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	It had been forever since Cleo slipped out of the castle to visit the surrounding Town.

	A collection of one and two-story buildings cramped together, flea markets and street vendors. Even at this early hour, when the royal family would usually still be asleep, the streets were crowded. People selling, people buying, people passing and watching. Careful not to trip on the uneven cobblestones lining down the street, Cleo let her gaze slide to the products being sold. Fish and fruits and clothes, all juxtaposed to one another, lacking proper hygiene.

	She smiled.

	She smiled because that was the real world. Nothing like the stiff rules one had to follow inside the castle. No, in here, she could eat whatever she wanted, whenever she desired. She could take any direction to leave the town to the fields, or the forest, or up the river and walk until her legs were sore.

	Looking up and around herself, she needed to find a tavern. She knew that’d be the place where she would choose her next steps.

	Because she had just left her royal life behind and was leaving to become an adventurer.

	Starting off, she needed an adventure. Though she had taken many lessons on how to wield a sword and was considered one of the best among the guards, Cleo knew she had limitations. She had never been in a real battle. She couldn’t just jump in whatever she found - she could easily get herself killed. She knew she had to look for something easy. Something the other adventurers would find boring.

	She ached to leave. Ached to prove herself and find some meaning in her stupid life. Up until this moment, she hadn’t been able to make any decisions whatsoever. She wouldn’t be queen, not with her sad place in line. With those many siblings and already two nephews, she would never sit in her father’s throne in the Grand Hall. And with her sisters having preference over her, she’d probably not even marry a prince. She would just marry someone her father wanted her to so he could get some nice agreement.

	Cleo knew if that happened, she’d spend the rest of her days without ever being responsible for any choice, any important decision. If she married, her only duty would be to serve as a breeding cow and give her husband some heirs. She wouldn’t be responsible for nothing else but looking pretty in a swollen belly.

	She would never accept that.

	She wanted to be someone. She knew she could be important. She knew she could be good on her own.

	So she beelined to the small entrance under a plaque written “Tavern” and pushed the door open. The large salon, almost empty at this time of the day, was dimly lit and in urgent need of a cleaning. Someone had definitely puked recently - the stench invaded her nostrils. She curled her nose as she looked for the job board. And there it was - forgotten by a side, filled with notices and rewards.

	Pulling her hood down so she could see her surroundings better, Cleo strode between the tables, her eyes glued to the board. A strange feeling clutched at her heart - anticipation. Anxiety. She was about to take her first job. The first step on her path to be an adventurer. It made it all seem so much more real. She wasn’t even minding the stench anymore.

	There was a reward on the head of some ugly man. She wasn’t quite ready to hunt people down just yet, so she let this one go. A notice about some disappearances by the river, an ad requesting new soldiers… She read the notices one by one, lifting newer sheets to read the ones under them. Until she found what she had been looking for.

	A warning about goblins. It seemed like they were eating the pets of some people in a village a couple of hours from the castle. Goblins were small creatures, who usually preferred to keep their distance from humans. They could never live in big groups without killing each other, and because they lived in smaller groups, they couldn’t take on big preys. That was probably the reason they were killing dogs and cats.

	The warning was stained and the sheet yellowed. It had been put up there some time ago, surely. Cleo smiled. It was the perfect job for her. Exactly what she looked for. 

	She’d start by hunting goblins then. It seemed a good place to start.

	Plucking the sheet out of the board, she turned to leave with a smile. 

	A man standing behind her made her halt. He grinned down at her, showing a couple of missing teeth. He stood close, too close. She had been so distracted choosing her job she didn’t notice his approach. She’d had to remind herself she wasn’t in the castle any longer.

	“I thought the little lady might have been lost,” he said in a hoarse, half-drunken voice. Leaning forward, his face catching the light, Cleo curled her nose, holding her breath. The stench oozed from him. “But I see you’ve just got a job.” Cleo took a step to the side but he just had to move a little to block her. Sticking a forefinger under her chin, he forced her face up. “You’re too pretty and too young to be risking yourself out here, little lady. Maybe you need some company. You know, to keep you safe.”

	Cleo had an answer on the tip of her tongue - she always did. But there was a hand in her, warm fingers palming her breast. Her blood froze, though her heart pumped inside her chest.

	Her tongue parched, gluing to the top of her mouth, she watched him grinning down at her. He took a step, gluing their bodies together. Her breath hitched and she couldn’t seem to swallow it. She wore a plain cotton tunic under her leather corset, so his fingers quickly found her nipple and there he pinched. A shock ran through her body, straight to her core, strong enough to jolt her into motion.

	She brought a wrist up against his arm, forcing him to let her breast go. With that same hand, she grasped his arm, twisting it down. She brought her other hand to his elbow, forcing the arm into an even more extreme angle. The man cried out, falling to his knees.

	“Don’t touch me,” she managed to breathe through gritted teeth. Her heart still punched her ribs, but she kept a straight, though a little pale, face. The man bobbed his head in agreement and she let his arm go with a shove. 	Catching her job sheet from where it fell, she folded it and turned to leave the tavern, forcing her bile back down.

	“I love them feisty,” the man mumbled from the ground, laughing.

	Cleo stopped, her hand closing in a fist.

	All of her life, she had been taught to let it go. To not respond to insults. To not defend herself. But that was not what adventurers did. And she wasn’t letting anyone belittle her any longer.

	The man was still laughing when she turned back to him, and her fist met his jaw with a hard smack. He was unconscious before he hit the ground.
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	Under the trees, Cleo had no reason to conceal herself any longer. She let her hood drop back, her blond hair moving with the breeze. Resting her hand over the hilt of her sword, she felt as if she was in an adventure. The warmth of the sun as its rays spilled down her face, the chirping of birds… She didn’t even mind walking some miles to the place where she’d find the goblins.

	Even with that scare in the morning, she still felt like she could do it. Covering her chest with a hand, Cleo felt her heart beating against her palm. She had been so mentally prepared to fight monsters, she completely oversaw having to get rid of humans.

	Cleo wasn’t a fool. She knew the pleasures of the flesh. She had touched herself here and there, and she had convinced one of the guards to fuck her once - she had been really mad with her father and felt like ruining her virginity would make him let her join the guard. It didn’t. But even if Cleo understood all of that, no other person besides herself ever made her feel good.

	She palmed her breast again, testing, forcing her fingers around her nipple. But it didn’t have the same effect. No electricity shot through her veins.

	Confused, she shrugged and focused on following the road.

	Though she didn’t mind walking that much, the muscles of her legs began to ache. She looked up, finding the sun drifting west. She might have been walking for almost three hours now. She frowned, sure the village on the warning was closer than this.

	Her stomach grumbled, so she decided to eat something on the side of the road for lunch and rest her legs before setting out once more. She wouldn’t be able to take on any goblins if she was weak from hunger.

	Entering the trees, she walked a dozen steps before finding a large tree with nice, tall roots she could lean on. The immense treetop shaded the grass under it nicely. Unclasping her cloak, she laid it down like a sheet. Taking a piece of bread and an apple out of her pouch, she sat and ate slowly, letting her muscles relax. Eating under a tree made her feel so much of an adventurer she couldn’t believe!

	She finished her small lunch minutes later, too soon for her legs to have rested properly. Massaging her exposed calf and thigh, she watched the Sun. She still had some hours before sunset. Since she wasn’t in a hurry to arrive, Cleo took her sheathed sword out of its belt and laid it beside her. She stretched her body over the cloak, the warmth of the day lulling her to sleep.

	A fifteen-minutes rest would be all she needed to get back on the road.

	But when Cleo woke, blinking the sleep from her eyes, it was utterly dark. 

	She was laying chest-down, probably having turned in her long sleep. Sighing deeply, she let her body awake slowly. It was too dark for her to reach the village now. She adjusted her legs to a more comfortable position, lifting a knee without worrying to expose the nakedness under her skirt. She would get up and think of what to do in a moment…

	A branch broke just behind her. Cleo froze, completely alert in a second.

	Why the hell did she fall asleep in a forest? There were animals! She had to be out of her mind. If she got killed by a bear in her first day… She could already imagine her family sighing and shaking their heads, agreeing that’s what they expected of her.

	A thud and the crashing of grass indicated a heavy animal approaching.

	Not a bear, she prayed to anyone who would hear. She pressed her eyes closed, forcing her breathing to even out. She couldn’t fight a bear in the dark. And it was too close for her to jump up, fetch her sword and run. Hell, it could possibly outrun her.

	Remembering the survival tips she had read so many times, she pretended to be dead. She wouldn’t move a muscle. She slowed her breathing to the max. This way, the bear would just sniff her and let it go. This way, she could climb a tree to spend the night and hopefully, she’d learn her lesson.

	The slow, heavy thuds approached her even further. She knew she would see the beast if it was but a little less dark. Opening her eyes just an inch, she tried to see the bear, but in the darkness, all she could see was a large silhouette.

	Her heart beat faster when the sniffing started. A muzzle pushed against her right boot, then the left. She pressed her eyes shut. Hot air hit her calf, the bear taking in her smell. It sniffed further up her leg, a cold nose touching the inside of her knee. She held back a shiver though her skin prickled. The creature smelled her further up, the wet muzzle leaving a trail on her thigh.

	She didn’t dare move. She didn’t dare move even as one enormous paw landed just beside her left knee. She didn’t move a single muscle even as the hot blast of air reached under her skirt.

	Cleo cursed herself for having decided to use a skirt. Yes, it was comfortable. But right now, the smell of her cunt was definitely attracting the bear’s attention.

	It pushed a wet nose against her, sniffing, sniffing. Softness prodded against her lips, her clit. Against her own fear, for reasons unknown, a part of Cleo started to warm up. She pressed her teeth together not to emit a sound as the beast kept on touching her with that wet, soft protuberance. She felt herself going wet.

	Breathing in without making a sound, Cleo smelled the beast for the first time… It reeked of wet dog.

	Her mind raced.

	It was not a bear. Though they had bears in the kingdom, none had that size.

	It was a changeling. A werewolf.

Though she forced herself, she couldn’t remember which moon was hanging on the sky on the previous night. She couldn’t remember how she could fight those beasts. They were discreet, avoiding human cities and few adventurers ever managed to kill one of them.

	She heard the moist noise when the beast opened its mouth. All her will was pinpointed in not showing any reaction when she felt the long tongue touching her cunt.

	It first met her clit, her aching clit, and ran up all the way to her asshole. She curled her toes inside her boots, clenching her jaw.

	Once more, the tongue licked all the way from her now swollen clit to her rear. She was taught how to suck a male to please her future husband, of course, but she was also taught a male was not expected to please a female the same way. She had no idea how good it could be.

	She started leaking. She couldn’t help that. She couldn’t help the warmth pooling deep inside her, the pleasure she was feeling. Her juices warmed her channel then leaked out from inside her, running to her clit. The beast stopped for a second, then licked it, using short strokes of its tongue over her clit.

	Cleo clutched her jaw harder. That was the best feeling in the world. With her whole skin tingling, she forced her knees down and very, very subtly, cocked her hip up. Just an inch. Just to expose her pussy a little more.

	The beast didn’t seem to notice and went on licking her clit. Cleo’s pleasure grew to a point she already had forgotten what was doing that to her and where. She ignored her surroundings completely, focusing solely on the pleasure building up, on the heat setting her blood in flames.

