked to know what the reward is, and I told him, given that they’ve drank the potion. He laughed, pulled out his blade, and said that reward can easily be split. I-I don’t know what to do, your grace. I’m not sure our guard can handle them if I’m being perfectly honest. We lost our best to the beast in the early days…”


“The nightmare continues,” said Princess Miriam, her head in her hands. “What a mess you’ve gotten me in, Bellus. But the beast is gone, and it is my duty as the princess to give them their reward. Tell them to come in—all of them.”


“But m’lady, are you certain?”


The princess looked Bellus in the eyes and nodded.


“If anything goes wrong, just shout my name. I should be able to hear you.” Bellus walked back to the door and opened it, gesturing for the guests to come in.


The princess stood to welcome her guests. 


“My brave heroes, I can’t thank you enough. I and my kingdom are forever in your debt. As a way to give our thanks and make a payment on this debt, I present you with… myself.” With the confidence of someone twice her age, the princess removed her dress as she swayed back and forth, revealing nothing but her bare skin underneath. A chill ran across her tight, petite body, making her small nipples hard.


Vulture and his companions watched in silence, revealing nothing.


“I’m sure Bellus told you the reward, did he not? The group of you, however, is a surprise, so you’ll have to help me get creative, as this is my first time with one, let alone many.”


Vulture stepped forward and grabbed the princess’s hand. He raised it to his lips and planted a gentle kiss on it. “There’s no reward sweeter in all of the kingdoms, your grace. We shall have no problem with getting creative.”


“Where shall we begin? ’Tis your reward,” the princess asked, her voice breaking, betraying her faux confidence with the reality of the task at hand settling in.


“We, most of all, want to please you, m’lady,” Vulture said.


“Your gifts earlier pleased me more than anything else could—the safety of my people and my kingdom, there’s no greater pleasure.”


“That I’m not so sure of,” said Vulture, grinning.


Vulture moved his hand forward toward the princess, pressed his index finger between her lower lips, and slowly drug upward. The princess shuddered and let out a breath she didn’t realize she was holding, recoiling slightly from the touch.


She looked behind Vulture and saw that Vega, the large bruiser, had a hand down his pants. But the four others stood motionless, waiting for guidance from their leader.


“Let’s get you warmed up, your skin is entirely gooseflesh. Trellar, why don’t you have a taste of our royal lady’s juices?”


Vulture stepped back to be with the rest of his companions while Trellar, the non-binary elf, stepped forward. The princess was flustered with each glance. At one moment Trellar seemed masculine and handsome, the next more beautiful than anyone she’d seen before. “Your grace,” they said as they walked forward and curtsied before the princess. 


“Are all of your kind… like you?” she asked.


Trellar just smiled and shook their head.


“You’re beautiful. Yet handsome. It’s… confusing.”


Trellar leaned forward and licked the princess’s nipple with their tongue while they caressed the other nipple. They flicked their tongue back and forth, ever so slowly, ever so gently.


The elf kissed her down her body, falling to their knees as they did so. They wrapped both arms around her legs, squeezing her thighs, and began kissing her mons. They soon moved to the clit, and began encircling it with their tongue.


The princess, startled by the new sensation, stepped back. Trellar looked up, and the princess noticed the concern in their eyes. 


“I’m sorry,” was all she could muster, trying to catch her breath. “It’s all so new, so unfamiliar.” Behind the elf on their knees were the other five. Vega continued to play with himself while the other four stood, watching. “It’s awkward with all of them watching,” she said to no one in particular.


“I suppose you’re right,” said Vulture. “What’s an orgy if only two people are having fun?”


Leera, the tall, lanky fencer, leaned over and grabbed Yort, the dwarf, by the scruff of his beard and kissed him. He kissed her back and grabbed her ass.


“Veranth, let’s join in with our dear friend Trellar and help m’lady feel more comfortable.”


