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Introduction

This book, along with its amazing cover artwork from AJ DinoRokski, inverts the idea so prevalent in sword and sorcery fiction and barbarian stories of a voluptuous woman in need of protection from a brutal warrior. Cassandra the elf sorceress qualifies as the voluptuous woman and the barbarian Brol is her protector always ready to carve apart does. But Cassandra is no damsel in distress, she’s the villainess on her own quest for power, and Brol, thinking he is saving her from danger again and again, merely her pawn.

Cassandra is certainly accustomed to letting men think they can control her. She relies on the belligerent lust of humans, orcs, and others to get her way. When Brol turns out to be a better warrior than most of the monsters she has been manipulating, she takes him on as her bodyguard. After all, a delicate elf sorceress would rather not get her hands dirty when she can have a human dripping with testosterone do all the hard work.

Even as Cassandra’s evil plan takes shape, Brol cannot believe the woman he has devoted himself to protecting would be responsible for such evil deeds. While Cassandra’s horde of monsters is rampaging through the kingdoms of mankind, Brol is still trying to protect her from danger. It would be a tragic relationship if Cassandra weren’t having so much fun getting plowed by monsters and wielding her sinister magic.

Writing this one was a great deal of fun and I came to appreciate the dynamic between Cassandra and Brol. I wouldn’t mind writing more stories featuring them in the future, maybe exploring Cassandra’s rule once her campaign of conquest has been ended or Brol finally realizing he needs to bring down the woman he has helped.

Of course, a mere barbarian could never defeat an evil sorceress, right?

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2024
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Unusual Hiring Practices

Cassandra Delacour was having a difficult evening in the city of Qarsus. The busty elf sorceress reached another dead end in the city’s Tumbledown District and tossed her head in frustration. Her long, lilac hair swept her pale shoulders.

She was not suitably dressed for traipsing about a slum. The floor-length black gown she wore was corseted and emphasized her enormous bust and the shapely flare of her hips. Such a revealing gown, strapless and tight-fitting, was attracting a great deal of attention from the denizens of the Tumbledown.

She was not afraid for her life, for her magic could incinerate hundreds of the wretches if any were foolish enough to approach her. But down here, in the most derelict quarter of Qarsus, she was subjected to the envious, ratlike stares of the impoverished. If any of those gutter rats tried to rob her, well, it could get very annoying.

The sooner she could be out of this awful neighborhood, the better. She could not simply leave. Not until she found what she was searching for.

Cassandra was after the entrance to Underfell. The ancient ruins of the old city were said to fill caverns and ancient tunnels beneath Qarsus. These unhallowed ruins contained many secrets and among them was said to be the Torc of the Irresistible Empress. This magic item, once used by Empress Jalatiti, lent the wearer the authority to control the minds of countless subjects and turn them into obedient slaves.

Such an item, combined with sorcery, would afford Cassandra almost unlimited power. She could conquer the weak minds of the human kingdoms, subjugate the elves, and enslave the wild races of goblins, orcs, and lizardkin. Those who somehow resisted her magical domination would find themselves facing the most powerful army ever assembled. With so much to be won, she could not simply abandon her search for the entrance to Underfell.

No matter how much she had to crawl around in the gutters of Qarsus.

She raised her hand and splayed her fingers, whispering the maintaining power words of her divination spell. Magic pulsed at her fingertips with magnetic force, drawing her down another dismal street lined with beggars and whores. Another pulse of urgent magic in her fingers and she slipped into a dank alleyway strewn with debris.

Greasy old tenements, both quite large, rose on either side of this alley like the faces of two ugly cliffs stained with smoke and speckled with bird droppings. There was a turn in the alley. A deeper darkness that led behind one of the buildings. Cassandra did not want to explore that foreboding path, she could sense the peril it symbolized, but her spell urged her towards it.

She rounded the bend in the alley, assuming she would find yet more refuse. Instead, two huge figures loomed up out of the darkness. They were green-skinned, bald, and knife-eared, with heavy brows and beady red eyes. One wore a poorly mended leather jerkin and short trousers that bulged obscenely at the groin. The other wore nothing at all save for a loincloth. The outline of his flaccid cock and bollocks was fully visible through the snug material.

Orcs. Huge and menacing.

“Wot you doin’ down ‘ere, elfy?” wondered the loincloth orc.

“Yeah, you lookin’ to get fucked?” asked the orc wearing shorts.

“No,” said Cassandra, the word escaping her like a gasp as she contemplated the thought of being taken by these green brutes. “No. I was just… you haven’t seen a door to the Underfell around here by chance, have you?”

“Might ‘ave,” said the loincloth orc, taking a step towards Cassandra. One big hand shot out and he grabbed her by her slender arm. “Why don’ you hand over your gold and we’ll tell ya alllllll about the door.”

“Or even better,” said the other orc, grabbing Cassandra’s other arm and smirking down at her. “You let us find the gold on that pretty elf body. I bet I know where it’s hid. Right… HERE!”

His rough hand shot out and he plunged his fingers into Cassandra’s jiggling cleavage. She cried out in shock as he yanked with all his brutish might and tore open the entire front of her gown. He split open the ribs of her corset and her plump tits dropped free of the dark silk bodice.

Cassandra could have incinerated one both orcs with the wave of her hand, but there was something about the tusked ruffians that appealed to her. A bit of brutality was just what she needed. A nice relaxing fuck and maybe she could persuade them, with her charms or her charms, to join her retinue. After all, there were dangerous things slithering through the Underfell. It might be wise to have a couple of brawny orcs between her and those horrors of the depths.

“Oh, but I have no gold,” cried Cassandra as both orcs began to fondle her breasts in their rough hands. They squeezed her soft mounds and tugged at her pink nipples. They laughed like overgrown boys as they watched her breasts jiggle in their fondling grasps. “Maybe… maybe I can pay you… some other way.”

“Oh, she pay us, Bruddik,” laughed the loincloth orc.

“She wants ta use ‘udder ways’, Tarvash,” chortled the orc wearing shorts.

Tarvash laughed and grabbed the torn sides of Cassandra’s dress. With a mighty, seam-bursting tug, he split the dark silk down her body, tearing it away like the crumpled remnants of a giftwrap. The other orc whistled at the sight of Cassandra’s dark, lacy underwear. She quickly shimmied out of them to spare them the same fate as her dress, leaving her wearing only shoes and sheer stockings.

“Elf is pretty,” said Tarvash, running his rough hand over Cassandra’s hip and around to squeeze her ass.

“Real nice,” agreed Bruddik, grabbing her tits in both hands. “And soft.”

“For big, smelly beasts, the two of you are rather attractive as well,” said Cassandra.

Her words made the orcs laugh heartily. Tarvash, clearly the leader of the two, grabbed her lilac hair, yanked her head back, and mashed a tusked kiss to Cassandra’s lips. His tongue plowed into her mouth and his growl tore through his kiss. He bore her down to the grimy cobblestones.

Bruddik moved behind her, pushing her down to her hands and knees and tearing off his shorts. Tarvash broke his kiss with a deep, sloppy tongue-jab that left her gasping and drooling. He stood up again, drawing aside his loincloth to let his huge green cock all but smack her across her face.

If the sorceress had expected any gentler treatment because she was being agreeable, she was soon disabused of that notion. Bruddik fed the massive head of his cock into her cunt with little prelude, stretching her wide as he plunged down to the bollocks in her clutching cunt.

“Elf tiiiiight,” roared Bruddik, gripping Cassandra’s broad hips with both hands.

She cried out in shock at the first thrust of the orc’s cock. Tarvash grabbed her by her lilac hair, wrapping her silken locks in his fist and using her hair as a handle to guide her mouth to his cock.

That cock was massive. The crown was a fat, dark-green apple of flesh spreading her lips wide and thrusting over her tongue. She gurgled and tears tracked down her face as the orc sheathed his full length down her throat. He drew back and thrust in again, mashing her nose into his groin and slapping his bollocks against her chin.

Cassandra gurgled unhappily, but even though a massive orc meatpole was plundering her throat, she couldn’t be too displeased. That was because Bruddik’s cock felt incredible pounding into her pussy. His powerful hips slapped against her and his huge hands nearly wrapped around the width of her slender waist. She felt like his cock was rearranging her inside with every stoke. He was snarling and growling out words in the savage tongue of orcs.

“Throat tight,” groaned Tarvash, rutting into the wet oval of Cassandra’s mouth. “Throat good! Throat WARRRRM!”

“Mmmmmmmm!” cried Cassandra, her lilac-colored brow knitting as pleasure tightened in her core. The wet slap of Tarvash’s cock and balls against her face was almost perfectly synchronized to the rapid smack of Bruddik’s hips against Casssandra’s plush bottom. Her pleasure built along with the orcs, reaching a crescendo as she cried out with a throat full of orc cock.

“Breed the elf!” roared Bruddik, hilting his surging cock in the clutching depths of Cassandra’s cunt.

“Drink seed!” bellowed Tarvash, his cock swollen and throbbing in Cassandra’s throat.

She felt the hot rush of orc spunk pumping into her from both ends. Spurt after spurt flooded her cunt and overflowed her folds. A massive tide of thick, salty orc goo burst into her throat and she had no choice but to gulp it down again and again as Tarvash emptied his pulsating bollocks.

The orcs were left grunting and panting, their cocks buried in Cassandra from both ends. She was still gasping and shuddering with aftershocks as they began to speak to each other in their snarling orc language. Though she did not know what exactly they were saying, she knew they were deciding what to do with her. Cassandra’s magic ensured she had nothing to fear about being bred by an orc, but their cruelty could prove dangerous if they decided they wanted to dispose of her.

The orcs drew their cocks out of Cassandra’s mouth and cunt, trailing their slimy spunk from both her well-used holes. She coughed softly, her hair hanging in her face and cum dripping in silky strands from the raw lips of her cunt. She let them think she was beaten as she considered which spell to use to either dominate them or kill them. She was leaning towards dominate, since they fucked her so well.

“Unhand her, devils!”

The angry shout echoed down the alleyway. The orcs and Cassandra froze in surprise and looked in the direction of the voice.

An olive-skinned human rippling with muscles strode into a nearby pool of moonlight. He wore his dark hair long and braided on one side. His eyes blazed with righteous fury. The orcs snarled and turned to face the unexpected interloper.

Cassandra went for her panties and the remains of her dress as the massively built barbarian strode to her rescue.