	She was so wet it didn’t matter how fast the beast licked her, her juices kept coming. Cocking her hip up another inch, she closed her hands in fists to keep herself from moaning.

	The fire building inside of her threatened to explode at any moment now. She wanted to move against the beast, she wanted to cry out and moan aloud, but a small part of her brain still kept her frozen against the floor, pretending to be dead.

	With the juices coating its tongue, the beast cocked its big head to seek for more. It wanted more of that delicious juice. Curling its tongue, it pressed against her entrance. Cleo held back a cry, wishing for it to lick her clit just a little longer. She knew she was close to that delicious edge.

	But the changeling’s tongue pressed for a moment before sliding inside of her. And it was so much better than she expected.

	She couldn’t help herself this time. It was completely natural. Her hip shot up against the beast’s muzzle, its wet nose pressing against her asshole. It sniffed hard as its tongue dived deep inside of her. Out it went for a moment before diving in once more.

The cry escaping from Cleo was so desperate she didn’t even recognize her own voice. The orgasm exploded in her, white lights bursting on the back of her eyes. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her as the beast licked the inside of her channel, seeking the juices it seemed to love. She moaned aloud, not caring for her own life for a long moment. The orgasm blinding and deafening her was long and delicious and she couldn’t think of nothing else.

Her juices spurted out of her in torrents and the changeling drank it all in as if it was some kind of addictive honey. 	Cleo shivered as it thoroughly cleaned her. With her heart punching her ribs, she let her muscles relax.

	Cold night air touched her exposed parts as the werewolf rose its head. She immediately missed the contact. Trying to look over her shoulder, she saw an enormous paw landing right next to her face. With a startle, she watched the beast shade her completely as it apparently climbed the tree with its front legs. She frowned, trying to understand.

A moment later, she felt it. A big, meaty member pressing against her cunt.

	She gasped, but her body didn’t care for her own opinion. Her hip bucked up, seeking the beast’s cock.

	Her mind reeled. It wouldn’t fit. It would rip her open. She couldn’t take it.

	But at the same time, she wanted it, she craved it. Her hip pressed back on its own, the huge head pressing against her tight entrance. Though she feared, she knew she was soaking wet once more. Her muscles ached for more release.

	The head pressed against her cunt, stretching her. The pain shooting in her veins was laced with pleasure, though she couldn’t understand how. She thought a cry would leave her mouth, but it came out as a long moan. 

	She was so freaking wet the head slid inside her.

	Cleo groaned long and deliciously, her muscles hugging the huge cock thankfully. It was nothing like the guard’s cock, oh no. It filled her so nicely. The beast groaned in time with her. She adjusted her knees, giving up completely on the whole make-believe and pressing her hip up against the beast. She wanted it all inside her, with pain and pleasure and everything it had to give her. It was wrong, so wrong, but so fucking good at the same time.

	Inch after inch, the huge cock entered her. With every push, a jolt of electricity ran in her veins. She took it all in, the veiny member stretching her to a point she thought she would never go back to normal. She would certainly wish for nothing else.

	She was mid-groan when something exploded to her right.

	Shooting her head up and to that direction, she had to force her eyes shut to the sudden orange clarity. Something was on fire not too far from there.

	The werewolf slipped out of her. She cried out, feeling empty as if its cock had always been there, filling her, stretching her, pleasuring her. But the beast was too weary to care, watching the explosion and stepping back inside the forest.

	Cleo lifted herself up on her elbows, seeing the beast for the first time. She had been right - it was a large werewolf, its dark fur sticking up between its shoulder blades. Long, heavy arms came down from large shoulders, a heavy bulk. Hanging from between its legs, that enormous, meaty cock. Her mouth watered from the sight.

	She was desperate to have it inside of her again, but the beast turned to her a confused, very human glance and left, running to the deeper parts of the forest.

	Sighing, Cleo sat up. Her cunt ached somewhat and her inner thighs were wet with her own juices. She blinked so her eyes could adjust as she stared at the explosion.

	It was the village. She could see the skeleton of a house on fire amid the trees. It had indeed been so very close!

	She jumped up, fetching her sword and cloak. Her legs wobbled as her body still lingered in the immense pleasure she felt. Sighing, she knew she had more important things to do now. But, fastening her cloak around her neck, she knew. She knew if the werewolf decided to ignore the explosion and fuck her senseless, she wouldn’t have minded.
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	The slickness between her thighs wasn’t as much a bother as the one between her pussy lips. As she ran, the friction, the exquisite friction, along with the wetness… It just wouldn’t let her focus on the job at hand. Her clit, instead of relaxing and letting her think about what was happening, kept being massaged, her own labia rubbing against it with every step she took.

	Cleo mentally took note of buying either a pair of pants or longer skirts so she could use undergarments. This skirt was too short for them. She was probably walking like a duck just to avoid the friction.

	Slowly stepping around a set of trees, she squinted, trying to understand what made the house explode in flames. Though her first thought was about an accident, the surprise orgasm given by a changeling kept her on her toes. She was not experienced and things were definitely coming out different than she expected them. 

	As she approached, she could hear the yells. The cries. Desperate calls of a place forgotten by justice, by other adventurers. And laughter. Crackling laughter.

	Frowning in confusion, Cleo neared the place on the tips of her toes. Not willing to catch anyone’s attention before she knew what she was up against, she walked closer to one of the houses close to the one on fire. As silent as she could, a hand holding tight to her sword, she peered around the wall.

	She didn’t know what she expected to find. But it certainly wasn’t that.

	Goblins were small creatures, alright. From what she could see, the head of the tallest could reach her hips. They could wreak havoc based in numbers. Thing is: they loved to fight too much to actually live in large groups. They didn’t mind killing one of their own.

	To Cleo’s surprise, they seemed to have gotten more organized with the passing years.

	At least a dozen of them waited by the end of the street, in what looked like a square. Jumping in glee, squealing and laughing, another dozen walked down the street that way, pulling with them a woman.

	A girl, not older than Cleo herself. She must’ve just crossed her eighteenth year. Huge eyes shot between the other citizens, pleading, begging for help. The girl was blond as Cleo, but her body was thinner, her breasts smaller. She had a pretty face, big green eyes reflecting the flames. 

	The goblins pulled her by her wrists. Some pulled on the tips of her long hair - the highest they could reach. She wore a simple, dark blue dress, something Cleo would never have worn when she was in the palace. Her sleeves were torn and the skirt ripped. A white, creamy thigh showed with every stumble of her step. Another couple of greenish hands clung to her legs. 

	The goblins walking behind had to jump slightly to reach her ass. With every slap on her bottom, the girl squealed, and another villager looked away.

	Cleo couldn’t understand. Though the house was on fire, no one was doing anything. Other villagers watched from their doorsteps or windows, gloomy faces and downcast eyes, but no one did a thing. No one moved a muscle to save the girl.

	Were these goblins this much stronger than she expected? Was the quest abandoned because they were actually too much for the adventurers? These villagers surely seemed used to that!

	Her mind racing, she tried to develop a plan. She was only one, but maybe if she tried to defend the girl, if she jumped in, risking her life… Maybe that would rally the other villagers. Maybe they’d join and help. Maybe she’d start a revolution, maybe they’d all, together, bring these goblins down!

	But as she watched the villagers, they turned to enter their homes and continue with their lives. She knew she wasn’t getting any help from them.

	She also knew she couldn’t do that by herself. Though goblins were small and not all that strong, they were in dozens. How was she, a complete beginner, supposed to beat dozens of goblins with a single sword?

	The notice said they were only eating the pets!

	The slickness between her thighs dripped slowly down to her inner knee. She pressed her legs together, trying to stop it, but it didn’t help much. In fact, it sent a jolt up her aching clit. She clutched her jaw, breathing out slowly as she cursed the timing. She could even smell her own arousal.

	One of the last goblins halted and turned. Cleo squinted at him from the shadows. The other villagers shut their doors and windows quickly as the goblin turned around.

	His nose moved as if sniffing.

	Cleo gulped. He couldn’t smell her, surely… Could he?

	She took a step back, immersing herself in the shadows. Another goblin, one far ahead for the distance in the voice, called. The one who stood behind answered something in a high-pitched, unintelligible tongue. She watched the group leave the village, pulling the girl along. The last goblin stood behind.

	They were not pretty creatures. Goblins were on the edge of grotesque. Though they had humanoid figures, their greenish skin made her think of spoiled bread. Long ears slashed from old fights, their skinny chests were exposed, dotted with scars. Simple loincloths or pants covered their lower parts and they walked bare-footed.

	Cleo watched the goblin sniffing around himself. The two of them were the only ones out in that moment. Apart from the distant voices of the other goblins, all she could hear was the crackling of the fire some houses up the street.

	Though her heart pumped, she knew she didn’t have to be afraid. The only weapon he had was a short, rusted blade in a hand. Even if he could smell her arousal, she was in the dark and expecting him. She had the advantage. 	She could slay this one down.

	So she waited, bated breath, clutching the hilt of her sword. She slid the blade out of its sheath slowly, not allowing a single sound to be made.

	She watched the goblin walking in her direction, its nose still moving, searching, seeking for whatever smell he had found interesting. The blade hanging from his hand as his beady eyes looked for the origin of the smell… He licked his lips, stretching a pointed-teeth smile as his gaze focused on the place Cleo was hiding.

	Sinking against the wall, she pulled back and waited. The goblin certainly could smell her. Either her arousal or the fact she was a stranger in that village… She breathed in, waiting.

	Soon enough, the soft steps approached. Cleo drew all her courage and lifted her blade.

	The green goblin jumped toward her, laughing loudly. Surely glad to have found a prey.

	Unfortunately for him, she was no one’s prey.

	Cleo brought the blade down with all her strength. The sharp edge caught the goblin on the top of his bald head. It slid down seamlessly between the eyes and down the chest, where the blade stopped after striking the ribcage.

	The goblin’s smile did not falter as he dropped back, dead on the spot. Blood gushed out from the wound, bathing its ugly face and pooling under its small body. The blood was of a red so dark it was almost black.

	Black stained Cleo’s blade as she brought it up to her face. Her first blood. She grinned at her easy victory.

	No sound arose from the village. The fire still crackled behind her as Cleo knelt to clean her blade on the grass. Lifting her eyes to the dead goblin, she caught something she had missed. The dirty, ragged loincloth tied around his hips was lifted in a small tent. Bit by bit, pulse by pulse, the tent was lowering. Cocking her head, Cleo frowned to it.

	She was still clothed in darkness. Looking over her shoulder and to the street, she took notice no one was watching her. Curiosity filling her, she stretched a hand to the goblin. Her fingers closed around an erection, a small dick now softening after its owner’s death.

	Pulling her hand back with a jolt, Cleo felt her cheeks warming up. Such a lack of sense. She chided herself, cleaning her hand on the back of her skirt.

	But that told her what she needed to know - this goblin came after the smell of her arousal. Perhaps… Perhaps she could use this to her advantage.

	For she still wanted to hunt those goblins down. She was still saving that girl.

	Noticing a piece of dark blue cloth in the middle of the street, Cleo rose to her feet and sheathed her sword back. The village was drowned in silence. She approached the cloth - what she expected was a piece of the girl’s dress - and took it between her long fingers. It would be useful to clean the slickness between her thighs. If the goblins could smell her, she couldn’t approach the entire group smelling like that. She’d have to develop a plan. Take on smaller numbers.