Vulture walked over to the princess and Trellar. He grabbed the princess’s hand and led her over to her bed. “Lie down, your grace. Trellar, resume what you were doing, but don’t make her come.” As Trellar began to eat the princess out again, Veranth walked up to the bedside and grabbed the princess’s hand in hers. Fully robed, just her eyes and nose visible, it wasn’t clear to the princess what she was thinking or feeling. The witch began to chant softly, the words inaudible. Her grip on the princess’s hand tightened. 


“My whole body, it’s getting warmer,” she said. “It feels amazing. Like I’m basking in the sun on a warm summer’s day. It’s like I’m glowing.”


“You are my dear, you’re positively radiating,” Vulture said. 


Trellar slowly lapped up the princess’s pussy. Finally feeling more comfortable, the princess ran her free hand through their silken hair, caressing it with a bit of envy.


“Are you comfortable, m’lady?” Vulture asked.


“Yes, OH, so comfortable. This… This is NOT what I expected,” the princess said, barely able to speak and contain her moans.


“What did you expect?”


The princess looked away from Vulture, Veranth, and the elf between her legs. “Not this…”


“Did you expect to be ravaged by a gang of bloodthirsty killers?” Vulture asked.


“That is not quite how I’d put it,” she replied.


“Is that what you’d like… to be ravaged?”


Princess Miriam looked up at Vulture.


“What I want is for you, Vulture, and your heroic companions to be satisfied. To ensure you get a reward worth the risk you all took.”


Vulture leaned forward and kissed the princess. She pulled away, subconsciously.


“Y-your lips, they’re hot…”


“Still a bit nervous, m’lady?” Vulture asked. “Don’t tell me, was that your first kiss?”


“N-no, not exactly,” she replied.


“Let me guess, childhood kisses in the courtyard with a visiting princeling from a faraway land?”


The princess’s face flushed pink as she looked away. Leera was on all fours with Yort fucking her from behind. He didn’t have to get down on his knees or lower himself at all, he was quite simply the perfect height for such an act. Vega hadn’t moved an inch, standing like a statue, except for his hand and its presence in his pants.


“What do your companions want? They haven’t much to say, do they?”


“They’re happy just to be here, to play their part. What would they even say? They wouldn’t want to ruin the mood with their babbling.”


“Trellar, won’t you go fetch our dear Vega? He’s looking lonely over there.”


Trellar soon returned with Vega, who towered over all of them. They then pulled down Vega’s pants, revealing his large, erect cock.


“You’ve been so patient, Vega. And for that, you get a reward. Let’s see how well our princess sucks a cock.”


The brute walked up the side of the bed, replacing Veranth.


“You want me to take that in my mouth?” she said, looking at the hard cock hovering near her face.


Vega thrust forward a little, poking her in the cheek.


“You could, at least, start with a hand,” Vulture said.


With her hand that was previously held by Veranth, she wrapped it around Vega’s cock. It twinged at the residual warmth. The princess started stroking it, hesitantly at first. She soon found a rhythm.


“You’re a natural,” Vulture said.


The elf crawled back into the bed and began eating the princess out again.


“I-I-I can’t focus while they do that,” she said.


“You’ll learn,” Vulture said.


The princess looked down at the elf, who she hadn’t realized pulled down their pants to expose their ass. Veranth was beside them, eyes closed, chanting again. Moments later, a floating cock appeared out of nowhere. It soon inserted itself in Trellar’s ass, fucking them while they ate the princess out. Veranth’s mutters slowly transformed into moans.


“Vega’s looking a bit neglected, m’lady,” Vulture said.


Princess Miriam stuck out her tongue and timidly licked the tip of his cock. It twinged with excitement yet again. She ran her tongue up and down Vega’s massive cock. Vega stood in silence, only the subtle movements and hardness of his cock giving away his pleasure.


She took him in her mouth. First just the tip, then as much as she could stand.


“Yes, that’s it,” Vulture said, a man possessed.


The princess bobbed her head on Vega’s cock. She gagged but powered through. 


“Caress his balls,” Vulture said. She did. Vega’s whole body trembled. “My dear Vega, it looks like you were a bit too eager earlier. You can hardly contain yourself.”