“Don’t be afraid, my lady,” said the human. “I will protect you from these curs!”

“Stupid human,” laughed Tarvash. “Elf is ours. We take your life, then we take your money.”

“Maybe we just cripple you and let you watch us fuck her some more,” guffawed Bruddik. “I think I’ll—”

The barbarian swung his great sword with such sudden force that it seemed to cleave through Bruddik’s words in the middle of a syllable. The orc had time to gurgle once in surprise. His head toppled from his shoulders and blood sprayed from the stump of his neck.

Tarvash was stunned for a moment, but as the barbarian took another swing, the orc brought up his guard. A furious exchange of blows followed as the massive human drove the orc back into the darkness of the alleyway. Cassandra heard a wet slashing collision of flesh and blade unseen in the shadows and Tarvash dropped to his knees. He looked at Cassandra for a moment, perhaps wondering if it had all been worth it to fuck her face. Then his head rolled from his shoulders and his body slumped flat.

“Let me help you up,” said the barbarian, leaning over Cassandra and offering her a hand.

She took hold of his huge fingers. If anything, this human was even bigger than the two orcs that he had just dispatched. And easier on the eyes.

“Thank you,” said Cassandra, covering her nudity with the torn pieces of her dress. “You rescued me, ah, just in time. Those two were about to do terrible things to me.”

“Thank the gods I arrived in time to protect your innocence,” said the barbarian. “My name is Brol. I am at your service, my lady. Anything I can do to help you, I will do.”

“Oh, but you’ve already saved me, Brol! My name is Cassandra and I am the one who must do something… for you.” Cassandra dropped her torn clothing from her body and fell to her knees before the handsome barbarian.

“Cassandra… what? What are you doing? Ohhhhhh!”

His eyes went wide as Cassandra curled her fingers into his fur-lined loincloth and peeled it down from his groin. His cock was bigger than she had anticipated. Not quite a match for the orcs, but only because it was not quite so thick. She gripped the straining shaft in both her small hands and looked up adoringly at the barbarian.

“I should never have tried coming here without a bodyguard. But you’ll protect me… won’t you, Brol? Mmmmmmphhhhhmmm!” She buried his hard cock in her mouth, sliding him down her throat and pressing her nose into the dark thatch of his pubic hair. Her tongue teased his bollocks. Deepthroating a man of his size was a skill that only whores and elves excelled at. It took hundreds of blowjobs on very large cocks to master.

And Cassandra had mastered the skill. She bobbed vigorously while maintaining eye-contact with the pleasure-struck barbarian beefcake. Her tongue teased his bollocks as her silken throat worked his cock. Gurgling moans and lewd slurping filled the alleyway with the sounds of her performative lust.

She thought surely this meathead would allow her to drain his cock and then submit to her authority, but she should have known better than to trust a barbarian’s good sense. Brol pulled her from his cock, leaving her gasping and trailing strands of precum-thickened saliva.

“Enough of this,” he growled. “You tempt me with your mouth, but I must show you the pleasure of my cock, lady sorceress!”

He stood her up and pushed a hand between her legs. He kissed her hungrily. A sloppy, barbarian’s kiss with a forceful tongue. Two thick fingers thrust into her creamy cunt and Brol let out a chuckle against her lips.

“So wet for me already? Then there is no need to wait!”

She decided not to mention that most of the copious wetness was residue from her encounter with the orc. She moaned, “Oh, I can’t wait, Brol! Fuck me!”

“As you wish, sorceress!” he laughed. He tossed his fur-lined cloak upon the ground and threw her onto her back upon it. He pushed her legs back until her knees were nearly touching her plump tits and guided his spit-slicked cock to her entrance. He groaned with satisfaction as he hilted within the snug depths of her cunt.

“OhhhhhHHHHH!” cried Cassandra, arching appreciatively as his cock began to piston in and out of her creampied cunny. Orc filth smeared Brol’s shaft, and each thrust took on a raunchy, wet sound as his cock plunged deep and his tightening bollocks beat against her asshole.

“You’re a beauty,” grinned Brol, holding the backs of Cassandra’s legs as he plundered her pussy with intense strokes that made her breasts sway and splash against her ribcage.

She could not hold back much longer. The slick length of his cock was hitting just the right spot inside her and sending peals of pleasure ringing through her body. She cried out, tossing her silky lilac hair across her face and parting her lips in a wordless wail of ecstasy. Her orgasm rose like a serpent within her and coiled around Brol’s plunging cock.

“Ohhhhhh, my guardian,” cried Cassandra. “My protector! You’re making me… making me cummmm!”

Waves of pure pleasure rippled through her core and squeezed the thrusting length of him. She could feel every vein along his shaft. The throbbing of his tip against her womb. Every slap of his bollocks against the cum-smeared divot of her asshole.

“I cannot hold back either!” cried the barbarian, leaning into her and driving deep.

“Cum for me,” cried Cassandra. “Cum inside me!”

Brol’s bellow of pleasure was almost as savage as the roars of the orcs he had massacred to protect her. She felt the hot jet of his seed deep inside her. Pump after pump, flooding against the entrance of her womb and diluting the orc filth already inside her. She wrapped her legs around him then, holding him deep, his throbbing bollocks nestled against her ass. His cock pulsing as he leaned down and kissed her passionately.

“Ohhhhh, Brol,” she moaned against his lips. “You will help me… explore Underfell… won’t you?”

“Whatever you ask of me, my sweet Cassandra,” he said, kissing her again.

She suppressed a laugh at how easily he was tamed. She wrapped her arms around him and let her tongue tangle with his in a passionate reply to his kiss. This human might just prove his worth in the deadly depths beneath Qarsus. And if not… at least he could fuck her properly.
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Torc’d Off

Cassandra’s hulking barbarian bodyguard smashed his way through an entire platoon of skeleton warriors. His muscles alone seemed enough to break apart their fragile bones and send limbs and ribs clattering across the ancient stones of the temple of Sekt.

“Stay back, Cassandra,” warned Brol, swinging his sword in a wide arc and decapitating two more skeletons.

She waited impatiently for him to finish as more skeletons came rattling into the chamber and were quickly dispatched by Brol. He did look quite fetching, getting all sweaty and furiously swinging his sword, his muscles straining and glistening and his dark hair whipping about his head. But this was taking too long. Cassandra could have incinerated the skeletons with a cone of fire or froze them in a block of ice with a frost spell.

“Hurry up,” she said. “We are almost to the treasure room!”

Her hours of crawling through the Underfell were about to pay off. According to her divination spells, the Torc of the Irresistible Empress was nearly in her grasp. With it, the sorceress could dominate all who opposed her and create an empire of magic to last ten thousand years. But first, she had to find the torc.

“This way, my lady,” said Brol, battering the last of the skeleton warriors to the floor and stomping on its head.

“Yes, good job, barbarian,” she said, tossing her lilac-tinted hair and stepping gingerly over the remains of the skeletons. “Empress Jalatiti’s vault should be just ahead. But be wary of traps. I should not like to lose you, Brol, my brave hero.”

She batted her eyes at him and smiled sweetly. The big, dumb oaf blushed and nearly walked into a spike trap that came spearing through holes in the wall. His reflexes were so quick that he managed to swing his sword and decapitated the spikes before they impaled him.

“Through here, my lady,” he said, helping her to navigate around several obvious pressure triggers on the floor.

“Yes! At last!” Cassandra’s eyes seemed to glow with her sinister delight. But alas, the vault was bare. Recently looted by someone or something else. She closed her eyes and pressed her fingers to the cushioned reliquary that had contained the torc. She could feel the thin threads of magic leading upwards. Above ground into the deep deserts to the east of Qarsus.

“I am sorry our quest has failed,” said Brol.

“Not failed,” said Cassandra. “Our quest continues. I sense the path of those who have taken the torc from this vault. We will return to the surface and rest, then we pursue the traces into the desert.”

“Yes, of course, my beautiful lady,” said Brol, kissing her and cradling her ass in his hands. She let him kiss her, knowing that it deepened her control over the brutal simpleton.

Getting Rowdy in Qarsus

In a tavern called the Lusty Pig, they feasted and drank heavily, though the wine seemed to do little to Brol. Cassandra let the warmth of the alcohol wash over her, enjoying the brief feeling of losing control of herself. She laughed at Brol’s awkward flirtations. Then she noticed a handsome, chiseled blond beefcake watching her from the bar.

“Excuse me, Brol, I want to get another cup of honey wine,” she giggled, rising from the table and gliding across the tavern.

“Allow me, my lady,” he said.

Cassandra ignored him and went to the bar anyway, pushing her body against the counter in such a way that her enormous breasts nearly spilled from her bodice. She glanced over at the handsome blond barbarian.

“Why hello there,” she said, looking up and down his sculpted body.

“Greetings,” said the barbarian. “My name is Yar. What is your name?”

“Mmmmmm… Cassandra,” she said, turning her back to the bar and leaning against it to arch her body and show off her heaving tits to Yar. “You’re quite the slab of beef, Yar. Do you have a spear to match that sword on your hip.”

“I don’t use spear,” said Yar in a thick accent of the northern tribal lands. “I use sword. Not spear.”

“I meant down here,” said Cassandra, reaching a hand down to his fur-lined loincloth and giving the bulge a squeeze.

“Ah! Yes. Good spear. Very big.” His simple grin widened and she could feel by the size of the lump beneath her hand that he was telling the truth. Yar took hold of Cassandra’s shapely hip with a hand of a similar scale to the bulge in his loincloth. She gasped as he pulled her closer, her breasts squeezed against his chest as she looked up at the handsome, hulking man. The barbarian growled, his voice a low rumble as he said, “I show you spear. You come to room.”

“Oh, such a brute,” giggled Cassandra. “But I have a thing for—”

“Unhand her, you ruffian!” bellowed Brol, shoving Yar back from Cassandra.

“You dare touch me!? She not your property!” Yar took a swing at Brol, but Brol was too quick. He ducked and brandished his massive fists like a couple of maces.

“Boys, boys,” giggled Cassandra. “There is enough of me for the both of you.”

They ignored her. Brol and Yar had become a brawling tempest of hypermasculinity. They smashed into tables and chairs and knocked other patrons aside as they traded blows in the tavern. It wasn’t a long fight. Yar landed some body blows, but Brol slammed a huge fist into Yar’s jaw and staggered him back. Cassandra could see the disorientation in the northlander’s eyes. A second swing laid him out flat on the tavern floor.