	She also had to figure out how these many goblins got together. What they were doing to this village… But first, she had to find where they were hiding. Where they were taking that girl.

	Confidence shooting through her veins, Cleo didn’t care to hide her smile as she strode down the street to follow the group of green monsters.
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	After cleaning herself and tying the cloth under her skirt to keep the smell at bay, following the goblins up-close was not that hard of a task. The group was so noisy she didn’t need to walk too closely, neither too silently to know where they were heading to. They still pulled the girl along, though her face went from pleading to sorrowful acceptance. She seemed sure of her fate now. Sure she couldn’t run. Sure she wouldn’t get help. She had stopped crying out every time one of them slapped her ass.

	Cleo walked embraced in the shadows of the trees, hiding her presence. She had to watch her step, being careful as to not stumble on anything and reveal her position. As she followed, she kept an eye on where they were going.

	They had walked for some thirty minutes inside the forest, following a beaten trail, where the trees gave way to a large clearing. The goblins seemed to have put up a camp there. Cleo could descry, from where she stopped in the darkness, a couple of tents, a fire pit, logs for sitting. There were other goblins in the clearing, now squealing and hopping in celebration or greeting.

	Cleo approached from amid the trees, taking each step as slow as she could so she wouldn’t reveal her position. Her boots made soft sounds only she could hear. The goblins, too excited to care about anything else, didn’t stop to check if they had been followed. The group had probably done this a number of times before and, apparently, the villagers never tried to take revenge or anything. It was a comfortable situation because of the lack of help from the kingdom.

	Her stomach churned. What a damned situation these people were in. But closing her hands in fists, she nodded to herself, focusing on solving it all.

	She was close enough to the camp she could see it clearly now. She counted the goblins - they were thirty, between the ones that came from the village and the ones that stayed behind, waiting. The floor was littered with bones, long femurs and curved ribs from different sizes but none of them big enough for Cleo to believe they were human. After eating every pet in the village, they probably started hunting in the forest.

	To a side, a small pole stuck out of the earth. A common wooden pole. The goblins dragged the villager to it, forcing her to sit with her back to it. She didn’t fight, whimpering as they lifted her arms and bound her wrists above her head with a rope. The girl closed her eyes, pressing her lips together to keep herself from crying.

	The position made the side of her ripped skirt drop to the floor, revealing the long, smooth whiteness of her thigh up to her hip. One of the goblins who tied her up stretched a hand to her skin, a hungry smile on his face. His hand was batted away by another goblin, who complained something in that squawky voice. The other seemed to disagree and the two entered an argument, their hands shooting around as they motioned between the girl, the goblin group, and one of the tents.

	Cleo used that moment to walk around the edge of the clearing, nearing the place the girl sat. She still didn’t have a plan and still knew she wasn’t able to take on that many goblins. But this way, if she had a chance, she might have been able to make a dash for the girl, cut her ropes, and run to the forest.

	The argument seemed to cease as a group of the goblins sat down. Some ten of them still stood and Cleo watched as one of the goblins who argued rolled his eyes and turned, walking to the larger of the two tents and entering it.

	The goblin that seemed to have won the argument laughed lowly and turned back to the villager. He stretched a hand to her flaxen hair, capturing a strand between long, clawed fingers. The girl pressed her eyes shut, whimpering further as she waited for her doom.

	The green hand slid down her hair, letting it drop over her chest. He then closed his fingers around the small breast. He laughed as he kneaded, bringing his other hand up to massage the other. He brought the two mounds together, circling his thumbs around stiffening nipples. Cleo could see the two dots forcing against the simple dress.

	Poor girl, Cleo thought. She must be cold, that’s why her nipples are stiffening.

	The goblin cackled, bringing his forefingers and thumbs together to pinch the nipples. The villager cried out, still keeping her eyes closed. Cleo looked around the others, and every goblin seemed fixated on the scene.

	The villager pressed her face against an arm, trying to hide the blush crawling up her cheeks. The goblin extended his hands to grasp on the cleavage of the dress and, with a swift move, ripped it open. The sound reached Cleo’s ears, so she snapped her head in that direction. The small tits bounced a little as they were freed, two rosy nipples standing at attention. The goblin laughed again, bringing his fingers up to pinch at them.

	Cleo curled her fingers around the tree bark she hid behind, rage pooling in her stomach. She frowned, remembering the guy back in the Tavern and how bad he deserved the punch she gave him. She could now see other goblins smiling and nodding in approval. She couldn’t wait to kill all of these bastards.

	Bringing the tits together, the goblin brought his ugly face down toward the villager’s chest. She cried faintly against her arm. He took a long breath in, then stuck his tongue out and licked her nipples. Smooth, short strokes around one, then the other. His hand kneaded the boob he wasn’t licking, his thumb circling around and flickering the pink knot. After a long moment, neither Cleo nor the other goblins could peel their eyes away. The one over the villager girl closed his lips around her nipple in a seal and sucked on that.

	Her whimpers, Cleo noticed, muted. She was making no sound now. Probably given up even that, thought the princess. But the rage in her belly was slowly wearing away.

	The goblin let the nipple go with a pop that made the tit bounce. Taking a step back, he grabbed the measly dress once more where it had been ripped and, to Cleo’s surprise, tore it open even further. The villager cried once more, snapping her eyes open to see her flat belly, her bare mound, and her long legs completely exposed. The dress now lay ruined, hanging from the sleeves.

	As the green hands reached for her again, the girl closed her eyes, forcing her face against her arm again. With one of his hands laying on a breast, pinching the nipple, the goblin touched the smooth abdomen and down, pressing against the small waist, the swell of the hip and the soft thighs. The villager pressed her legs together, but the goblin merely put his hands on her knees and parted them, stepping between her thighs to keep her from closing them again.

Long, green fingers ran up the inside of her thigh, finding her womanhood. The villager did not cry out this time. She just clutched her jaw as she waited for those fingers to invade her. But they didn’t. They merely brushed against her, parting her lower lips as the goblin muttered in approval. His other hand never left her breast, kneading, massaging in a way she never felt before. The fingers against her cunt ran slowly up her knot of nerves and down until they prodded very softly against her entrance.

	This went on for a long moment, and against her own will, she relaxed. The massage against her lower parts awoke something in her she had no idea she possessed. A fire grew in her lower gut. A warmth spread in her veins.

	As one finger pressed against her entrance, she heard the goblin laugh but she didn’t dare to open her eyes. When his fingers came up to her bundle of nerves again, they were wet and slid flawlessly, electricity igniting in her veins.

	Cleo watched as the rubs against the poor girl’s clit grew swifter. The girl’s thighs, apparently from exhaustion, dropped lower and wider. The goblin grinned, his fingers running over the girl’s cunt. Cleo unglued her eyes from the goblin’s hand, gulping as she searched for the girl’s face. But the frown was gone and her jaw had unclenched. Her lips were, truly, half-opened, and her brows relaxed.

	As if she was enjoying it.

	The realization hit Cleo as the opening of a dam. The rage inside her belly immediately turned to arousal. The girl’s legs parted even further and Cleo could now see the goblin’s fingers ran that swiftly and easily because that pink cunt glistened with juices.

	Cleo could fell her own cunt now dripping juices over the makeshift-undergarment. She knew her clit might have been swelling. She wished she could slide the undergarment aside and touch herself, but that would only bring hordes of goblins over her.

	A small part of herself asked - so what?

	She shivered, surprised with that awful thought.

The girl’s mouth now dropped open and her head pressed against the pole. The goblin smiled further as small moans left the girl’s mouth. His hand ran faster, unrelenting over her aching cunt, her clit begging for attention. He pinched her nipple harder and, with a long cry, she came on his hand.

	He didn’t stop moving his fingers as her legs shot down and her whole body quivered in pleasure. The long moan rang louder, and Cleo could hear other goblins muttering and groaning. Looking at them, she perceived several had pulled their loincloths aside and their pants down and were stroking their green penises. They were small as expected of creatures of their size. One or two of them came long stripes of white cum on the floor, groaning as they pressed their eyes shut.

	Cleo’s wide eyes took it all in. What kind of place was that? What was going on?

	The goblin standing over the village girl finally took a step away, both his hands leaving her. The girl shivered, small after-shocks racing through her body. Her chest rose up and down in pants.

	Another goblin took the first’s place, but he knelt down, grasping the villager’s thighs and separating them even further. He exposed her pink cunt to all who wanted to see for a moment before he dropped face-first on her. The girl cried aloud, trying to press her knees together and being unable to.

	Cleo watched with her jaw dropped as the goblin sucked on the girl’s clit, smearing his face in her juices. The girl’s open mouth let long moans escape, shamelessly.

	Another goblin approached this time, his dick already exposed. He approached the villager’s face, her mouth still hanging open, and stuck his cock in there.

	With a gasp, the girl tried to pull back, her eyes snapping open. But the goblin had only to hold her face in place with a hand as his hips moved. He groaned gravely. The girl forced her lips in a seal, closing her eyes once more. Each goblin extended a hand to massage a breast.

	Since her clit hadn’t had the time to relax, the villager soon neared another orgasm as the goblin between her legs sucked her. She let the other fuck her mouth, the small penis not really bothering her. She never imagined being sucked felt this good.

	The hands on her breasts dropped. She half-opened her eyes to watch a third goblin approaching. She didn’t complain, she didn’t fight as he put a leg on each side of her waist. He stood close to her, stroking his cock for a moment before he put his member between her breasts and pushed them together.

	It didn’t matter how much he squeezed the mounds, they were too small to cover his cock completely. He didn’t seem to mind as he started to thrust, the member sliding on her chest, hitting her neck. She didn’t mind it either. No, the villager didn’t mind it because her eyes were rolling to the back of her head as she shot straight out of the edge, another orgasm crashing over her like a wave. She groaned around the cock in her mouth and its owner exploded in her throat. She gasped and gagged with rope after rope of cum. She tried to pull her head back, the acrid smell invading her, but the goblin held her in place, forcing his hips against her nose and forcing her to swallow. She did, even if it was only to be able to breathe.

	She gagged again and swallowed the bitter and salty cum coating her tongue. The goblin pulled his cock out and she felt the cum dripping down her lips. The goblin between her legs had left and it looked like another one was approaching. She wondered what this one would do to her next…

	Cleo watched the door of the bigger tent flapping out. The goblin that first entered the place left first and sat to a side. Another goblin walked out of there a moment later. He was dressed in furs and the other goblins stopped all they were doing. Even the one masturbating between the girl’s tits. All of them took steps back and away from the villager, bowing on their waists.

	This had to be the leader. And it was easy to see why.

	Half of an arrow stuck out of his head.

	Her brows shot up. He had survived an arrow wound to his brains. Everything fell into place now. Cleo watched the leader waving a hand, the others bowing even lower as he approached. The fact he had survived that wound probably made him look like a god. Made him look invincible. So the goblins agreed to not only follow and respect him but to tolerate each other while they were under his command. It all made sense.

	The leader approached the villager, her legs wide open as she panted. Cum dripped from her chin, her tits were rosy from abuse, her cunt glistening with her own juices. Her eyes half-closed in such lingering pleasure it made Cleo’s cheeks flush. The leader took a moment to study her, his pants forming a tent with his erection. He called something out loud, the only sound apart from the fire crepitating.