Vega’s ass cheeks tightened and he thrust forward. The princess recoiled. Semen flew out of his cock and covered the princess’s face. It was more than any normal man would produce, not that the princess would know the difference.


“How dare you! You insolent whelp!” cried the princess, cum running down her face. “You’ve made a mess of me!”


At that moment, something changed within the princess, something deep within the core of her being.


Vulture picked up the princess’s dress on the floor and handed it to her.


“My apologies, your grace. He simply couldn’t contain himself any longer.”


“Your brute thinks it’s okay to spray his seed all over a princess’s face? I’m going to make him pay.”


“I take full responsibility, m’lady. He’s my man.”


Vega stumbled off, barely able to walk, and collapsed on the fainting couch on the far side of the room.


The princess slapped Vulture in the face.


“No one does that to my face,” she said.


The princess wiped her face off and threw the dress aside. She looked over at the dwarf and the woman, surprised they were still at it.


“Yort, Leera, get over here. The royal bed is surely large enough for all of us,” Vulture said.


Meanwhile, Veranth’s magical cock was still fucking Trellar, the elf, in the ass, who gave up eating out the princess after her facial and was simply enjoying the magical ass fucking they were receiving. Veranth looked like she was receiving just as much pleasure from the way she was shaking, even though she wasn’t being touched by anyone at all.


The dwarf and the woman got up into the bed and picked up fucking where they left off. Leera straddled Yort, sliding down onto his cock.


Vulture took off his shirt and got up onto the large royal bed. “My dear princess,” he said, straddling her. Vulture leaned in and kissed her again while he slid off his trousers. She bit his lip and pulled his cock toward her.


“Fuck me, you filthy killer,” she said. 


Vulture entered the princess, who clawed at his back. He thrust back and forth. Slow at first, but speeding up over time. Vulture put his thumb on her clit and rubbed it while he fucked her. The princess moaned through gritted teeth.


Behind Vulture, Trellar shook as they orgasmed. The magical cock, not yet satisfied, floated off, erect, toward Veranth, who grabbed it with her hand and pet it like a cat. Yort, the dwarf moaned as Leera drained the cum and life out of him. He could be heard snoring soon after.


“Come over here,” the princess said to Leera. “You look like you’re not finished yet.”


“Fuck me from behind, Vulture, like the dwarf fucked her earlier,” the princess commanded.


“Yes, m’lady,” Vulture said.


Leera crawled under the princess who was on all fours. She then buried her head into Leera’s pussy, eating her out just like Trellar did. Except the princess wasn’t nearly as kind, not nearly as gentle. She took two fingers and entered Leera, beckoning her forward with each stroke as she aggressively licked the tall, lanky woman’s clit.


Meanwhile, Vulture grabbed her ass cheeks and entered her from behind. He gripped onto her haunches and slammed into her. 


“Harder,” she said. Vulture obliged. His balls slapped her with each thrust. 


Leera soon began to moan louder. Her body tensed before breaking out in an orgasmic spasm. The princess didn’t let up at all while the fencer came. Neither did Vulture, who was holding on for dear life.


Princess Miriam looked over her shoulder. “What’s that thing just doing hovering there?” she asked. “Put it to use.”


The magical cock floated over. Vulture leaned back to give way for it. It rubbed itself between her asscheeks, sparkling with some sort of magical lubricant. It then angled itself for entrance into the princess’s ass. It pushed forward slowly, teasing her. “Do it,” the princess said. The cock did as commanded and inserted itself inside of her ass.


“Fuck, that feels so good!” the princess said as Vulture and the magical cock fucked both her pussy and ass.


“How’s this for your reward you common-borne scum?” the princess asked.


“Better than I could have possibly imagined,” Vulture said.


Veranth began to pant and moan. But no words were spoken, just like the rest of her companions. Her pants and moans got louder and louder. “Fill my royal ass with your seed, you witch,” the princess said. And then the magical cock inside of the princess’s ass pulsed as it unloaded inside of her. The princess moaned her loudest moan yet. Then, Thwack! A loud crash rang through the room. The princess’ head shot up as the magical cock disappeared into thin air and cum drooled out of her ass down toward Vulture’s cock. “What was that?!” she yelled.