Brol fell upon him, slamming his fists into Yar’s face repeatedly.

“Oh, Brol, that’s enough,” cried Cassandra. “Don’t kill him!”

Brol growled, getting to his feet and turning to the sorceress.

“You teased him with your body! You made him crave sex!”

“You men always crave sex,” said Cassandra, rolling her eyes and running her hands enticingly over her bodice.

“Yes! We do! Right now I want sex!” roared Brol and he grabbed Cassandra in his arms and flung her down onto one of the tables cleared by his fight with Yar.

Cassandra was shocked by this sudden violence directed at her. She was almost angry enough to incinerate Brol, but then he stood over her and untied his loincloth and his big, veiny cock dropped free. She changed her mind. She wanted to be fucked and she didn’t care if it was right in front of the startled patrons of the tavern.

“Ohhhhh, yes, to the victor the spoils, Brol,” she moaned, drawing up her skirt and spreading her creamy thighs.

Brol pulled her panties aside and yanked the laces of her bodice open to expose her big breasts, the soft mounds seeming smaller as they spread against her ribcage. She gasped as he took hold of his cock, rubbed the fat tip at her slick entrance, and buried his hard dick inside her.

The bartender and patrons watched in disbelief, enthralled by the sight of the buxom sorceress being fucked by the huge barbarian right there on the table in their midst. Cassandra loved having an audience. She wailed and bucked with pleasure, showing off her heaving tits to them and moaning with each skewering stroke of Brol’s massive meatpole.

“Ohhhhh, yes, I was wrong to tease him! Your huge dick is the only cock I need!” Cassandra cried, her feet in the air as Brol plunged his huge cock in and out of her slick cunt.

The table rattled and squeaked against the floor as he fucked her even harder. One of the barbarian’s meaty hands held her slender neck. Not choking her, just keeping her steady. Her tits splashed with each hilting thrust of his mighty cock.

“Ahhhhh! I will mark you!” roared Brol.

“Yes, mark me with your seed, Brol,” cried Cassandra, her cunt quaking with pleasure. “Let them all witness it! Ohhhh, make me cum and then… then cover me with your hot barbarian load!”

“RAAAAAAAA!” Brol, red-faced and sweating, plunged harder and faster into Cassandra’s pussy. Her pleasure tightened around his thrusting fuckspear and she felt intense, throbbing ripples of ecstasy shudder through her core. It was an orgasm so powerful that sparks of wild magic shot from her fingertips and crackled momentarily from her nipples.

Brol gave a last wordless roar and drew his huge cock from her clutching cunt. He stroked his red length in one fist and aimed it at Cassandra’s exposed body. She tossed her hair and writhed atop the table, crying out as her emptied cunt clutched at nothing, feeling the eyes of two dozen men on her carnal display. Then the geyser of Brol’s pleasure exploded from his cock. Hot lashes of spunk showered down onto Cassandra’s arched body, painting her heaving tits and drenching her abdomen. He finished on her heated cunt, dribbling and smearing her folds with his seed.

“Ohhh, yessss, Brol,” she cried, playing with her tits and smearing them with his cum. “Such a big load from such a big boy.”

“Not a boy! A man!” Brol roared and scooped her up. He threw her over his shoulder as some of the patrons of the tavern began to whistle and clap with appreciation. Cassandra giggled with drunken laughter as her bodyguard carried her up the stairs and to their room.

She expected it would be a pleasurable night.

Brol’s Bounty

Cassandra felt her bodice part and her skirt tear. Brol was even rougher now that they had returned to the room they were sharing at the inn. His hands were pitiless as they stripped her completely naked on the bed of the inn. He fondled her soft tits and leaned down to run his tongue over her nipples. He even bit at one and when she objected he silenced her with a tongue kiss that nearly made her gag with the depth of his tongue.

She was at his mercy and drunk enough to enjoy it. Brol fucked her again, her legs wide apart and her feet in the air, his magnificent huge body atop hers and his big, veiny cock plundering her pussy until Cassandra wailed with ecstasy. He turned her over, onto her hands and knees, fucking her like a beast and smacking her clit with the swinging weight of his bollocks.

“Oh, yes, you brute,” she cried, throwing her plush bottom back against him. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder!”

“I will fuck you so hard that you never forget it,” roared Brol, grabbing a handful of her hair and using it as a lever to slam harder and deeper into her clutching cunt. Her orgasm soon followed. It was intense, squeezing pleasure that made her feel every ridge and bulge of his cock as her slick walls clung to him. She bucked back against Brol, skewering her blushing cunny onto his beastly barbarian bludgeon.

With a triumphant roar, he hilted his cock inside her and let loose with hot, pulsating torrents of his seed. His cum drenched her inner walls and spurted against her womb. It was a simple matter to protect herself from pregnancy with magic, but she indulged his victorious roar with a cry of, “Oh, yes, Brol! Breed me! Fill me!”

Her words seemed to heighten his pleasure as fresh waves of his cum jetted against her clutching inner walls. A massive load that she felt overflowing her stretched cunny and dripping down her trembling thighs. Such a flood of his seed that she came again, squeezing his cock with her inner muscles and wringing out every drop of his cum.

At last, the barbarian’s fury and strength seemed to fail him. He lay panting heavily atop her back. Kissing her shoulder. Moaning softly. Then he eased his huge cock out of her creamy depths with a lewd slurp.

“Ohhhhhh, yesssss, I want more,” moaned Cassandra, looking back at the sweaty brute over her shoulder.

“No more,” rasped Brol, rolling over and flopping onto his back on the bed. “You are a succubus. You had enough.”

But Cassandra was not about to let Brol decide when she’d had enough. Even though her cunt was frothy with spunk and Brol’s load was dripping down her thighs, she wanted more of his seed.

She crawled between his sweaty legs, stroking her way up to the slowly wilting length of his cock. It was filthy with the scent and residue of their sex, but that only drove the drunken sorceress further. She began to lick up the traces of their pleasure. Tasting the saltiness of cum and sweat and swirling her tongue against Brol’s cock until the barbarian grunted and looked up from the pillows.

“What… are you doing?” he groaned.

“Mmmmm… I think there’s more cum in here,” she said, fondling his heavy bollocks and pressing kisses to Brol’s cockhead. “This succubus wants it.”

“Oh… you are a demon,” chuckled Brol, propping his head up among the pillows so he could watch. “If you wish to squeeze a stone, perhaps something will come out.”

“Mmmmm, I’ll get every drop,” she said, winking at him as she engulfed his cock in her hot, eager mouth.

Cassandra’s mouth descended on Brol’s cock, sucking at him until his flaccid flesh began to stiffen once more. She slurped at him eagerly, eyes blazing with lust as she gazed up at him from between his legs. She rarely liked to suck the cock of a lover. It was such a submissive act. Yet in the right moment, such a deed could be truly pleasurable.

Especially when she was drunk.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around him, feeling his hardness throb between her lips. “You have such a big cock… I’ll really have to try hard… mmmm… to get this whole thing down my throat.”

Of course, Cassandra was good at everything she attempted. Her throat relaxing as she slid Brol’s huge cock deep into her mouth. She swallowed around his hard tip, sliding it deeper, her eyes watering a little from the effort. Brol groaned with amazement and brought a hand down to her head. He cradled it against him as she began to bob all the way from his tip to his root. Her throat open to him and swallowed around him as her saliva lubricated his cock and dripped from his balls.

“So good,” groaned Brol, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’ll make me cum again… if you keep doing that with your throat.”

“Mmmnngggghhnnn,” agreed Cassandra, working her throat around him and tonguing the tightening payload of his bollocks. She tightened her lips around his shaft, bobbing just a little as she used her silky throat muscles to massage his cock. It was more than Brol could endure.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” roared the barbarian, thrusting deeper into her mouth and throat.

Cassandra gurgled slightly as she felt his cock begin to twitch. A moment later, hot cum pumped into the depths of her throat. She swallowed the hot, slimy spunk. Again and again. Drinking and draining Brol’s gushing load until she felt the tackiness of it in her throat and the weight of it sloshing in her belly.

Brol squirmed as she kept sucking.

“Enough,” he groaned. “Too much.”

“Mmmmhhnnnnnng,” giggled Cassandra, sucking him through his refractory period. Slurping furiously on Brol’s massive cock with such vigor that his hardness did not flag. The post-orgasmic agony gave way in seemingly moments to a cry of disbelieving pleasure. With that, another eruption as Brol’s cum spurted again down her throat. Pumping again and again until, at last, his cock began to wilt.

“You made me… made me cum twice like that,” gasped Brol as Cassandra finally lifted her lips from his cock.

“I can make you cum as many times as I want,” she giggled and crawled beside him, pressing her naked curves against his muscular body. “Two was enough for now. Maybe in the morning I’ll go for three in a row.”

“Ohhhhh,” groaned Brol, sinking back into the pillows.
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Orc with the Torc

The grisly trophies of the Shatterbone Clan were impaled outside the gates of the fortified orc village of Nulderok. Heads, most of them human, rotted atop the spiked walls. Caged bones were hung from chains and were picked at by hungry crows.

“I do not like this plan, Cassandra,” murmured Brol, shifting uncomfortably beneath the weight of the heavy fur that draped his massive frame. Gold necklaces jangled against his chest. “I dress like a fool and lead you into great peril.”

“Our choices are simple, Brol,” murmured Cassandra as the gates of Nulderok began to slowly swing open. “There are a thousand orcs in this village. My divination spell cannot be wrong. Their chief, Gorik, has the torc. To get to him, you would have to kill your way through all those orcs. Do you really think you could take them all?”

“No,” admitted Brol, watching warily as a trio of hulking orcs emerged through the gate.

“Then we do it my way,” said Cassandra, giving him a subtle pat on the arm.

She stumbled towards the orcs as if shoved from behind by Brol. They stopped, hands upon their sheathed blades, wary of her approach, but curious about the beautiful elf coming towards them.

Cassandra was nearly naked, her large, soft breasts jeweled with a necklace taken from a merchant in Thedes. Her lower half was covered only in a loincloth of fine chain that hung against her plush buttocks and covered her mound. Her hair was worn back in a slave tail, gathered at a golden clasp with a slaver’s mark sigil. A similar mark decorated a gold collar around her slender neck and, faked with Cassandra’s magic, decorated her left hip as a brand.