	The door from his tent moved again and Cleo’s eyes were attracted by the movement. There had probably been servants inside the tent and the leader called for them… 

	Her jaw dropping, Cleo watched two human girls, little older than herself, walking out of the tent. Both wore very simple dresses that ended just under their crotches. The cloth was see-through and Cleo had to drag her gaze away from their nipples. One had dark, short-cut hair that fell straight to her jaw, black, serious eyes in her face. The other had hazelnut, wavy hair that fell softly to her waist. Cleo could see, through the cloth, she had some hair between her legs with the same color. Both girls were more voluptuous than the one tied to the pole, panting.

	The girl in the short hair carried a bucket, full of water for the splashing sound it made. The villager blinked at their approach and for the look in her face, she recognized the two. She sobered up in the second it took for the other girls to kneel beside her.

	Cleo heard her say something but didn’t quite understand. The girls smiled at her. The girl in the short hair dived her hand in the bucket, pulling two pieces of drenched cloth. Giving one to the girl with the hazelnut hair, they cleaned the villager with soft strokes.

	The villager had her face cleaned, the cum wiped away. The water dripped down her chin and ran between her breasts, making her shiver. Her eyes looked for the other cloth, that came to press between her aching pussy lips. She sighed.

	Cleo took the risk and approached even further, to a tree nearest to them. Why were there other human girls in the place? Why wouldn’t they help the newcomer? All the more if they knew each other…

	The leader grunted something. The girl in the hazelnut hair let her cloth drop back in the bucket and turned to crawl to him. She undid the belt holding his pants and let them drop, exposing his green cock. To Cleo’s surprise, she bent down and, without being forced, took the cock in her mouth. The leader’s eyes fluttered closed and he groaned in approval, thrusting his hips once in reflex.

	“Why are you here?” Cleo heard the villager murmur. She turned to see her eying the girl in the short hair. “We thought you were dead.”

	“Shh,” the other hushed, bringing a finger up to press against the villager’s lips. “Don’t think about it now. Just relax.”

	The villager eyed her with doubt, cocking a brow. The other smiled, the hand against the villager’s lips dropping to her chest. She rubbed her knuckles against the still-stiff nipples. The villager shuddered, widening her eyes.

	Her hand dropped lower, her fingers trailing down the smooth stomach until she rested her palm over the bare mound. “You just need to relax now,” she murmured again.

	The leader grunted something and the girl in the hazelnut hair let his cock go with a pop. She sat down over her ankles, turning to watch the girl tied to the pole. The leader approached her open legs, his cock twitching.

	The villager made to close her legs, but the leader stepped between them, stopping her. Human fingers met her clit a moment later.

	“Shh,” the short-haired girl murmured, pressing their cheeks together. She prompted the villager’s clit, massaging it, circling it softly. The leader spread the newcomer’s legs apart, then grabbed her thighs and brought her hips up. He pressed the head of his member against her cunt, the massage over her clit making her soaking wet once more. The villager had no time to fear what was to come before he speared her in a smooth motion.

	She moaned aloud, long and sweet and grave as if something magical was happening to her. The leader held her hip up against him and pulled his cock out. She whimpered, opening her eyes to beg for more. Her pupils were on fire.

Her clit still being massaged, the girl let the goblin take her. There was something about his cock that sent a jolt up her body, shivers taking her. She curled her toes.

	Cleo’s eyes were glued and she had to admit she felt a little jealous. That wouldn’t change her mission, of course. But she brought a hand up between her legs and pressed her aching parts over the undergarments. She pulsed. She needed release but she couldn’t take the cloth off and touch herself.

	The girl with the hazelnut waves could though. Cleo watched her adjusting herself to sit cross-legged on the floor, stretching her body back and keeping herself up with a hand against the floor. Her chest propped up, her nipples peeking through the cloth. In that position, Cleo could see her pussy showing from under the dress. The girl stretched her hand between her own folds to touch herself, her mouth dropping open as her fiery gaze followed the leader’s cock sliding in and out of the newcomer.

	Cleo’s face was so hot she knew she had to be bright red. She couldn’t believe in all that was happening. She kept repeating to herself she was there to save an innocent.

	Said innocent bucked against the leader’s cock, the hand over her clit never slowing down. Her groans mixed with the leader’s and the girl touching herself was moaning too and Cleo needed to cum.

	The villager’s hips sped up and, with a high-pitched moan, she came all over again. The girl in the short hair pinched her nipple, the massage over the villager’s clit slowing down. The leader kept his pace up until he came too, exploding inside of her with a loud grunt. He pumped a couple times more before he put the girl down, cum dripping from inside of her.

	As he panted, he pointed to a part of the goblin group and grunted something. The goblins there lifted their heads. The leader said a couple of other things before turning around and entering his tent once more.

	Some ten goblins on that side jumped to their feet, smiling and laughing. Cleo shuddered imagining what did the leader say to bring them this happiness. They approached the human girls.

	The first reached the hazelnut-haired girl, who still lazily touched herself. Closing his fingers around her hair, he pulled her head back, her mouth dropping. Pulling his cock out of his pants, he stuck his member in her mouth. She groaned, sucking hungrily. Another goblin pulled her hand from between her legs and made her jerk him off. A third pulled her legs so he could suck her.

	The same treatment was given to the other girls. The ten chosen goblins had their fun, but Cleo could see the girls appreciated too, if not even more. The three of them came again and again, moaning loudly around cocks. Cleo pressed her hand over her clit, watching all the girls being pleased again and again, their eyes rolling to the back of their heads in pleasure.
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	Slowly, the goblins fell asleep. The ones that didn’t get a chance to participate in the orgy jerked themselves off and turned on their sides to doze off. After an hour, they were all snoring and the three girls left to the small tent.

Cleo sighed, taking the silence in for a moment before she put her plan in action. Between her and the girls’ tent, there was a third of the goblins. The space was large enough that they were not sleeping close together.

	This was the moment of truth.

	One of the last goblins to lay down was stretched on the floor right next to her. Cleo unsheathed her sword and, with the other hand, she pulled her undergarments to a side.

	Her pussy was still wet and she shivered when the air touched her. The goblin laying close by took a deep breath, a second later, shot up to a sitting position. His beady eyes looked around in the shadows, searching for the origin of such an appealing smell.

	A smile stretched on his lips and Cleo knew she had him. She let the undergarment back in place as soon as she saw him standing up. Without making a sound not to wake the others, the greedy goblin crossed the treeline grinning.

	As soon as he was close enough, Cleo slashed his throat. He dropped even before he knew what was happening. Cleo kicked earth over him to hide the smell of his blood and, with her heart beating fast, she glanced at the others to be sure they were still asleep.

	They were, what made her plan perfect.

	She walked closer to the next. Two were laying close to one another. She picked a couple of pebbles from the floor and threw their way. One sat up, grunting something as the other complained. She let the smell of her arousal drift to them. Soon enough, she had killed two more.

	Taking her time, she called one by one or two to the side of the forest to kill them. If her arousal dried up, she just had to remember the villager having her clit rubbed while the goblin leader fucked her, or the changeling back at the beginning of the evening licking her cunt. It was easy to insert a finger in herself and bring it out covered in juices, massage her own clit for a moment and wait for the smell to be strong enough.

	She kept herself at bay though, touching herself just enough to attract the goblins. Every time she felt herself walking closer to the edge of an orgasm, she stopped. That was not the moment, definitely not the place.

Cleo had killed some ten goblins and half-buried them in the forest when she reached the girls’ tent. Squatting on the back of it, she slipped inside the place.

	The three girls were still awake. They squealed when they noticed the princess’ presence, and Cleo brought a finger to her lips, hushing them.

	“Who are you?” The girl in the short hair frowned. “Go away, it’s not safe in here.”

	“I know. That’s why I’m here,” Cleo whispered back, approaching them. They were sitting over covers, all clean and wearing the same see-through tunic. “My name is Cleo. I saw the notice in town calling for help to kill the goblins.” 	She pulled the sheet out to show them. All three of the girls frowned.

	The short-haired one was the one to murmur back. “My name is Alissa. These are Bree,” she pointed to the hazelnut-haired girl, “and Lara.” The newcomer nodded once. “This notice is months old.”

	“Are you three from the same village then?” Cleo tried, guessing the reason they seemed to know each other.

	“Yeah,” Lara tried, her voice hoarse. “These goblins were eating only dogs and cats then. It looks like they learned that no one would come, so they didn’t need to be all that stealthy. The group got bigger too. Some weeks back, they started to take women.”

	“I was the first,” Bree put a strand of hazelnut hair behind her ear. “I thought my parents would save me, or hire someone to do so, but no.” She shrugged. “It’s not that bad in here. I don’t work half as hard as back in the village.”

	Cleo cocked a brow, though not even she believed her words. “But they force you to fuck them.”

	Alissa snorted. “Well, if you were here long enough to see us fucking, then you know we cum like, a lot.” She crossed her arms under her chest. “My expectations for life was an arranged marriage where my husband would force me without ever making me cum, and then I’d carry his children and that’s it.”

	“We can’t have the goblins’ children,” Bree murmured, stretching a small smile, “they never fuck us without making us cum at least once first, and their cocks are amazing.”

	Lara, who stared at her knees, had pink cheeks. “I thought they’d kill me when I was dragged out of the village. It was the worst thing seeing my parents just… watching me go. For all they care, I’m dead.”

	Cleo cocked her head, “Look, my expectations for life was the same as yours. Arranged marriage. Being forced to carry children. I didn’t even know I could have pleasure with someone sucking me.” She sighed, “But this is not freedom too. You have to find a different way out. You can’t just change your owner because these ones make you cum.”

	The three of them frowned. Alissa clenched her jaw, “Well, but what else could we do?”

	Cleo sat straighter, “I’m going to be an adventurer, for example. I trained hard on the sword, and though it’s dangerous, I’d do anything to not be anyone’s slave. By the end of the day, I want to know I did something because I wanted to.”

	The girls let the silence drop over them for a moment. Bree then said, “I wanted to be a teacher. If we make it back, I’ll pack my things and move in with my aunt. She said she could help me become one. It doesn’t matter what my parents think.”

	“I wanted to help with my parents’ farm. They let me manage it alright until… well, until they watched me go and didn’t care about it.” Lara murmured. “I’m pretty sure they’d pretend nothing happened and let me go on managing it. I wouldn’t mind that.”

	“An adventurer, hm?” Alissa muttered, her gaze lost.

	Cleo let the idea sink for a moment. “I want to take you girls out of here. I want to kill these goblins and end this thing once and for all. Make sure no other girl will be dragged all the way out here and get used to this.”

	Lara and Bree looked at each other, unsure. Alissa, on the other hand, nodded fiercely, her short hair hitting her jaw. “I’ll help you. What’s your plan?”

	Cleo smiled and told her, her cheeks warming up, about how she dealt with the goblins up until that point. Alissa pulled a short knife from under her excuse of a pillow.

	“I stole this some days ago. I’ll go with you.”

	The two slipped out of the tent and inside the forest, walking around to the other side of the camp. The goblins still snored. The two girls approached a couple of them silently, immersed in darkness.

	“I’m not exactly aroused right now,” said Cleo, without looking up at the other girl, “but I’ll just, uh, touch myself a bit and then we’ll throw some pebbles so these two wake up. They’ll come our way and we kill them.”

	Alissa nodded, an intense gaze upon her pretty face. She watched from the tree across from Cleo, clutching her knife.

	Cleo sighed, pulling her undergarment aside. She rubbed a digit over her clit, keeping her legs closed for privacy. Her eyes kept drifting to Alissa’s nipples, hard against the cloth.