Vulture peered over at the brick wall, unmounted the princess, and walked over.


“Reveal yourself,” he said, seemingly to no one. “Now.” A brick slid out and behind it was a sweaty mustached face.


The secret door in the stone wall opened and the man stepped through. The princess got up from her bed and walked over, no longer the timid princess but the confident queen-to-be.


“Bellus?! How dare you! Where were you hiding?”


He looked down, ashamed.


“T-the secret exit, m’lady, in case of emergency. I-I was just making sure you were okay. It’s been so long since I left, and…”


“How long were you watching? The whole time?”


“Your grace, m-m’lady. Erm, yes. I’m so sorry. I’ll accept any punishment. Just please, know I meant no harm.”


“Get on your knees,” she said.


He dropped to his knees. “M’lady?” he asked.


“This is your punishment.”


She grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face toward her pussy. Bellus began licking her furiously.


“This was all your idea, you dirty old man. You didn’t care about the beast or the fate of the kingdom. You just wanted to watch me get fucked, didn’t you, Bellus? I’ve seen the way you look at me. You scum.”


He nodded his head as he ate her out.


“Poor Vulture, standing there all alone. Let’s have him join us, Bellus.”


The princess pushed Bellus onto his back. His face was soaking wet. She pulled down his trousers, which got caught on his hard cock. She cleared the hurdle and then got down on all fours and took all of him in her mouth.


Vulture came up from behind and entered her again. She reached back and swatted at his balls as he fucked her. Before long Bellus was quivering. She took him deeper and didn’t back away. His whole body quaked and he slapped the cold, stone ground as he bucked and filled up his princess’s mouth with cum. 


“You told me to suck and fuck and make them come, did you not Bellus? Well, tell me, how’s it feel? Has your plan worked out in every way you hoped it would and more?”


All he could do was nod.


“Well, Vulture, it’s just you and me. Is this everything you had hoped for, too? Do tell.”


“I, truthfully, had hoped to make you come, m’lady.”


“Kiss me, Vulture.”


The princess rolled onto her back and Vulture got on top. He kissed her and entered her again. She rubbed her clit while he fucked her and kissed her. She dug into his back. She pulled at his hair. She bit his lip. She marveled at his scars.


“Yes, yes, that’s it. Make me come, Vulture, make me come.”


Vulture grabbed her ankles and held them up as he fucked her.


“I’m so close,” he said, thrusting, his mind and body on another astral plane.


“Me too,” she said, “me too.”


The princess’s whole body quivered as she went over the edge. Vulture came right after, filling up the princess.


“Oh, Vulture. You saved me. You saved my kingdom. This was surely worth it.”


The princess put her hands around Vulture’s neck and looked into his eyes. They changed shape. His normal pupils were replaced with vertical slits. She quickly withdrew her hands as if she had just grasped a hot metal iron. Vulture began to laugh, his voice modulating between low and high pitches. His body convulsed. And then it fumed. Smoke billowed out and filled the room until nothing was visible. The princess shrieked.


The smoke began to clear. The princess looked around. The companions were gone. Bellus was collapsed on the floor, passed out without pants. Then she looked over at the far side of the room near the entrance. Coiled up in itself like a dog tired from the day, but ten times larger, was the beast—the dragon—looking right at her, grinning.



  About the Author

  Thank you for reading Arcane Awakenings! I hope these stories transported you to worlds where magic and passion collide.


If you enjoyed this collection, I’d love for you to visit my website for more free stories and books:



  echosinclair.com



There you’ll find:



  	More free erotic fantasy stories

  	New releases and upcoming projects

  	Behind-the-scenes content

  	Ways to connect and share feedback




Your support means everything to me as an independent author. Whether you share these stories with friends, leave a review, or simply visit my website, each interaction helps me continue creating the kind of content we both love.


Until next time,
Echo Sinclair






  Remember: This work is licensed under CC BY-NC 4.0. Feel free to share and remix these stories (with attribution) for non-commercial purposes. Let’s keep the magic spreading!
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