The orcs fairly drooled at the sight of her, so luscious and submissive as they approached. Brol stepped forward, drawing back the hood of his fur-lined cloak, his face masked with false ritual scars created with Cassandra’s magic. They were the marks of a Red Tooth slaver from the north. The Red Tooths were a tribe of human giants that traded and managed to coexist with the Shatterbone orcs.

The only humans tough enough not to be viewed as prey by the orcs.

“What you want, Red Tooth?” growled the largest of the three orcs, eyeing Cassandra. “You got tribute for chief? We take her.”

One of the orcs reached for Cassandra’s leash and Brol snarled and slammed his own big fist on the orc’s arm, knocking it away. The other two orcs reached for their blades.

“She is a trained pleasure thrall,” said Brol. “Not for some gate guards to sully with their filthy hands and cocks. I bring her to Gorik. I sell her to Gorik.”

“We could kill her and take her from you,” snarled the orc that Brol had struck.

Brol’s smile revealed the illusion of teeth filed into points, another trait of the Red Tooths. He pushed back his cloak and showed the orc the sword that filled his sheath.

“You can try,” said Brol.

The orcs muttered to one another and decided that the huge barbarian was a little more trouble than Cassandra was worth. They stepped aside and allowed Brol and his “slave” to enter Nulderok.

Brol gave Cassandra’s leash a yank and led her through the gate and down the main road through the village. The dirt path was crowded with the orc dwellings. Some were little more than yurts and others were dugout cabins shingled in chipped wood. Cookfires trickled smoke from a hundred chimneys. Orc whelps played with bones, using them as swords. Goats bleated piteously from pens. The hostile red eyes of orcs gathered in doorways to watch the hulking human and his elf slave pass.

They approached the chieftain’s lodge, like the great back of a tortoise fashioned from wood. The banner of Gorik – a stark white tusked skull against a red field – hung over the entrance. An orc guard wearing a horned helm took one look at Cassandra and Brol and stepped aside to let them enter.

Gorik was feasting on a shank of raw meat, hopefully a goat or pig, as Cassandra approached. She hesitated and Brol goaded her towards the massive orc sitting atop the wooden throne.

“What is this?” Gorik rose from his seat, his enormous body a contrast between his muscular arms and legs and his large gut. He was one-tusked and scarred from his bald head to his notched ears to his muscular chest and bloated gut. This was a leader who fought his way to the top and probably kept fighting to keep his place atop Nulderok.

Cassandra, despite her general distaste for orcs, found something appealing in Gorik. And it was more than that sizable bulge in his loincloth.

“I bring you a trained pleasure thrall for sale,” said Brol, standing firm as Gorik approached.

The orc towered over them both, looking down at Cassandra with a grisly smile. He wiped the blood from his chin on the back of his arm.

“This is a good breeder,” admitted Gorik. “Fifty silvers.”

“Fifty gold,” countered Brol.

“A good joke, but my cock does not have such expensive tastes.”

“Twenty then,” said Brol.

“Twenty,” growled Gorik, offering Brol his hand. They shook on the bargain and Gorik gave him the sack of gold. Brol made sure to count it as Cassandra had told him the Red Tooths always counted their coin. Satisfied, he left, and Cassandra was alone with Gorik in the orc’s throne room.

The huge orc gazed down at her, kneeling before him, and his wide mouth curled into a savage smile. Cassandra chanced to look up and saw the very object she sought. The Torc of the Irresistible Empress, a twisting golden band meant to fit around a human’s neck, was being worn like a bracelet on the orc’s left wrist. She could feel its power and authority rolling off him like invisible smoke.

Because he was wearing the torc incorrectly, he was using only a fraction of that power. Still, when he gave a command to Cassandra, she felt it like the peal of a church bell ringing through her body. Her first instinct was to obey him.

“Follow me,” his deep voice rumbled. “A body like that demands to be bred.”

“Y-yes, master,” Cassandra gasped, her voice quivering as she rose to her feet and followed the lumbering orc to the warmth of his bedchamber. The furs of great beasts were piled upon his looted mattress. A galley of white skulls and strange treasures decorated the private quarters of the conquering orc.

Cassandra lingered to have a look at some of those trinkets, feeling the magical power pulsating from several of them, but Gorik commanded her, “Kneel on my bed.”

He might as well have yanked her by her leash. She cried out softly, obeying his ringing command as she dropped to her hands and knees on Gorik’s bed. She lowered her face and her soft breasts to the furs and lifted her hips. The delicate chain of the loincloth was all that guarded her bottom and her cunt now.

“Please,” she moaned softly. “Breed me, master.”

“The Blood Tooth trained you well,” chuckled Gorik. He seized the dangling halves of Cassandra’s loincloth and yanked them roughly. She cried out as the soft chain of the front was pulled tight against her cunt. The orc snarled and pulled harder, twisting the chainmail in his grasp and tearing it free of Cassandra’s jiggling ass. Links broke and scattered and the huge orc tossed the rest of the loincloth away as he roughly grabbed Cassandra’s plush globes.

“Ahhhhhh, master,” moaned Cassandra.

“Good meat,” rumbled Gorik, squeezing and spreading her cheeks. He dragged two thick fingers over the slickness of her mound, rubbing her clit for a moment as his thumb massaged her clenched asshole. “If you disobey me or anger me, I’ll roast you over the cookfire. But for now… I breed.”

“Ohhh!” cried Cassandra, feeling the orc rise on the bed behind her. She dared a look over her shoulder and saw Gorik’s huge cock, a green pillar that looked like a battering ram with its blunted head and thick, veiny shaft.

He took hold of Cassandra’s waist with his huge, rough hands and she felt his swollen cock press against her slick entrance. He was too big, she thought for a moment, and then all thought was driven from her mind as he plunged his cock into her with a single, brutal thrust. His massive fuckpole hilted in her slick cunt, pounding into her backwalls and stretching her pussy wide as his huge balls swung and slapped against her clit.

Pain. Intense, desperate pain struck her with that first thrust. But the pain subsided with each subsequent thrust. By five she was whimpering. By ten she was moaning. And by twenty, Cassandra was crying out with pleasure and pushing her ass back to meet the orc chief’s thrusts. She could think of no way to steal the torc from him, but at that moment she did not care. His cock, this rut, was all that mattered.

"You are mine, slave,” growled the orc, his hot breath against her ear as he hunched over her. He grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her upwards until she was high on her hands and knees.

“Yessss, fuck me, master,” she moaned, her cunt clutching at every stroke and her body quaking with pleasure. Her breasts began to swing beneath her as Gorik’s thrusts intensified. Her fingers curled into the furs. Her pleasure built as he held her head yanked back and pressed savage licks and sucking kisses to her neck.

His bedchamber was filled with the slap of flesh against flesh, the orc’s bestial grunting, and Cassandra’s passionate cries of pleasure. His thrusts became more intense, the orc’s hips beating a wild rhythm against the jiggling cushions of her buttocks.

“I am going to breed you know, slave,” he growled, his voice low and primal. “I will fill your pretty womb with my seed and mark you as mine. Soon you will grow fat with my sons and your tits heavy with milk! Give yourself to me, slave. Forever.”

His words only spurred Cassandra’s lust. She knew her magic protected her womb, but for a moment she let that magic slip. She obeyed him and released the ward upon her fertile vessel. She cried out with ecstasy, surrendering to the orc’s lust. To his promise of breeding.

Her orgasm gripped her, and she cried, “Breed me, master! Claim my body!”

Her pussy spasmed around the mighty ram of his cock. She felt the ridge of his cockhead and each pulsating vein. She felt the drum of his heart pounding inside her as he stretched her inner walls around his swollen cock. Her copious nectar and his drooling precum churned around each stroke and added a lewd, wet note to his rutting.

He roared with pleasure, his cock pulsating inside Cassandra, and she felt the first gush of his mighty orc seed into her fertile cunt. Spurt after spurt of the orc’s warmth poured into her pussy.

She realized, perhaps almost too late, that her defenses were down, and she raised them again mentally. Was it in time? The hot flood of the orc’s cum continued. A long, snarling climax that filled her to overflowing. He drew his hips back one last time, battering her ass with a final thrust before pulling out of her creamy cunt entirely.

“Good,” he growled, rolling onto the furs beside her. “Such a finer breeder you will make. Tell me your name.”

Again, she felt the peal of authority from the torc and obeyed the orc’s command before she could resist him.

“Cassandra,” she answered.

“I am Gorik,” he said, stroking her hip. “You will serve me, Cassandra. You will please me. And you will bear me sons. Fail at any of these, and you will be just another feast for the bone-pickers.”

“Y-yes, master,” she gasped as the orc pulled her roughly into his arms. She turned her face towards his and he smashed an overbearing kiss against her lips.

The orc’s cock hardly flagged at all and soon enough he was pounding into her from above, spreading her thighs wide and devouring her lips and heaving tits with his hungry, sucking kisses. She came, her frothing cunt skewered by his massive orc fuck muscle, and Gorik roared and pumped her full of another load of his orc seed.

It was easy for Cassandra to play the role of obedient pleasure slave after experiencing the ecstasy of being fucked and conquered by the orc chief. He brought her into his throne room and made her serve him in front of his warriors. She moaned and slurped upon his cock, pressing his throbbing shaft between her breasts as she worshipped his huge orc cock with her eager mouth.

“Good,” he groaned, resting a hand atop her head as it bobbed on his throbbing cock. “You serve well. Maybe you will breed sons.”

“Mmmmmmmm, oh, yes, master,” she moaned, thinking again of how she nearly succumbed to her desire and let the orc claim her womb. “Oh, I promise to serve you well.”

“Mmmm,” rumbled Gorik, pushing her head down to serve his huge green bollocks. She bathed them with her tongue and with soft kisses. She licked his sack and felt his huge stones shift within it. Still so full of cum even though he had basted her womb twice with his hot orc seed.

She wrapped her lips around his cock’s blunt tip, looking up at the muscular orc over his taut belly. He grunted, beady eyes watching her serving him. His lodge filled with the slurping and wet popping sounds of her adoring mouth upon his cock. She pressed her tits around his shaft, bouncing her upper body against him to massage his length between her breasts.

Her eyes were drawn to the golden torc on his wrist, but such a reminder of her original purpose in this deception could not interfere with her urgent need to satisfy her new master. She tongued the head of his cock, tasting his plentiful precum oozing out. Her lips stretched wide and drool spilling down his shaft to lube her breasts.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his fingers tightening in Cassandra’s lustrous hair. “Make me spill seed. I will mark you as my slave with my cum.”