	The princess went on touching herself, the legs she pressed together more getting in the way than anything else. She sighed a moment later, uninspired and tense. “I think I’m a little shy,” she murmured, laughing.

	She expected Alissa to laugh along or something, but the other walked to her, standing behind her. Her full chest pressing against Cleo’s back, she felt it when Alissa dropped her mouth close to her ear.

	“I’ll help you, don’t worry,” the warm breath made her skin tingle. Alissa stretched her hand, cupping her cunt. Cleo gasped. “Shh,” Alissa cried in the very same tone she used with Lara. “Relax, focus on the mission.”

	The fingers opening her labia and rubbing over her clit were soft and gentle. Alissa pressed a digit against her entrance and brought her mouth to Cleo’s ear. She nibbed there and Cleo had to bite her lips together not to moan.

	Alissa’s forefinger slid inside of Cleo easily all the way to the base. She brought it out then dipped it in again, her thumb caressing the bundle of nerves. She brought the soaked finger out to slid over the clit.

	“Is it good enough?” She whispered after a moment.

	Cleo jolted as if just remembering what they were doing. “Yes.” She pulled away from the girl and knelt to grab a pebble. Waking the two goblins close to them, the girls killed them in no time.

	Alissa smiled as she cleaned the blood from her blade. “I’m so glad you convinced us of doing that.”

	Cleo smiled back, nervously. They went on to kill two other pairs of goblins.

	Pulling the undergarment away, Cleo knew she was dry once more but wasn’t about to disclose this to Alissa. She stopped with her back to the tree and closed her eyes, forcing herself to remember the changeling and his tongue on her, even if Alissa’s presence was clear beside her.

	“Let me help,” Alissa murmured and, before Cleo could reject it, she heard the girl’s steps crashing the leaves in front of her. Cleo opened her eyes but saw nothing.

	Alissa’s tongue met her pussy, making Cleo jolt. She held back a gasp. It had been just a few hours since she found out how good it could be to get sucked, but she never imagined a girl doing that on her. The warm tongue dived in her cleft, soaking her, rubbing against her. Alissa used her thumbs to pull her thighs apart, pressing her face to suck on her clit. Cleo dipped her head against the tree, jutting her hips out before she could notice.

	A rustle behind her made her remember why the hell a pretty girl was sucking on her.

	She looked over her shoulder and saw one of the goblins sitting up, his nose sniffing. Cleo paused a hand over Alissa’s head as they watched the goblin wake another two on his path before entering the forest.

	Her juices still smeared Alissa’s chin as they kicked earth over the three dead goblins. Without wiping it off, Alissa walked behind a tree to where other three goblins slept. She looked up to Cleo and there was a fire in her eyes, though the princess couldn’t be sure of the reason.

	“Here, let’s get these ones,” she said. They went on to wake and kill another eight goblins this way. Just six left, and the leader. Alissa turned to Cleo, smiling. “I can’t believe we’ll actually make it.”

	Cleo grinned back. She was surprised herself. That was an incredibly large group and they were about to end them! Just a little more, and she’d be able to take these girls back to the village.

	The next set of goblins was the hardest - they were laying very close to one another. They’d have to be careful.

	Cleo undid her undergarments and let them drop to the floor. After this, she wouldn’t need them any longer. She brought a hand under her skirt - she’d touch herself a little, and she knew she could do it this time. She’d just have to imagine Alissa’s tongue between her lower lips. She was looking at the camping when Alissa’s steps stopped in front of her again.

	The girl knelt. “Let me help,” she murmured. Cleo looked down on her, about to tell her it wasn’t needed, but the brunette had such flames in her eyes Cleo’s lust immediately burned in her veins. She nodded.

	Alissa devoured Cleo’s cunt as if she had been starving. The princess was soaking wet just a moment later. The tongue in her warmed her blood. She knew she was dripping, but she didn’t want to stop. Just looking down at Alissa, a hand reaching under her own dress, made Cleo approach the edge even faster. Rubbing, licking, sucking, Alissa pinpointed her attention completely on the sweet pussy, dripping wet because of her. She couldn’t keep herself from touching her own cunt, from massaging her aching clit. She approached the edge with Cleo.

	Cleo jutted her hips out, gasping. Intense pleasure blinded her, burning. She bucked her hips once, then twice, then she exploded. Alissa pressed her face against her, not stopping her motions until she came too. The two moaned in unison, crying out in pleasure.

	The princess was still high with aftershocks running through her body when she heard the steps. The calls. High-pitched voices speaking in a rude tongue.

	She was still quivering with Alissa’s lips on her when the first goblin took her by surprise.
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	Cleo didn’t even have the time to push her skirt down. The goblins clutched her wrists and dragged her amid a cacophony of yells and celebrations. Some screamed enraged after finding the dead bodies. Others stared intently at her glistening pussy, their cocks hardening.

	She tried to pull herself free but the three goblins holding her fought back and managed to tie her to the same pole Lara had been tied to. Unlike Lara, they tied her kneeling, her face touching the pole, her naked ass high up in the air. 	Alissa was thrown on the ground close to her tent as the other two girls left it. One of the goblins, carrying both her sword and Alissa’s knife, ran inside the boss’ tent.

	Cleo cursed herself. What a stupid move. She got too distracted with Alissa sucking on her, and moaned out loud. 	How idiot could she be? How desperate for an orgasm? That was so fucking sad.

	She looked over her shoulder. There were only six goblins anyway. And the boss. If one of the girls managed to set her free… They could take them on. They could have their freedom.

	Lara and Bree helped Alissa up. Her eyes were still two burning ambers as Cleo met her gaze, trying to tell her not to lose faith. Trying to tell her they still had a chance.

	The leader left the tent and the others shut up. He had an irate look on his face. The goblin carrying her sword left the tent too and stood on the entrance. Cleo looked at him and at Alissa, hoping she’d understand.

	The leader approached her with hard steps. He yelled, roared and grumbled. He pointed to his subordinates and clearly insulted them. They dropped their heads, accepting the scolding. The leader yelled some more.

He approached Cleo from behind. She watched him over her shoulder, frowning in defiance. The leader lifted his chin and rose a hand. He slapped her ass once, making it bounce. She winced.

	One of the goblins laughed. The leader stretched a smile, repeating the action. Cleo winced with the sharp pain again but said no word.

	Alissa took a step to the side.

	The leader spoke some more, walking closer to the goblins and reaching her side. Cleo adjusted her knees so she’d sit over her ankles, trying to numb the pain on her backside. Turning to her, the leader reached a hand to her off-shoulder blouse and pulled it down.

	He laughed as her breasts bounced, spilling down her corset. The nipples were still hard because of Alissa’s attention on her cunt. The leader grinned, stretching a hand and pinching her nipple hard. Cleo whelped.

	He brought a hand to the top of her head, clutching a handful of her blond hair and pulling it back. Cleo wished she could make him combust with her gaze. The leader pulled his pants down, saying something in his language. His cock sprang out, hard.

	For the first time, she saw the reason his cock made Lara cry out in pleasure. It had all these little bumps that would definitely give an interesting effect once inside her cunt… Cleo frowned harder, more because of her own lack of sense and lust.

	Pulling her hair, he brought his cock closer, slapping it on her cheek. She tried to pull away but he kept her in place. The acrid smell made her nose curl. He pulled on her hair harder and she opened her mouth to cry out. He used that to stick his cock in her mouth.

	He laughed, pumping inside her warm and wet mouth. Cleo whimpered around his cock, trying to hold her breath not to taste it. His motions made her tits bounce, hitting the pole. She could see, with the corner of her eye, a couple of goblins stroking their own cocks.

	She knew she was getting wet again. It seemed her pussy had no limits.

	The leader stopped his thrusting and she wondered what was wrong. He gasped, started to yell and then a wave of warm liquid washed Cleo’s face.

	She jerked back and managed to let his cock go. A moment later, her hands dropped from around the pole, free.

	Cleo brought her hands up to wipe on her eyes. It was blood. Black goblin blood. The leader had his throat cut.

	She shot to her feet, looking around to see Alissa brandishing her own sword against the goblins. Cleo found Alissa’s knife and jumped for it, not giving a shit if her wet pussy was exposed or if her tits were bouncing wildly. She jumped to help the girl, slashing the rest of the group.

	It hadn’t been pretty or honorable. But a couple of minutes later, they had killed what was left of the goblin group. Alissa was panting as their gazes met. She grinned.

	“We made it!”

	Cleo finally pushed her skirt down, laughing. “We did.”
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	It had been too dark to take the girls back that night, so as Cleo cleaned herself, the others cooked some food, found better clothing and the four of them ate and rested. By the first morning light, they were ready to go.

	Cleo put the leader’s head in a sack and collected a bunch of goblin weapons from the floor to use as proof. She guided the girls back to the village, extremely proud of herself.

	“So, what’s your plan now?” Asked Alissa, putting a strand of black, short hair behind an ear. “You’ll go back to the capital to fetch your reward?”

	Cleo shook her head. “No. I’m not backtracking. I’ll move on to the next big city and get the reward there.”

	“The road is not exactly safe,” said Lara. “I’ve heard of some changelings up in the hills. You better be careful.”

	The memory of that big chunk of a cock between her legs made Cleo immediately wet. A part of her, the naughty part, the part that wasn’t all that mad with everything she did, hoped she would meet some changelings.

	“I’ll be careful. There are no other ways to become an adventurer without taking risks.”

	The other girls smiled at her as they approached the village’s entrance. Some early risers were staring at them with wide eyes.

	“Thank you again,” Bree smiled. “I hope we can all be whatever we want.”

	“Hope I can meet you again once I become an adventurer,” Alissa smiled, winking.

	Cleo’s pussy tightened instantaneously. “Yeah. I can’t wait for that.”











THE END
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	Cleo de Veaux stopped for a moment to stare up at the arch that marked the entrance to Belisk. The portal was so flawless it seemed carved out of a single stone. The city’s name was carved on the top of the arch, in big, bold letters so everyone who arrived could see it. It wasn’t like someone could miss it.

	Flanked on both sides by tall walls, the city of Belisk was larger than the town around the castle. Seeing this one, Cleo could even say the one around the castle leaned more to a slum than a proper city. She crossed the portal with wide eyes, seeking to absorb everything she saw.

	Cleo had arrived close to noon and the city bustled with life. Busy sellers called for attention, guards patrolled the streets, people from all levels of the social strata bumped shoulders in crowded streets. Thinking of how easy it would be to have her purse stolen in such a busy place, she placed a hand over it and another over the hilt of her sword.

	The purse was now some coins heavier. The thought of it made her flush with pride.

	After she rescued the girls from the goblins and left them with their families, she gave herself a day off. The village, full of hypocritical cowards that didn’t move a finger to save the girls but now said they were about to do so, received her well enough. She was treated to a proper bath, a clean bed, and food. Though it had been nothing near what she had back home, the fact the bed was hard and the bath cold didn’t bother her. She reminded herself it was part of the adventure. As she finished her dinner, one of the villagers arrived with a well-dressed man who looked at Cleo with a cocked brow, clearly doubtful of her adventurer status. He checked on the girls and heard the story. Begrudgingly, he paid Cleo a couple of gold coins and congratulated her under his breath.

	One of the girls had been furious the lives of the three of them were worth no more than two gold coins, but the man just shrugged it off before leaving the place, wiping invisible dust off his shoulders.