“Mmmmhmmm!” agreed Cassandra, slurping with eye-watering effort. Her tits slapping and squeezing against his cock as she worked hard to make him cum.

With a sudden roar, he pulled her lips from his cock. She kept wanking him between her breasts as the massive pillar of Gorik’s cock pumped and spurted. A great geyser of orc seed gushed from his throbbing cock and rained slimy splashes down onto Cassandra’s naked body. Her hair, face, open mouth, and breasts were drenched in hot orc cum. She licked the salty spunk from her lips and massaged the cum into her breasts as she worked out the last of Gorik’s pleasure.

“You do good,” rumbled Gorik, finally pushing her away from his cock.

“Thank you… master,” panted Cassandra, her tits heaving and glistening with cum. Her body quivering with her overwhelming desire. She knelt beside him then. A decoration for the orc chief’s throne room. Clinging to his leg and eager to serve him if he so commanded it.

The torc upon his wrist, though lessened in power, made it difficult to disobey the arrogant orc. But he could not always direct its power at Cassandra. There would surely come a moment when his authority slipped.

A moment was all she needed to take what she desired.
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A Single Stroke in the Dead of Night

The time had come for Cassandra to claim the Torc of the Irresistible Empress from her “master.”

She chose the night of a victory over a rival clan of orcs. Gorik, the big, muscular orc clan chief, had indulged in far too much roasted pig and sour goblin wine. He lay atop his furs, groaning and belching, relying on Cassandra to serve him as his faithful bed slave.

And at first, she did. She danced for him and oiled her body for his amusement. Her ample curves glistening in the torchlight as she knelt between his legs and squeezed his huge green cock between the softness of her breasts. He groaned and smiled drunkenly as she entertained him.

Cassandra had spent days as his obedient servant. The magical push of the torc on her mind added to each of the orc’s commands and made it easy for her to fall into being a pleasure slave. But Cassandra never lost sight of her goal: the torc. Worn around his wrist like a bracelet. Pulsating invisibly with the magical power it contained.

She rode her soft breasts up and down the mighty pillar of Gorik’s cock. Spreading oil over his shaft and kneading it into his heavy green bollocks as he grunted and snorted atop his piled furs.

“Oh, mighty Gorik, your cock is so wonderful. Mwa!” She pressed kisses to the head as she dragged her oiled bust up and down the shaft. “Oh, it’s so glorious! A conqueror’s cock!”

“Shaman has given me estrea powder. Tomorrow, I will mount you like a mare and claim your womb,” rumbled Gorik, stroking his hand drunkenly in Cassandra’s hair. “For now… I am too tired from the feast. Finish me… with those fat tits of yours, elf. That’s it. Ohhhh…”

His head lolled drunkenly atop the furs. His cock shuddered and twitched as Cassandra rode her squeezed tits against his glistening pillar of orc flesh. She began to lick the oozing, twitching head of his cock, tasting the salty slime that trickled from his hole.

Even as she bounced against his cock and pleasured his tip with her mouth, her gaze was focused on the golden torc that Gorik wore as mere jewelry around his wrist. She had been by his side long enough to know that he did not even understand the power the torc had granted him. He thought of it merely as a good luck charm that happened to coincide with his rise to even greater power.

“Please, bless me with your mighty seed, master,” she cried, feeling his bollocks tense against her thigh as his length of rigid cock began to twitch between her squeezing breasts.

“Hnnnnnggggg!” Gorik grunted with exhausted pleasure, his hips bucking slightly as he jostled the underside of Cassandra’s ample breasts. She felt the familiar shudder of the chief’s impending release and tilted her head back to avoid the full force of his eruption. The orc’s cock became a geyser of his hot cum. Spurt after spurt launched into the air and splattered across Cassandra’s breasts and stroking fingers.

She wanked him with her tits until the drunken orc had emptied his bollocks and then let his softening cock slither from between her cum-smeared tits. She cleaned him with a warm, damp cloth and knelt beside him as he began to snore.

“Such a mighty orc,” said Cassandra, kneeling beside the sleeping orc. “Too bad your reign must end now.”

She slipped the dagger out from under the furs. A long, slender blade that would end Gorik with a single stroke. His eyes opened for only moment. His body twisted as she plunged the knife to the hilt in him. Gorik’s cry of agony was stifled by her hand across his brutish mouth.

Then he was still, and she slipped the torc from his wrist. It fit perfectly around Cassandra’s slender neck, and she felt its power like an alchemical rush of pleasure in her veins.

The orcs of Gorik’s clan did not know it yet, but Cassandra’s rule had begun.

A Demonstration of Power

Of course, the orcs did not want to obey Cassandra. They growled and threatened her. They bared their tusks and brandished their blades. Why would such mighty warriors bow to an elf bed slave?

They could not refuse her commands as she bent their simple minds to her will with the power of the torc. She did not even need to cast a spell, for the inherent magic of the torc imbued every word she spoke with the authority of an eternal empress.

“Gorik is no more!” she shouted above the din of their anger. “Kneel before me! Serve your empress!”

The magic of the torc lent her words the power of a goddess. The simple minds of the orcs were drowned in the sea of her power.

One-by-one, and then in rows, they bent their knees to her. They lowered their heads and accepted her rule. That wasn’t good enough. Cassandra, tired of playing the obedient pleasure slave, demanded a demonstration of her new authority over the orcs.

She sat upon Gorik’s throne and commanded the orcs to fight for her amusement. She watched them clash. Their powerful bodies collided as they wrestled and kicked and punched and bit. Savage, brutal warriors fighting to nearly the death. She commanded the shamans to ensure the injuries were healed, but she would not allow the orcs to hold back. She wanted a true test of strength.

After more than an hour of grueling battle, the field had been winnowed to just two warriors. One was unquestionably the finest warrior in the tribe. Darnok was a compact, extremely muscular orc with a notched ear and hard, red eyes. His body was covered in whirls of tribal tattoos, and he fought with an ancient orc method of strikes and throws that had defeated several of his foes.

The last orc standing against him was Kordoth. He was not the fittest nor the best fighter, but Kordoth was indomitable. He could absorb any blows to his barrel chest or massive, muscular arms. He was one of the few orcs with hair and it hung down to his shoulders in a thick dark mane. Cassandra had also taken note of the large bulge in Kordoth’s loincloth. It looked like the big orc’s maleness would put even Gorik to shame.

Kordoth and Darnok traded blows. Both clearly near the limits of exhaustion, drenched in sweat and gasping for breath as they clashed again and again. Darnok delivered rapid strikes that Kordoth could not block and Kordoth, absorbing the pain of such blows, replied with a two-handed punch that sent Darnok reeling. But in only a moment, Darnok was up again. Dancing from foot-to-foot and only slightly bloodied. The orcs snarled and battled back and forth without either yielding until it seemed they were doomed to kill each other.

“Enough!” shouted Cassandra. “I declare you both winners! It is a draw! Kordoth and Darnok will be my lieutenants! Shamans, see to their wounds. And when they are well enough, bathe them and send them to my quarters!”

Cassandra retired to a bedchamber so recently cleaned of the bloodstain from Gorik’s murder. The furs and orc decorations were gone, replaced by an enormous bed looted from a human settlement and soft, comfortable bedding. She slipped out of her slave’s garb and into a sheer robe that clung to her luscious, naked body. The plump peaks of her breasts rising and falling beneath the gauzy material and her cunt and plush bottom veiled by the sheer lower half.

Kordoth and Darnok arrived together. Cassandra welcomed them from her perch atop her bed, her long legs crossed and her back propped upright with pillows against the headboard.

“My brave warriors,” she said, gesturing for them to join her on the bed. One climbed in on either side, but the two orcs growled and glared at each other. The fight had failed to settle which of them was superior and neither orc was pleased with this outcome. Cassandra giggled at the bullheaded machismo of the orcs. “Still eager to fight it out? Well, I shall provide you with another opportunity to prove yourself to your empress.”

She parted her legs slowly, revealing her shapely thighs and the bare folds of her cunt. She leaned back, her breasts spilling from the parted halves of her untied robe.

“Are you ready to please your empress?” she asked, running her hands over her breasts, squeezing them, and plucking at her stiff nipples.

“Yes, empress,” they answered her with low, growling voices as they watched her caressing her own body.

“Whichever of you pleases me best tonight will become my favorite lieutenant,” said Cassandra, slipping the robe from her body entirely and feeling the silky material slide off her luscious curves. “The other will still be my lieutenant, but he will find little glory and be given every menial task or hopeless battle in the coming days of conquest. So which of you is it? Darnok? Kordoth? Prove yourselves to me, my lieutenants!”

The larger orc wasted no time. Cassandra had expected the savage Kordoth to be first, to spread her legs wide and climb atop her, and though he took the initiative, it was not as she expected. He grabbed her shapely thighs and spread her legs wide, her feet pushed into the air as the hulking orc with the thick mane of hair leaned down and began to wantonly lick at her cunny.

Cassandra felt the hot drag of his fat tongue over her soft folds and down to her ass. He pushed her legs back to get at her back passage, tonguing her pink clench and then returning his tongue to her hot cunt. His tongue delved deep, and he gazed up at her, tusks bumping against her cuntlips, slurping lewdly as he knelt low between her legs.

“Ohhhhh, yessss, you wily orc,” laughed Cassandra, pleasure pulsating through her body. “You know your way around a woman with that tongue of yours!”

Darnok, observing his foe and waiting for the right opportunity, finally crawled next to Cassandra.

“My empress,” he growled. “Allow me to serve you as well.”

He pressed a kiss to her lips. Surprisingly delicate and careful for an orc. His tongue parting her lips as his hands began to caress her soft, heaving breasts. Cassandra found herself drawn deeper into his kiss, her nipples pulsating with pleasure and soft moans escaping her lips.

It was not long before the tandem attentions of the orcs had Cassandra bucking and gasping with pleasure. It was amazing that Darnok could steal the attention away from Kordoth’s wanton cunt-sucking. Yet the smaller orc’s hands massaging her breasts and toying with her nipples were driving her almost as mad as Kordoth’s huge tongue lapping at her cunt.

She cried out, driven past the brink of her climax, bucking against Kordoth’s face and moaning into the smothering kiss of Darnok. Ecstasy shuddered through her core. The licking and sucking and nipple pleasuring prolonged her orgasm and left her shuddering upon the bed.

This was only a prelude for the true ecstasy that awaited. Kordoth, feeling undermined, grabbed hold of Cassandra and pulled her atop him. He guided her hot, wet cunt to the massive pillar of his cock. She moaned with delight, rolling her hips and dragging her soft folds against the head of his cock. Her hands stroked his massive barrel chest.

“I fuck you now,” declared Kordoth, tightening his grips on her hips.

“Think you’re going to take charge?” asked Cassandra, raising an eyebrow.

Kordoth’s brow furrowed. His dominant orc savagery at war with the torc’s power to make him obedient.

“I… serve best… by fucking now,” he growled, finally working it all out. He pulled her down onto his cock, impaling her tight pussy on his massive orc pillar.

That cock was even bigger than Gorik’s had been. It stretched her elf folds wide and filled her cunt all the way to her womb. She could feel the throb of his heartbeat against her slick inner walls. The pulse of his lust drove her on as she began to move and ride atop him. Her soft tits bounced. Her ass smacked against his lifted muscular thighs.

Darnok was again not to be outdone. As Kordoth fucked Cassandra’s stretched cunt, Darnok pressed his face to her ass and began to lavish attention specifically upon her tight asshole. She gasped as she felt his tongue slithering up her back passage. Warming her and exciting her for more.

The smaller orc squatted behind her, guiding his own fat cock to the spit-lubed cleft between her cheeks.

“Ohhhhh, yes, you clever boy,” she gasped. “Right up my ass. Do it!”

“Yes, empress,” growled Darnok, pushing the bulging head of his cock into her tight clench.

Kordoth roared with lustful fury, hammering his cock upwards into Cassandra’s pussy and trying to steal attention away from Darnok. Yet it was hard to fully distract Cassandra from having her ass filled with an orc cock. Even one as modest as Darnok’s. Long and not overly thick, it still stretched out her back passage and slid into her from behind.

“Ohhhhh my lieutenants,” she cried bouncing back against both cocks. “You surely work best as a team. Fuuuuuuck!”

She danced on the edge of ever-greater pleasures, caught between the two rutting orcs, ecstasy and pain mingling as they fucked her tight holes full of their throbbing orc meat. She wailed as her pleasure overtook any discomfort. Her pussy and ass rippling with orgasmic contractions. Her stretched holes clutching at them both.

With one final, animalistic thrust, they both exploded deep inside her, pouring their seed into her womb and her ass in pulsating pumps. The sensation of being filled to the brim with their cum sent Cassandra into another clutching series of spasms. Her ecstasy milking their cocks until they had completely emptied their balls inside her.

As their orgasms subsided, the orcs withdrew from her, leaving her asshole and cunt gaping and dripping with their slimy seed.

“Good?” asked Darnok, stroking Cassandra’s spread ass gently.

“We please you?” asked Kordoth, his huge cock drooping and dripping with yellowish-white spunk.

“Yes, you’ve both done well,” she gasped, out of breath and glistening with sweat as she rolled over onto her back. Cum trickled out of her pussy and saturated the bedding as it dripped form her ass. She looked from one orc to the other. “But the matter is not yet decided. This battle… will have to go several more rounds.”

The orcs snarled in disbelief, but their anger was soon tempered by Cassandra’s stroking hands and eager mouth. The empress knelt before them on the bed, pleasuring them in turn. Licking their mighty orc cocks, sucking their balls, and stretching her lips around their cocks. She pleasured their cocks until they were both hard and twitching. Then, the fun continued.

Darnok fucked her like a passionate human lover, thrusting between her thighs, cradling her breasts, and planting hot kisses on her lips. His strokes were deep but lacked the cunt-stretching thickness of Kordoth. The bigger orc watched, stroking himself impatiently. Growling and eager to join the fun. Cassandra turned her head aside from Darnok’s kiss and offered Kordoth her tongue, teasing his drooling tip as Darnok pounded into her and made her soft tits bounce and sway.

“My empress,” cried Darnok. “I serve you loyally… but I cannot… hold back! AAAAAHHH!”

He hilted his cock in Cassandra’s pussy and unleashed hot torrents of his seed. It splashed inside her and filled her to overflowing. Darnok withdrew and then it was Kordoth’s turn again. He turned her onto her hands and knees. He fucked her like a beast. Pulling her hair, making her tits swing wildly, spanking her ass with his savage thrusts. His cock huge inside her. Stretching her. Lubed by all the orc cum already drenching her inner walls.

“Fuuuuuuck!” she cried, cumming hard all over Kordoth’s savage cock. But the big orc wasn’t done. He picked her up and held her in his arms, her ass in his hands and her legs around his waist as he lifted her and fucked her. Pounding her while Darnok could only watch in defeat.

Kordoth made Cassandra cum twice more this way, moving her like a toy atop his throbbing green pillar before finally emptying a massive load into her pussy. She came just from that, driven to yet another climax as she felt his hot seed flooding her depths.

“Yessssss,” cried Cassandra. “You have won, Kordoth. You will be… ahhhhh… my favored lieutenant.”

Darnok snarled with defeat, but he could offer no other disagreement. He stepped back as Kordoth fell upon the empress, sealing his victory with another hard rut into Cassandra’s creamy, stretched cunt.


5

A Feast of Pleasure

Cassandra the Conqueror wore a gown of silver that corseted her bust and flowed behind her as she rode atop her war palanquin. Her lilac hair was pulled back in a golden band to show off the Torc of the Irresistible Empress she wore around her slender neck. She held a staff in one hand crowned with the two-headed bird symbol that had come to symbolize her manner of conquest.

Cassandra offered peace to those who would kneel before her. Peace with only a little pillaging. Only a fraction of the wives and daughters were given over to Cassandra’s army of orcs, goblins, lizardmen, and other beasts.

But if the foolish, arrogant kings resisted her supremacy with magic or wards against her dominating power then she would unleash her warriors upon her foes. Then there would be great slaughter, as there had been in Taxius and Meripho. Hundreds dead. The women doomed to be pleasure slaves and breeders for Cassandra’s warriors. And for what? Pride? Cassandra was as just a ruler as any who might sit upon the thrones she toppled.

At last, the time had come for her to conquer Qarsus. She had sent raiders into the city through the Underfell and the Tumbledown District. The poor had submitted to her dominating power. They had joined her armies and helped her assail the crown of Qarsus. There was a brief fight with the knight protectors of the king. But this was over. The king was a slave in a cage and Cassandra was on her way to claim her new palace.

The streets were lined with the cheering people of Qarsus. They adored her, the torc ensured it, and she felt their minds all warm and buttery with adulation.

“Yes, yes, a new era has come to Qarsus,” declared Cassandra, waving her staff. “Through submission, you will find happiness!”

The women laughed and threw flowers upon the brawny shoulders of Cassandra’s orc guard. She could see even the glowering orcs beginning to smile as they witnessed the bevvy of sweet cunt they would soon claim. At the palace, with its walls still broken and one of the towers still smoldering from a catapult strike, the last signs of battle were being cleared by the goblins. Cassandra stepped down from her palanquin and brushed past her guards.

The human slaves were rushing to finish the final preparations for her celebratory feast. They stiffened with fear when they saw Cassandra gliding past them in her flowing silver gown. Pillows were piled up for the warriors and guests. A few of the nobles of Qarsus who conspired with Cassandra would be allowed to join her new court. The rest were either exiled or already dead from the siege.

A particularly handsome orc, thick with muscles and with overlapping scars upon his bare green chest, approached Cassandra. He bowed deeply, and the blades hung from his belt clanked together with the gesture.

“Empress, the last resistance has ended,” reported the orc in a rough voice. “My warriors stalked them through their escape tunnels as they tried to flee. The last knights are dead and the princess and her sister have been taken to the slave pens.”

“Very good, Furok,” said Cassandra, stroking the orc’s face and letting her finger drag over his left tusk. “I would like you and your warriors to join me in tonight’s feast. They will be my special guests.”

“Thank you, empress,” said Furok.

The slightest push of her will was all it took to drop Furok to his knees. His gratitude turned to a moan of lust as his brawny hands slid under her gown and lifted it up Cassandra’s shapely thighs. She stroked the orc’s bald head and thrust her hips forward, offering her bare pussy to him. His tongue found her hot slit and she sighed with pleasure as one of her favorite warriors began to suck her cunt.

The other orcs, lizardmen, goblins, and human barbarians in her imperial retinue took this as a sign to commence the festivities. The pleasure slaves were brought in, many of them taken from the noble families. Young, plump women with jiggling tits pale as cream from lives spent in towers and keeps. Their fair hair pulled roughly, their bodies reddened with handprints from orcs and goblins, chain loincloths yanked aside so the women could be taken by their conquerors.

Cassandra rode her cunt against Furok’s eager tongue and watched as a wide-eyed young duchess was pushed down to the floor, her loincloth torn away, and her big, soft tits squeezed against the stone as a quartet of lusty goblins fell upon her. It didn’t take much for the goblins to turn the plump noblewoman into their willing fucktoy. In moments she was thrusting her wobbling ass back against two goblins, smothering one beneath her bust, and sucking the fourth with eager bobs of her head.

It wasn’t just the new slave girls being fucked either. The serving girls in their uniforms were seized by bored warriors and stripped naked. They cried out as barbarians and orcs plunged their thick cocks between quivering thighs and into the hot thickets of hair between luscious legs. Soon these women too were arching upon the floor and bucking with pleasure.

But it was Cassandra who drew the most attention. As Furok pleasured her with his tongue, a trio of burly orcs approached. She moaned softly, kissing them and feeling their rough hands undressing her. They sucked her tits and stroked her hips. Furok slurped at Cassandra’s cunt, and she began to cum upon his face. Her hips working as her nectar spilled into his mouth.

She fell to her knees at the carpeted base of the throne and the orcs were quick to take advantage. Their glistening green and purple cocks surrounded her, and Cassandra filled her hands and her mouth with their surging lust. She sucked orc cock and took her lover down her eager throat. She bucked her hips and offered her glistening cunt to Furok as he moved behind her. Grasping her hips. Plunging his big cock deep into her pussy.

Cassandra’s plush tits swung beneath her as she rode back hard against each thrust of Furok’s cock. She stroked wantonly, her fingers slick with precum. Her throat working around the cock fucking her mouth. The orcs adored her, but they were not gentle. They slammed their cocks into her. They squeezed and pinched and spanked. And when they came, they bellowed with pleasure and drenched her body with their seed. She gulped as she felt the hot, pumping rush of orc cum down her throat. Her pussy contracted as Furok hilted inside her and emptied his twitching bollocks in her cunt.