	Cleo wasn’t complaining. Her goal was not getting rich doing that. She was aware she’d need the money to feed herself and pay for inns, but that was not the main thing about this business. What she really liked thus far was how powerful she felt when the goblins’ blood dripped down her fingers. How pride filled her when one of the girls smiled thankfully at her.

	Even with everything they’d been through, they still had dreams they would fight for.

	She left the small village with sunrise and after a couple of stops to rest her feet, she arrived in Belisk. Her stomach rumbled with hunger, and she did not forget she wanted to change her outfit. She looked around herself, searching for the main street, somewhere she could find both a tavern, a restaurant, and an outfitters store.

	Cleo tried her best not to look as bewildered as she felt, but it was quite hard. People from all ages and colorful clothes and accents. She had never felt so ignorant. The weight of her gilded life pressed on her shoulders.

	Putting a strand of blond hair behind an ear, she leaned over a stall on one of the crowded streets. An old man talked to more than two people at once, and the crowd pressed against her back as she admired the bronze bracelets he had for sale. Dainty little things, simple and yet pretty. She admired the work, wondering if she should buy one of them. At least as a mark of her being there. Of her being able to pay for things with her own money…

	She stretched a hand to pick one up. That’s when she first felt something was off.

	The person pressing against her was too insistent. He was practically glued to her back. Looking sideways, she noticed even though the place was crowded, she was the only one being pressed like that.

	Blinking a couple of times, she tried to ignore it and turned back to the bracelets. With a disappointed sigh, she dropped her hovering hand as the seller took that specific bracelet to another person. She turned to the others, decided to choose one.

	She felt the warmth of skin against her thigh and froze, confused. What…?

	Fingers. Fingers pressed against her exposed thigh and slid right under her skirt, touching the bottom of her ass. Her heartbeat picked up but she was frozen in place.

	The fingers slid around the hem of her skirt, the warmth burning her skin as it circled her thigh.

	Her nipples hardened against her will.

	Those fingers massaged the inside of her thigh, so very discreetly no one around noticed it. He reached up, touching her bare crotch. A jolt of pure lust shot through Cleo.

	What the hell was wrong with her?

	A stranger was touching her under her skirt and she felt herself going wet.

	Her inner muscles clenched and relaxed, and she didn’t want to, she knew it was wrong… But her body would not obey her. Her body wanted more.

	The fingers against her crotch pulled her lips slightly apart. The middle finger touched her clit, lighting her on fire, then slid down to probe at her entrance. She was soaking wet.

	“Fuck,” a grave voice behind her growled against her hair. She felt a hard length against her back.

	Cleo had to be out of her mind.

	Her elbow shot out to hit the man behind her. He yelped, pulling his hand out from her skirt and taking a step back. 	Grasping her sword, she turned, her face bright red, a hand balled to a fist, ready to either punch him or slash his head off.

	The man stared back at her and a grin slowly formed across his face.

	A smirk that told her he knew she had been liking it. Cleo knew it was true. She didn’t know how or why, but her body seemed to be liking plenty of things she wasn’t supposed to.

	With rage burning on her throat, more against herself than against the man, she turned away and strode up to the street.

	What was wrong with her? Though a rebellious one, she was a princess, and she had been raised to give pleasure, not receive it. And yet… Yet she had enjoyed that werewolf licking her, and the goblins touching her. She had enjoyed watching as the goblins made the girls cum again and again. She had liked being touched by a stranger in a crowded street.

	She was discovering things about herself she didn’t like. Wrong things. Lewd things.

	Was something wrong with her?

	She stalked up the street, her eyes searching, searching for either a tavern or a restaurant, or a clothing store… 	Anything that could distract her of such thoughts. Anything that could make her forget the throbbing between her legs.

	A hanging sign indicated a restaurant steps ahead.

	Cleo focused there, crossing the street and murmuring “excuse me” to the people she bumped into. She jolted inside the place, stopping by the entrance to catch her breath.

	The restaurant was also crowded. With how busy that city was, and so close to noon, Cleo didn’t know why she was surprised.

	“Welcome,” a girl called from some tables ahead. Cleo snapped her head to that direction, letting a breath escape her lips as she calmed herself. The girl was some years older than her, a pretty, round face and an apron around her waist as she smiled at Cleo. “We’re quite busy, but you can have a place on the counter and I’ll serve you in a moment!”

	Cleo took a moment to look around herself. All the tables were occupied. She willed her heart to calm down as she walked to the end of the place, reaching for a high chair against the counter. She sat in the last place, her arm touching the wall. Two empty chairs separated her from the other people sitting there.

	Adjusting herself on the hard sit, she let herself relax. She first wondered how wrong was she about liking to feel pleasure…

	She moved on the sit. Her clit still throbbed, as if asking her why had it been abandoned like that. She sighed, pressing her hips down against the hardwood. A jolt shot up her body, her clit begging, begging for attention.

	“Hello,” the attendant called from just behind her, making her jump. “Oh, I’m sorry! Did I surprise you?” She didn’t wait for an answer as she turned her head to watch another set of customers entering the place. “Welcome! I’ll be with you in a moment!” She turned back to Cleo, smiling. “Our special of the day is pork, would you like to try it?”

	Cleo did want to. The food came quickly and she was halfway through her plate when someone sat beside her. It was a moment before the grave voice called for her.

	“Found you, doll.”

	Snapping her head to the side, she widened her eyes at the man who had been touching her on the street. He smiled again and took a moment to ask the servant for the special. His eyes were pure hunger over Cleo as he leaned toward her.

	“Do you have a name, doll?”

	She turned back to her plate, taking another spoonful as she tried to ignore him.

	Maybe that would do it. If she ignored it, he would eventually drop it. Or at least she had been told so.

	“Come now,” he murmured, too close to her ear. A shiver trickled down her skin. “You were so fucking wet I couldn’t let you go. You’re too fucking hot.”

	She took another spoonful and swallowed it without chewing. The man thanked the servant as she brought him his food. He took his own spoon and started to eat.

	Perhaps now he’d give Cleo some peace of mind.

	Peace he did give. For a total of three minutes, at the most.

	Cleo hurried herself to finish her lunch when his hand came to rest on the back of her chair. She slid him a sidelong glance, his confident grin telling her it was not over. With his mouth full, he let his spoon rest beside the plate and his hand came to touch her arm.

	“Really, doll,” he called, his fingers trailing up and down her skin. His voice lowered to a murmur, “You can drop the act. You’re not from here, are you? You have nothing to lose. No reputation or whatever.”

	A part of Cleo’s brain told her it was true. She tried her best to bury that part down.

	His hand hovered over her shoulder and down her ribcage, warming her skin through her thin blouse. Her breathing coming out in heaves, she searched blindly for money on her purse to pay for her food.

	His fingers trailed to the side of her boob and under it, to come back up to her already-hard nipple. She shivered, unable to contain herself. With a rough laugh, he opened his hand to palm her breast. His thumb and forefinger joined here and there to pinch her nipple, sending warmth to pool on her underbelly.

	Cleo’s mind grew fuzzy. She sighed, noticing the man’s grin stretching wider.

	His thumb hooked on the hem of her shirt and he slowly pulled her top down. Her heartbeat picked up - not with fear. With anticipation. 

	The thought of being touched and exposed like this in public somehow… Somehow it turned her on.

	She paused some coins on the counter.

	His forefinger still circled her nipple deliciously.

	She took a breath in.

	His thumb reached her areola, and a moment longer she’d be bare.

	She clutched his wrist.

	Her eyes were ablaze as she frowned up at the man.

	“I’ll break your arm if you don’t release me.” To make her point, she twisted his wrist to an extreme position.

	He leaned forward, the grin disappearing from his face. “What the-” He frowned. “You’re really going to pretend you weren’t liking it? You little whore.”

	“You’re disgusting,” Cleo roared back and she brought her other hand up to his head. The rage suddenly boiling inside of her (who did he think he was to insult her so?) gave her confidence as she brought his head down against the counter, face-first on his own plate of food. Hard enough to break a couple of teeth. A nose if she got lucky.

	She dropped quickly from her chair as other customers turned to see what had happened. Adjusting her blouse once more, she turned to leave, thanking the servant after letting her know she left some coins on the counter.

	Cleo was out of the restaurant and out in the street before she could hear the man creating some poor excuse about her behavior.
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	Out and away from the restaurant, Cleo hoped she wouldn’t get in trouble for that. She wondered what her parents would think after learning she had been arrested in Belisk after hitting a man. 

	Her adventure couldn’t end because of some pervert.

	Even if she felt like one herself.

	Blindingly walking up the street to the main square, she found a tavern soon enough. Pulling the door open, she strode to the notice board with a hand on her sword.

	She swore no man would ever get the best of her again. She wouldn’t be caught off guard. Never again.

	With her heart still pumping hard, with adrenaline, with hesitation, with some fear and some excitement, Cleo let her eyes wander through a number of notices. The board was covered in them - many, many more than the ones by the castle town.

	The first layer of notices was comprised of new sheets of white paper, fairly recent. Cleo could see there were older ones under it, the yellow color of the paper betraying for how long those quests had been abandoned.

	There was a gang of bandits robbing shops. Searching for a disappeared maiden who, it was written on the note, was believed to have been eloped. A search for a relic, with a minimum of five experienced people in the party. Bear attacks in the North. A werewolf seemed to be hunting some sheep out of the Eastern part of the wall.

	Cleo shivered with the wet memory of the werewolf back in the woods.

	She chided herself. Her adventure was supposed to prove a point. It was supposed to be about her taking care of herself and proving she could do whatever she wanted… But if it was to prove she owned her desires, then why was she being such a prude about her lust?

	A part of her wondered if she wasn’t being a hypocrite.

	She shut that part down promptly. This was not the moment, neither the place, to think about such things. She blinked to refocus on the notices, lifting the newer ones to read the yellowed papers under them.

	Missing, she read in one of them, lady Beichelles. Around 18 years old, flaxen-haired. Last seen going up the river Leisles.

	Missing, read another, lady Maddox. 25 years of age, blond. Last seen up the river Leisles. Her horse came back but she didn’t.

	Missing. The youngest of the Cameron sisters. 15 years, blond, was in the forest by the river Leisles and never came home.

	All those notices bore poor illustrations of the missing girls. Cleo noted the oldest was written in a parched, dark yellow, stained paper. It must have been there for a couple of months now, if not more. 

	She discovered she loved the idea of rescuing missing girls. Giving them a new chance. Helping them achieve dreams they thought they had lost forever.

	She pulled the three sheets out of the board and folded them, carefully keeping the newest paper covering the others so they wouldn’t mess the inside of her pouch. With an empty look over her shoulder, she checked for any other perverts around but found none. Turning, she left the place with decided steps. She now had to buy herself new clothes and find where this river Leisles was.










* * *










	Cleo had been walking for almost an hour when the road turned left, bordering the forest. A smaller trail left the road and curved between the trees, so Cleo followed it, adjusting her new garments.

	For a big city, they had fewer options that she expected for clothes. She found no place that would sell her pants - they were males only, and the sellers wouldn’t budge even if she offered more for the pants. One of them, a lady some years older than her, pitied her and said she could have some done specially for her. This way she could sell her pants. 	But she’d take a week or so to be ready. Cleo accepted her offer and saw herself obligated to get something else.