Cassandra did not rest until she had satisfied a dozen orcs. Their cocks deflated and their sweaty bodies heaving with satisfaction as Cassandra lounged atop heaped pillows and watched the sweaty, red-faced slave girls still being fondled and fucked. Cassandra drank wine in excess and beckoned a slave girl over on her hands and knees.

It was the plump, brown-haired duchess she had seen earlier.

“Y-yes, empress?” whispered the woman, her hips marked with red scratched from goblin claws and her face streaked with cum and tears.

“Clean me up, slave,” said Cassandra, leaning back and spreading her thighs. The duchess lowered her gaze to the blushing red mound of Cassandra’s cunt, smeared and oozing with frothy loads of orc cum.

“I will… fetch a towel,” said the duchess, starting to turn.

“No,” snapped Cassandra, adding a push of her willpower with the torc. “You will clean me… with your tongue. Come here, slave. What is your name?”

“Duchess Hailey Torenta,” said the girl, trembling as she crawled between Cassandra’s thighs.

“Well, Slave Hailey,” purred Cassandra, stroking the girl’s sweat-damp hair, “I’m going to fuck some barbarians next. Those big, beefy humans stuffing themselves with food and wine. And I don’t want my cunt stuffed with orc cum. Do you understand?”

“Yes, empress,” said Hailey, looking stricken, but obeying Cassandra.

“Mmmmmmm, there’s a good girl,” said Cassandra, leaning back atop the mound of pillows and guiding Hailey’s face to her cunt. Cassandra felt the first tentative licks of the girl’s tongue, dragging over her tender folds and tasting the residue of countless orc loads. Cassandra pulled harder on the back of Hailey’s head and the girl obeyed the signal, licking and slurping at Cassandra’s creamy cunt.

Soon enough, the erstwhile duchess lost all sense of shame or disgust and began to thrust her tongue deep and suck out the frothy filthy from Cassandra’s cunt. The eager ministrations of the young, slutty slave sent peals of pleasure through Cassandra’s body. The empress began to writhe and buck atop the pillows, feeling each new spasm releasing another gush of orc cum from the depths of her flooded cunt. Each fresh spurt was eagerly slurped up by Hailey, who seemed to be enjoying herself. The plump duchess had her big bottom in the air and was thrusting a hand between her creamy thighs.

Furok rose behind the girl and Cassandra nodded to him. He took hold of Hailey’s hips and thrust his greasy purple cock deep into Hailey’s hot twat. She cried out, her cunny squelching with an overflow of goblin goo as the big orc cock stretched her wide. To her credit, the freshly minted cunt-cleaning slave girl managed to quickly return to licking and sucking her empress. The plump young duchess managed to keep cleaning Cassandra even as Furok slammed his hips against Hailey’s wobbling ass.

“That’s it,” gasped Casssandra. “A little more. Get that tongue deep. Ohhhhhh… good girl. Ohhhhh my plump little cunt sucker. What a good… good slave you have made. Ahhhh!”

Cassandra came again, arching hard and squeezing Hailey’s face between her thighs. These soft cries of pleasure served as siren’s song to the gorging barbarians. With the orcs out of the way, they knew it was their turn and they shoved past the goblins and lizardmen and lined up to take their measure of pleasure from the empress.

Furok pulled Hailey off to the side and the empress, still panting with pleasure, slowly turned over onto her hands and knees. “Alright, my brave warriors. Give me those big cocks!”

The humans were no less savage than the orcs. They grabbed Cassandra roughly and stuffed her pussy and ass full of their hard, throbbing cocks. They took hold of her hair and made her suck their cocks. They squeezed and spanked her like she was just another slave girl.

And they did all this because she allowed it. She encouraged it with her lewd movements, eager slurping, and rolling, shapely hips. Load after load of hot human cum pumped into her mouth. Covering her face. Dripping from her chin. She wanked men between her tits until they painted her soft breasts with their hot cream. She took their loads deep in her ass and pussy, feeling the slimy spunk overflowing her well-used holes.

More importantly, she came with them. Again and again, exulting in the pleasure of an endless supply of big cock and beefy, rough men.

When the empress was done with the humans, she brought Hailey and two other slave girls over to lick her clean. Their tongues roved all over her body, licking her tits, her face, kissing her, slurping spunk from her every curve. Two tongues danced on her cream-dripping asshole. Two more plunged into her pussy and sucked at her salty cuntlips. It took much longer, but the cooing slave girls managed to bathe Cassandra completely with their eager tongues.

Then it was the turn of the lizardmen. Cassandra always made them wait so they expended the worst of their savagery on slave girls. She saw the scratched, dazed women the lizardmen had fucked. They would need healing salves and a night of rest. Cassandra liked it rough, but she had no desire to be wounded.

“Now then, coldbloods,” she said, spreading her legs wide. “Feel the heat of your empress.”

“SSSSSSS!” They hissed excitedly, their thick tails swinging as they came for her. Their wide, fanged mouths pricked at her soft tits as they sucked at her breasts. Their clawed hands pinched and poked and prodded her. One lizard licked her ass. Another slithered a tongue into her mouth and she kissed him. Their cocks were so slimy and cool and wedge-shaped. They stretched her like no other lovers.

One after another they took her. Frenzied, but also respectful. Their cocks plundering her. Their hissing words celebrating her victory.

“My empresssssss,” hissed one, adoration in his inhuman eyes as he hilted in her cunt and painted her inner walls with his seed.

“Great conqueror of the kingsssss,” hissed another, pumping his seed into her mouth.

So much pleasure and wine had nearly dazed Cassandra. She enjoyed her time with the lizardmen, but her lovers seemed to blur together. One reptilian cock was much like the next. All of them big and slimy. All their tongues bitter and long. All their hands rough and clawed. She took a dozen loads. Two dozen. Her holes gaping and dripping with their yellowish spunk. Her stomach was swollen with their seed.

At last, it was the goblins who had their turn. Cassandra did not bother to order her body to be licked clean. She simply beckoned to the goblins and the little green warriors crowded around her.

There were so very many of them and their cocks were so small and bumpy. Stiff little pickles dribbling with their lust. After being fucked by the lizardmen she could hardly feel the meager thrusts of the goblins. She sucked them and stroked them, and they pumped their oily seed into her mouth. She let it spill down her chin and onto her breasts, already so full of cum that she knew if she drank more, she would be sick.

The goblins (how could there be so many!?) buried her in a great, groping pile. Their mouths and hands were everywhere. Their cocks thrust against any part of her body they could find. She finally felt it when three at once managed to stuff their cocks into her well-fucked cunt. One was fucking her armpit. Another her buttocks. Another her asshole. Two between her tits from opposite ends. She was beneath a great, writhing blanket of goblin lust and she stayed there until the jabbering mass of green flesh was exhausted.

Her body was drenched head-to-toe in goblin spunk. It smelled awful and had soaked into the pillows. Rising with disgust, Cassandra limped over the snoring bodies of her countless lovers and spread herself on the feast table. She motioned to the slave girls. All of them. They surrounded her and went to work.

Cleaning the empress with their fingers and tongues. Satisfying her and sucking her tender flesh as she slipped off to a well-earned rest.

Qarsus was hers. The other human kingdoms would soon follow. 
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A Fool’s Errand

Brol had heard of Cassandra the so-called Conqueror, but he knew there must be some misunderstanding in the rumors.

The last he had seen Cassandra was when he had been forced to hand her over to the orcs as a slave. As she had commanded him, he went off with the money the orcs had given him, drinking and whoring to try to forget the beautiful sorceress he had abandoned to her grim fate at the hands of the orcs.

Then something unexpected had happened. After almost managing to put her beautiful face, lilac hair, and heaving bosoms from his mind, Brol began to hear tales of her in taverns and brothels where he spent his coin. She was no longer Cassandra the Witch or Cassandra the Sorceress. She was Cassandra the Conqueror. She led an army and had captured two neighboring kingdoms. But how? The orc chief had been in possession of the very artifact Cassandra had sought.

No, Brol reasoned, it was a mistake. A distortion of rumors that had reached the taverns. She was no conqueror. She was a slave of the orcs, and they were abusing her magic for their own purposes.

It was Brol’s duty as her erstwhile protector to rescue the comely sorceress.

He traveled for three days and three nights across the countryside. He knew he was getting close to the battle lines when he began to encounter retreating soldiers and columns of refugees. They spoke of armies laying down their weapons and being slaughtered. Men and women surrendering to the depravity of a united army of monsters. And they spoke of Cassandra, wielding her magic to aid her monstrous warriors in battle.

Still, Brol did not believe them. He clung to the hope that these stories were misguided. Even those who had witnessed the battles were not reliable, for they could not understand the powers of the torc worn by the orc chief. With that, Brol reasoned, the orc could make Cassandra do anything.

The strapping barbarian continued in the direction of the frontline, slipping past the skirmishing armies and creeping along the supply columns of the monsters until he reached the fortress city of Karyon Rock. Perched high in the mountains, this unassailable fortress had somehow fallen into the hands of Cassandra the Conqueror. He saw the lilac-tinted pennants with their symbol of a golden serpent formed into a ring flapping from the black walls of the castle, yet he still could not believe that Cassandra was the ruler of this savage empire.

He slipped into the castle through a drainage pipe and made his way up through the sewers. The castle was filled with monsters of every type and description and depravity echoed from the stone walls. He saw women being taken by barbarians, orcs, lizardmen, and even lowly goblins. Maidens defiled, wives claimed, and beautiful daughters turned into cum dumps for the monsters. They fucked in the grandest of halls and the tightest of corridors. Sweaty, whimpering women mounted by brutes of every description.

Brol also came across grisly reminders that the men of the castle suffered too. Heads impaled on pikes, caged men slowly starving, and men who labored to clean and repair the castle wearing nothing more than loincloths and the marks of cruel lashes upon their backs.

Brol could do nothing for the men or women without betraying his presence to the guards. He made his way towards the suite of the king, sure that he would find Cassandra as a captive there. Before he could reach the upper levels of the castle he was discovered by a goblin. The creature squawked with terror and before Brol could slay the fiend it had scampered away.

He heard the shouts of alarm being raised throughout the castle and he began to run, his breath coming in gulps as he rushed through the defiled halls. He shouldered aside servants and took the head off a lizardman that peered out from a door curious about the noise.