	She wouldn’t get inside a dress again. She had already spent her whole life dealing with layers of clothing and being careful not to step on the hems and tight sleeves that wouldn’t let her raise her arms. No, these wouldn’t do. If they had been uncomfortable in her gilded life in the castle, she couldn’t even imagine the peril she’d be in if she had to deal with tripping on her own dress while she ran from some monster.

	No, she had to buy something else. She wanted a blouse that wouldn’t be that easy for attackers to pull down, so now she tugged at the bottom of a sleeveless shirt made of leather that would definitely protect her. It tied up in the front and her large breasts left quite a cleavage open, but she didn’t care. She felt way more protected than the off-shoulder one that a pervert was about to pull down in the middle of a restaurant.

	Since she would have to wait a week for her pair of pants, she bought a skirt. Long, but with a slit to the side that let her move more freely. It was way more modest than her previous one, but still not quite what she desired. That’d have to wait.

	Glad she managed to sell her old clothes to the tailor, she entered the trail in the forest with a small smile. She was living her life. Making her own choices. And about to save another group of girls.

	Cleo followed the trail for some time, the chirping of birds overhead distracting her. The sound of steps made her halt and she waited by a side of the road. But the trees here were too sparse for her to hide, the branches too high for her to jump up. She waited, holding the hilt of her sword.

	For the sound, it was a man only. He couldn’t be the one kidnapping these girls, could he? One man only?

But as the man approached, hunched with weight as he carried a basket full of fruits, Cleo relaxed. The man was too old. The missing girls were young and, even if they had no kind of training, Cleo knew they would have managed to fight him off.

	His brows rose when his eyes met hers. “Oh, hello.” His voice rang exhausted as he stopped some steps from her and took a moment to leave his burden on the ground. Stretching his back, he smiled a toothless grin. “Did I scare you? I’m sorry, just an old man fetching some fruit to sell.”

	Cleo let her hand drop from the sword. “It’s alright. I’m looking for the girls who went missing near the river.”

	His smile dampened. His eyes looked around the two for a moment. “Are you… by yourself?”

	“Yes. I’m an adventurer,” she completed even if he didn’t ask.

	The man cocked a brow, as leery as the man back in the village who paid her for her services. “You better be careful, lady. Perhaps going back to Belisk, talking to some of the men there. I’m sure someone will agree to come with you, once you’ve set a price.”

	Cleo frowned, clenching her jaw. “I don’t need that. I’ve just fought off a group of goblins. I’m sure I can manage whatever it is here.”

	The man seemed to consider that for a moment, then as his eyes slid down her ample chest, tight stomach and white leg, he shook his head. “It’s just that… We believe it’s a river monster. Clearly targeting young ladies like yourself. You might not come back. Perhaps the presence of a man would…”

	“No men seemed to have tried to save these girls up until now. I see no reason they would follow me.”

	He lifted his hands in apology. “I’m just trying to help, I’m sorry, lady.”

	Cleo crossed her arms. “It’s alright. Would you mind telling me the direction of the river?”

	He pointed over her shoulder. “Keep following the road for another fifteen minutes. You’ll hear its gurgle to this side.”

	“Thank you.” She answered, turning and following up the road, leaving the man behind. She didn’t turn to see him shaking his head in pity.

	Soon enough, she did hear the gurgle of a river between the trees. Leaving the trail, she carefully watched her steps, looking for marks that would tell her if someone had been there recently.

	She found none for a time, which was understandable for how long these disappearances had been happening. If the first girl went missing three months back, there’d be nothing left by now.

	The river Leisles was wider than she expected. Its dark waters shimmering in the sun, the calm surface gave Cleo no clue of how deep it was. She wondered if perhaps these missing girls tried to cross the river for some reason and judged its depth wrongly… It was a hypothesis. Perhaps they had drowned.

	The old man’s belief of it being a monster did not stick in her mind for a second. She dismissed it as nonsense. There were higher chances of them drowning or being kidnapped, for sure.

	What she did believe was that these girls might have been taken by men. Perhaps a gang of bandits, people who would sell them as slaves… Cleo had heard such stories. There was no reason for her to believe differently. A bird sang as she walked up the river, studying the grass for any signs of fights, or forgotten objects that would tell her of someone having been there recently.

	She walked along the margin for some time, without success. She heard the splash of fish on the river twice but found nothing. Following a curve, she saw, somewhat distant, the place where the river ran from. A cave, tucked in the heart of the forest.

	But she had no reason to believe the bandits hid in there. If they indeed lived in such a place, she would’ve found steps in the grass. Maybe remnants of torches or a fire. So she kept looking for clues.

	Closer to the cave, she halted. A clear trail on the grass caught her eye. Her heart thumping in relief, she breathed out, glad her ranger skills were not that bad.

	But it was too small to be a person’s. Possibly a medium-sized animal’s, a small deer or a large possum. She knelt, her hand hovering over the crushed grass, broken blades indicating there had been resistance. She plucked a blade of grass, noticing something on its tip. With the pad of her forefinger, she brushed what seemed to be some kind of glue. No, not glue. Perhaps dried oil? It peeled off the leaf as she brushed it off.

	Cleo twisted her mouth. That was an enigma. The trail of the resisting animal followed from the margin to the river and Cleo found a number of leaves to one side of the trail presented that same dried oil appearance.

	She sat down, a hand on her chin. Some animal had been dragged from the margins of the forest to the river. That had to indicate there indeed was some kind of predator in the water. The trail wasn’t large enough to indicate a crocodile though… What could it be?

	Silence covered her and a shiver ran down her spine. Cleo suddenly noticed the birds had stopped singing. Above the gurgle of the river, another soft slap sounded behind her. What could the substance on the blades mean? Did any of the girls have that sort of fate? Did they get pulled inside the river, fighting for their lives against… A monster?

	The old man’s words slowly grew on Cleo’s mind.

	What kind of monster could drag people and animals inside the river, not leaving any trail behind but a kind of… slimy oil?

	With a jolt, Cleo felt something sliding around her calf. What she thought had been grass brushing against her feet was, in fact, slimy and wet and cold.

	She snapped her head to find a dark purple tentacle circling her ankle.
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	Her eyes widening to saucepans, Cleo planted her hands on the ground, pulling herself backward toward the forest. 

	It was a monster. A river monster. Cleo’s mind whirled between the possibilities - an octopus? A giant squid? But weren’t they ocean creatures? What kind of tentacled animal lived in rivers?

	The long tentacle stretched for her leg lazily, all the way from inside the river. It circled around her ankle again but it didn’t press her. It didn’t hurt. It ran up her calf sluggishly.

	A splash in the water made her look up - the sound wasn’t being produced by fishes after all. Another tentacle rose from the dark surface of the water, sliding up the grass to her other leg. The long limb glistened under the afternoon sun, the oil, or slime, making it glint. It did leave a trail in the grass as it reached for her other ankle, circling slowly.

	Cleo curved her fingers around her sword. Doing no sudden movements, she unsheathed the sword, holding it up beside her. Her chest rose and fell with anticipation. She watched, waiting. If she attacked the tentacles, would the monster attack her some other way? Or was it better for her to wait for it to reveal its true form so she could kill it then?

	The tentacle on her left leg pulled very gently to a side instead of inside the river. The other tentacle ran slowly up her calf, soaking her knee in slime before circling around her thigh. Though the body of the tentacle was rather thick, as thick as her leg, the tip tapered to something the thickness of two joined finger.

	Said tip ran up the inner side of her leg, exactly the leg exposed by the slit in her skirt. The coldness set out goosebumps on her flesh. Cleo frowned down at the tentacle as it reached for her crotch, as the wet finger covered the slit of her cunt.

	What kind of animal was that?

	She shivered violently as the tentacle forced her lips open and pressed itself over her clit. In the most tortuous action, the oily finger moved up and down over the knot of nerves.

	Her jaw dropped as she felt the other tentacle pulling her leg a little wider apart. The clutch on her sword loosened up. 

	The tip of the tentacle probed her clit, the slime making it slide easily over her. The sensation sent waves of pleasure rocking over her with such intensity she flushed. After a moment, the tentacle changed its motion to circle around the swollen clit.

	A moan escaped Cleo’s lips.

	She didn’t care.

	The tentacle holding her leg found the hem of her skirt and slid under it. Like the first, it slowly went up the inside of her thigh. Cleo pressed both her hands back, tilting her hip up. The tentacle slid almost under her, the thinner tip finding her crotch, her lower lips, then the entrance to her vagina. She felt it teasing on her entrance, the slime mingling with her own dripping juices.

	Cleo let her mouth drop open, a long moan escaping her as her eyes dropped shut.

	She was going to kill this creature. As soon as it made her cum.

	Which wasn’t going to take long at all. The delicious motion around her clit changed from circling to sliding up and down. With the oil around the tendril, no lubrication was needed. Meanwhile, the other tentacle pressed against her until it slid inside her cunt. Cleo sighed, her head dropping back in sheer pleasure. It slid in and out of her, very slowly in the beginning and not deep at all. Her cunt uttered sounds that proved how wet she was.

	Cleo wanted to tell the monster to go deeper. Faster. Harder.

	The rhythm over her clit picked up, and soon she was bucking against the tentacle. Completely unabashed, she whimpered, cried, moaned with that pleasure. The lust building up inside of her after she’d been licked by a werewolf, after she had to suck a goblin, after two men had touched her in public… And she liked it. She did. She knew it.

	Lust pooled deep inside of her, warming her from inside out. She approached the edge as the tentacle inside her cunt pressed deeper, deeper, stretching her as it got wider.

	She was close. So very close.

	The water wetting her feet was cold.

	She jolted. Her inner muscles clenched in surprise.

	When did she get this close to the river? Her feet touched the water.

	Gasping, Cleo’s hand tightened against around the sword. The circles around her clit became harder and waves of pleasure still stretched to her, suffocating her. But the monster was pulling her in.

Into the river.

	It was drowning its victims after all.

	Cleo pulled back. The tentacles tightened their grasp around her thighs. The one inside of her pressed harder, a strangled gasp leaving her as it pulled out and pressed in again. Her clit was persistently being probed and she wanted to release, she wanted it so desperately.

	She rose the sword and slashed the tentacle holding her right leg first. The other pulled out from inside of her with a wet pop and dove back inside the river. Water rippled with the motion.

	Cleo pulled back, not caring about removing the tentacle from around her leg. She held her sword tight with both hands, her breath coming out in heaves.

	Was the monster about to attack? Was it mad because she severed an arm out?

	But she watched a gentle wave form, swimming up against the current. The monster was clearly running away, up the river. Into the cave.

	Breathing hard, Cleo let her head fall back again. How stupid she had been, risking her life over lust once more. She pulled the wet thing from around her thigh and threw it on the river, cleaning the slime on the grass.

	Though her clit still throbbed, so, so very close from release, she got up in shaky legs and decided she first would end this. Then, she’d find a way to unleash all that horniness away.
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	With unsure footing, Cleo walked up the river, sword in hand. She stared straight at the cave entrance, her whole focus on killing this creature.

	Cleo’s long legs were covered in monster slime. It glued to her skirt and spilled down her thighs. She’d get into the river to wash if there was no monster prowling around. 

	Gritting her teeth in rage, she kept her eyes open for rippling waves that indicated it came back for her.

	The goo between her thighs made the rubbing of her labia on her clit the most delicious thing. But every shot of pleasure running through her veins was immediately drowned by the hatred she felt toward this monster.