The guards caught up to Brol on the stairs leading to the upper level of the castle. The barbarians and orcs swarmed him with their numbers. Though several fell to his sword and his howling fury, they overwhelmed him and battered him to his knees. He looked up, certain he was about to perish, and an orc struck him across the head with a club.

“Cassandra,” he groaned as darkness fell upon him and he slumped to the blood-soaked stairs.

The Intruder’s Punishment

Cassandra could hardly believe it. She stared through the bars of the dungeon cell at the bloodied, bruised body of her former bodyguard and lover. Brol looked deflated as he sprawled on the floor, blood trickling from his mouth and onto the stones. Cassandra’s orc guards gathered around her.

“We put him to the sword,” grunted Kordoth, her favored lieutenant. “Or torture in the town square. Make example.”

“How many did he slay?” demanded Cassandra.

“Three humans. Five orcs.”

“Impressive,” chuckled Cassandra. “You said he spoke my name as he fell?”

“Yes, my empress,” said Kordoth.

It would be wise to be done with Brol. To forget her past affairs and let him be treated like any other prisoner. Yet she still fell some slight affection for the warrior who had protected her on her quest for the torc. She stroked the golden band and peered in at him.

“A warrior of such strength has some use to me still,” murmured Cassandra. “Bring the healers. See that he is washed. I want him bound and delivered to my bedroom before nightfall.”

“Yes, empress, but he is dangerous,” said Kordoth.

“Oh, my brave lieutenant,” purred Cassandra, turning and stroking the muscles of the brawny orc. “That is why you and my serpent guards will be there. We will teach this human some humility.”

She lounged in her room and awaited the arrival of her former lover. Her serpent guards in their lilac sashes stood at attention around her enormous bed. She wore sheer silks and drank sweet wine as a trio of captive human women played relaxing music.

Brol arrived just before dark. His wounds healed, his body oiled and dressed in nothing but a slave’s loincloth, and his wrists bound behind his back. Kordoth shoved him into the room and followed behind the defeated warrior.

“Cassandra,” groaned Brol as he was shoved down to his knees in the middle of the room.

Cassandra smiled cruelly as she rose from her bed and sauntered over to him, her shapely hips swinging and her cunny visible through her sheer skills. Her soft breasts heaved, nipples straining against the fabric.

“You are as brave as you are a fool, Brol,” purred Cassandra, approaching him and running her delicate hands over the bulging muscles of his shoulders. She slid her fingers down to his chest and roughly pinched his nipples. He hissed as she twisted. “Did you really think I would be some poor slave to the orcs? Some cock sheath for a barbarian? I am the empress, Brol! It is my master plan that leads these armies into war and conquerors the lands of the humans and soon, the elves.”

“Gods, Cassandra,” moaned Brol. “Why?”

“Because,” she laughed, shoving him onto his back with his head resting atop the edge of her bed. “I was destined to bring peace to this world. My way. As a conqueror.”

She leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to Brol’s lips, then quickly drew away as he began to answer with a kiss of his own. She turned to Kordoth, caressing his green skin and bulging muscles. Pressing her curves to the huge orc as he stood at attention.

“Kordoth here is my favored lieutenant, Brol,” she said. “He protects me and leads my armies. These hands have ended a hundred lives and brought me as many nights of pleasure. Kordoth thinks you should be executed. Made an example of. Isn’t that right, mighty Kordoth?”

“Yes, empress,” barked the orc, lifting his chin proudly.

“Mmmmmm.” Cassandra’s fingers trailed down Kordoth’s muscular abdomen to the bulge in his loincloth. “I disagreed. I thought you should live, Brol. Perhaps I can find a use for you. But first, you must be taught some humility.”

Cassandra smiled cruelly at the pain she saw in Brol’s eyes. She turned away from the heroic warrior and pressed her soft curves to Kordoth.

“Take me,” she whispered to the orc. “Take me and show him the strength of an orc.”

“With pleasure, empress,” growled Kordoth.

Her huge bodyguard took Cassandra in his mighty arms and carried her to the bed. He threw her down next to Brol and snarled at the human watching. Kordoth was not gentle about undressing Cassandra. He ripped away her billowing, sheer trousers and the sheer blouse she wore, revealing her luscious curves. His green hands contrasted sharply with her pale skin. He caressed and shaped her soft titflesh and Cassandra gasped at the pleasure of his rough touch.

“That’s it, Kordoth,” she moaned. “Show the human how you give me pleasure.”

The orc pressed a savage kiss to her lips and Cassandra dramatically returned the kiss. Her lips slipping over and past Kordoth’s tusks. His tongue thrusting back into her mouth as his hands roughly spread her legs. He broke the kiss and moved down her body, devouring her with that hot orc tongue. Dragging it over her breasts and stiff nipples, licking and kissing his way down between her legs.

Cassandra arched and cried out with ecstasy as Kordoth’s tongue tasted her cunt. As he licked the sensitive divot of her ass. She clung to his head, bucking her hips as he pleasured her while Brol watched. The human was pained by what was happening, but clearly unable to look away. Cassandra could see the bulge growing in Brol’s loincloth.

“Getting hard watching an orc pleasure me?” Cassandra laughed and then arched against Kordoth’s face, crying out as she came against the orc’s lapping tongue.

Her shudders of ecstasy had scarcely diminished when Kordoth rose from between her legs. He untied his loincloth and Cassandra let out a coo of lust as she saw the orc’s mighty green cock. She sat up, grasping it in both hands, pressing it to the soft cradle of her breasts as she lavished kisses and licks against its swollen tip. Kordoth stroked her head and groaned with pleasure. Cassandra locked eyes with Brol as she began to suck Kordoth’s thick cock. She slid it nearly into her throat and tongued beneath Kordoth’s fat tip. She stroked the orc’s fat bollocks, feeling them tighten up as she bobbed her hot mouth upon his cock.

She popped her lips free before she made him cum and moaned with pleasure.

“His seed is delicious,” moaned Cassandra, teasing licks to the oozing tip of Kordoth’s cock. “Some nights I’ll drink from his hot spigot more than once. But tonight, Brol, I must feel the orcs seed pumping inside me.”

“You wicked woman,” moaned Brol.

“Yes, I am,” laughed Cassandra, crawling near Brol on the bed and spreading her legs wide. “I am the wickedest. That is why I am the empress and all those other women are pleasure slaves and breeders for my army.”

“Gods,” groaned Brol.

Yet still he watched as Kordoth, growling at Brol, climbed between Cassandra’s creamy thighs and guided his glistening cock to her flushed cunny. She howled with pleasure as Kordoth’s cock slid into her hot, aching channel. His fat bollocks smacking against her asshole. His weight driving her down into the bed as his hips collided with her. She laced her arms around Kordoth’s muscular neck as her soft tits began to bounce and heave to the rhythm of the orc’s rutting pleasure.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss, it’s so much deeper than any human can reach inside me,” she gasped, feeling the orc’s huge cock plundering her depths. “Fuck me, Kordoth. Make this human watch as you conquer me as I will conquer the world.”

“Yes, my empress,” snarled Kordoth, leaning down to capture Cassandra’s lips in another passionate kiss. Her tits bounced and splashed with the growing ferocity of the orc’s rutting. Her nipples dragging against his sweaty, muscular body. Her cunt clutching around each thrust of his thick, veiny cock. Her pleasure building until she wailed with fresh ecstasy, her feet in the air to either side of the orc’s hips. Her cunt spasming around his cock as each thrust of Kordoth made lewd, wet sounds inside her tight depths.

“My empress,” bellowed the orc. “My seed… it churns for release!”

“Do you hear that, Brol? He is close now! Watch! Watch as might Kordoth seeds his empress.” She laughed and leaned up to press another kiss to Kordoth’s tusky mouth. She could see Brol watching her with pained interest. She laughed, gasping with pleasure, feeling the orc’s swollen cock plundering her quivering depths. “Cum for me now, Kordoth! Cum for your empress!”

“YEssssss! Cassandra! My empress!” Kordoth threw back his head and bellowed with release. He hilted inside Cassandra’s clutching cunt and unleashed a mighty, pumping orgasm. She felt the hot flood of his seed into her depths. Spurt after spurt drenching her inner walls as the orc filled her to overflowing. His cock greased with his seed. His load trickling down the crack of her ass.

“Yesssssss, oh yesss, bathe my walls in your hot orc cum,” she moaned. “So much better… than a human’s seed.”

Kordoth at last withdraw his cum-smeared cock from her depths, leaving her a gaping filthy mess. Cassandra turned her drooling cunt towards Brol so he could see.

“Do you still wish to save me, Brol?” She teased, running her fingers through the slimy mess. “Do you still wish to serve me?”

“Yes, Cassandra,” whispered Brol, staring at her defiled body.

“Then fuck me,” she said. “Right now.”

She nodded to Kordoth and the orc cut Brol free and stepped back. With an anguished cry, the once proud warrior launched himself at Cassandra and threw his powerful body atop hers. He took Cassandra in his arms, kissing her desperately and thrusting his stiff cock into her seeded cunt. The sound was raw and raunchy and yet Brol hardly seemed to care. He rutted into her with desperate fury. His cock sloshing in her creamed cunt. His gasps of surrender hot on his lips as he kissed her again and again.

“That’s it, Brol,” laughed Cassandra, wrapping her legs around him and drawing his cock deeper still. “Fuck me. Fuck your empress.”

Brol did not last long before letting out a strangled cry of pleasure and emptying his throbbing bollocks into Cassandra’s depths. After he had cum, she cradled the defeated warrior in her arms. His head against her breasts and his cock slowly softening within her creamy cove.

“Leave us,” she said to Kordoth, her guards, and the musicians. Once they had gone she lifted Brol’s head from her breasts and forced him to look into her eyes. “You will serve me now, Brol, as you served me before. As my guardian and concubine. I will have many lovers, and I will do many cruel things. But if you serve me well, I will share my bed with you when the whim strikes me. Do you accept these terms?”

Brol’s brow furrowed, and he looked as if he might actually weep with his suffering. Then his resolve seemed to harden, and he gave her a slight nod.

“Yes, my empress,” he said.

Cassandra moaned with delight, wrapping her legs tightly around him again and planting a kiss to his lips.

“That’s a good boy, Brol,” she purred, slipping and sliding her tongue against his. He moaned against her lips, embracing her passionately and surrendering to his desire.

Cassandra’s conquest would continue with Brol as her concubine.
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