	She could now clearly imagine it - though she wouldn’t tell that to no one. Ever. 

	The missing girls were around that part of the forest doing a number of different things - picking fruits or hunting or traveling from one place to the other. They probably heard the river from the road and entered the sparse forest thinking they wouldn’t get lost. They would just go to the river, drink some water, refresh themselves. Absolutely expected.

	Then the monster would reach for them. That tentacled creature probably lived there for some time already, for it managed to learn. It wouldn’t just reach for the prey and drag them into the river. They would scream, possibly some companion would come after them and slash at the creature. 

	The creature hadn’t had that many arms to be chopped off every time it wanted to eat. It had to think of a solution.

	A trap.

	So it lured the girls in, as carnivore plants did.

	The tentacles possibly made these girls feel so much pleasure they didn’t notice they were being dragged until it was too late. If Cleo didn’t have a sword, she would be at the bottom of the river now. Or inside the monster’s stomach.

	The girls were too distracted by cumming to notice they were about to be gobbled up. When they did, it was already too late, even to call for help.

	Cleo and her adventurer status, her gold coins and her nice sword and all her dreams and goals barely escaped being eaten by a hands-on river-octopus. That pissed her off.

	Being used pissed her off.

	As a princess, she had had lessons on how to please a man. To enrage her father and perhaps escape an arranged marriage, she let a hot guard pinch her nipples and stick his cock in her. It had been almost alright, besides the pain and discomfort.

	Of course, she had already touched herself. But that was never taught to her, neither spoken of. A woman feeling pleasure, she learned, was to be frowned upon.

	Since she left the palace and started traveling and fighting, she had learned many things, especially about herself. And the lesson which surprised her the most was how horny she was. How easily she would get wet. How needy she felt.

	And she thought it was wrong. For that’s what she’d been told.

	But she’d also been told she was useless because of her sex, and the only thing she could do was getting married and bearing children.

	And she learned that was a lie. An outrageous lie.

	She could fight and save people, and she was making her own money as an adventurer.

	So she also had to accept her own desires, even if they were for the weirdest things.

	Her mind pinpointed on killing that creature and finding a way to release all that horniness that had grown inside her. She was taking control of herself.

	The cave was close enough Cleo could see its dark interior. Carefully and the most silent she could manage, she stepped around some rocks and approached the entrance through a side. She peeked at the inner space but, obviously, there was nothing in sight. No huge squid lurking on the shadows. No other monsters or whatever horror image she expected.

	Clutching the hilt of her sword, tipping it up, she entered the place. She stepped on rocks and dark sand, her footprints the only trail in the place. The light dimmed around her as she roamed deeper, walking along the margin of the river. It looked like a dark beach now, the water lapping up at the sand, lazily.

	The end of the cave was not that far. It was a small place, though the ceiling was quite high. The temperature dropped slightly in the shade, the sound of water dripping from high places into the river the only thing reaching her ears.

	It seemed even the river had quieted down.

	Cleo knew she had to think of an approach. A strategy. There was no way she would enter the water. She already risked too much entering the creature’s lair. She wouldn’t enter its element.

	Wiggling her way between the rocks, choosing the safest places to step on, Cleo approached the back wall. It glistened in the dim light with water dripping down. Here was the place the river was born.

	And here was also the place she’d set her trap. From the margin to the wall, the strip of sand was wide enough for her to fight in solid ground. For her to back away and lure the creature out of the water. The beach was shallow enough in here too.

	The creature would have to leave the water.

	And that’s when she’d struck it.

	Cleo picked up a couple of small rocks from around her feet. She gave them enough impulse to gently roll over the sand and drop into the river with a plop.

	Water rippled. Small waves reached the tips of her feet.

	She took some steps away and repeated the action, the grasp around her sword firm.

	Something moved near the surface of the water. Tiny waves reached her feet again.

	She clutched the sword in front of her with both hands. Ready or not, the creature was coming for her.

	She needed the tentacles to leave the water enough that she could cut them high up. Cutting their tips wouldn’t disable them and she’d end up making the creature attack her harder, enraged. She had to know the precise moment to act.

	It first seemed like the water itself developed a conscience. A dark arm reached out, gliding toward her from the river’s edge.

	One tentacle revealed itself, tortuously gliding in her direction. With her heart beating in her ears, she let it curl around her right ankle. It didn’t grasp her, as it didn’t before, so it perhaps didn’t notice it was her again. Perhaps the creature just reacted to its hunger. 

	Another tentacle reached out, curling smoothly around her left foot and up it slid, around her calf and knee, leaving that cold slime on her shivering skin.

	Breaking the surface, the top of the creature’s head poked out of the water. But Cleo wanted a clearer shot. She took two more steps back.

	The tentacles followed her movement, not pulling, not hurting, not yet.

	Just a little more, she told herself as the first tentacle reached her crotch and covered her clit with its thin, wet tip. The other curled around her thigh and went up to probe between her labia. Standing up, it was easier for it to find her entrance and tease at it.

	Cleo shivered. Her clit hadn’t had the time to relax. It was yet swollen when she entered the cave. Now, those slick fingers massaging it just made liquid fire run in her veins.

	Though she focused, trying to keep rage as her guide, the muscles of her cunt were not completely under her control. Not when she needed it so bad. Not when she wanted to cum all over those tentacles.

	She could feel her tits tightening. The knots of her nipples hardening with desire. With lust.

	Her muscles practically sucked the tentacle in after the first inch entered her. She gasped, her eyes threatening to close with the overwhelming feeling, but the fingers around the hilt of her sword never loosened. The cold metal kept her present.

	Clenching her jaw, she forced herself to take another two steps back, until she could feel the water dripping down the wall splashing on her back. The tentacles followed her, but the grasp around her legs tightened this time. Enough to make her ankles press against the sand to keep herself in place.

	The creature’s head popped further up the water. A set of dark, beady eyes glinted in the darkness.

It didn’t look neither as an octopus nor as a squid. With the movement, a bigger wave, though yet small, crashed on the sand. It brought a white rock with it, rolling up from the river to drop sideways on the sand. Cleo blinked at it twice.

	It wasn’t a rock.

	It was a human skull.

	Her muscles clenched tightly against her will. She gasped with the sensation, but the rage, this time, won. Her blood boiled. She took the first step, then the next, and she knew she was roaring like an animal.

	The tentacle over her clit was still trying to make her reach an orgasm when she cut it off.

	It dropped from her cunt, hitting her other leg before it fell, squirming on the ground for a moment before it came to stop. She had severed it the furthest she could and the amputated member was quickly drawn back inside the water. 	The other tentacle popped out from inside of her with a wet sound and withdrew too, leaving her strangely empty.

	Breathing hard, she opened her eyes wide, waiting, waiting for what the creature would do.

	The monster rose its whole head out of the river, water cascading down from the sides of its head. A dark mouth, full of jagged, sharp-as-knives teeth, opened, spitting water everywhere.

	Cleo breathed hard, and a grin tilted up her lips. The thing was fucking mad.

	A tentacle shot out of the water at unbelievable speed. Cleo ducked away out of pure instinct. It hit the back wall with a satisfying thud.

	She wasn’t as lucky with the second and third tentacles.

	How many tentacles did this thing have?

	Those two appendages reached for her legs as curled around them tightly. She tried to take a step back but it was too strong. It pulled her with amazing strength, compelling her to walk forward if she didn’t want to fall.

	She couldn’t fall. She’d be doomed if she lost her balance.

	So Cleo took her chance and rose her sword high, a yell climbing up her throat.

	The third tentacle reached her and curled around her hips. She aimed at it. She’d cut all those tentacles down, leaving the creature without a way to attack her and then,… Then she could try to get into the water and kill it for good.

	The two tentacles around her legs plucked her clear out of the floor. Her feet were not touching sand any longer. She gasped, swallowing her yell, clutching her sword for dear life. She waited for the fall, for the drop, but it didn’t come. The third tentacle kept her in place as the other two lifted her legs up, up.

	She faced the wall now, upside down, and she knew the creature waited for the snack to drop down its throat anytime now. She batted her skirt away from her face, her nakedness completely exposed to the cold air.

	Cleo lifted the sword and, amassing all her strength, bent her knees to try and bring her closer to the tentacles around her legs. She’d cut them up, then cut the one around her…

	Quickly, as if it had noticed, the tentacles curled higher around her legs. A tiny part of her waited to the delicious touch on her clit, but it didn’t come.

	One of the turgid tips slipped right inside of her cunt. She gasped and kicked, trying to get it out of her. The tip slid out and then in again, and out and in with increasing speed. Deeper it went, filling her with its widening girth.

	The other ignored her clit completely as it slid between her ass cheeks. Her heart beat even faster.

	“No!” She cried to no one. The tentacle on her ass seemed to produce so much more slime than the others. She could feel it running down her back. The tip probed her anus, making her gasp. “No, no, I’ve never done that!”

	She was still being fucked by the first tentacle when the second slipped its thin tip inside her ass. She cried out. It slid out and in again, slowly, stretching her inch by inch.

	It filled her to such extent she never imagined possible. Her mind grew foggy.

	The member on her ass drew further inside, stretching her until she cried out again, beautiful, blissful pain mixed with indescribable pleasure.

	Around her waist, the tentacle slid toward her tits and tried to press against her nipples.

	Though her tits were dangerously close to popping out in this position, she grinned at the tentacle having difficulties to access her. “I was prepared, you fucker,” she snarled.

	The tentacle stopped and drew back. For a moment, she thought she had won that one and prepared to lift her sword again.

	But the insistent thing found the hem of her tight corset and slid under it, exactly where the cords weren’t fully closed. It forced its way up, sliding easily over her belly and between her tits. 

	She expected it to try and reach for her nipples but it seemed to have given up on that idea. It bottomed up in the tight space between her tits. Cleo looked at it, doubtfully, too close to her face.

	Cleo first noticed it definitely looked like a human cock.

	The head was swollen, then it tapered before it started to get wider again. A slit on the tip and popping veins on its side completed the look perfectly. She wanted to laugh. She would’ve laughed if the tentacle didn’t shoot out straight to her open mouth.

	Cleo’s gasp was muted by the cock-tentacle fucking her mouth. It hit the back of her throat a number of times, making her gag a couple of times before she locked her breathing, shutting her eyes.

	A tentacle fucked her pussy raw, and another filled her ass. Her legs stretched out, she was exposed for anyone who entered the cave. The one fucking her mouth moved so her tits were also being fucked. Cleo was at complete mercy of this creature.

	Her body burned up. The slime mixed with her juices. Inch per inch, she approached release. She approached exploding in pleasure being fucked by a creature trying to eat her.

	She cocked her head back, her mouth opened to the max to receive the tentacle that still pushed against the inside of her cheeks, the back of her throat. Saliva and slime dripped down of her mouth. She now hovered over the creature’s head, its waiting mouth opened as if it waited… for her to cum.

	The hint of an orgasm closing over her, she grasped her sword and aimed. She would whisper a prayer if her mouth wasn’t so full.

	She lifted the sword and, with all the strength left in her almost-cumming body, she threw it toward the creature.

	The tip of the blade hit the top of the head, between two eyes. It slid inside easily, no resistance, almost to the hilt.

	A shot of pride told Cleo she made it.

	One long second drew on as the tentacles still fucked her. Then she dropped face-first in water.

	She squirmed for a moment, her skirt covering her face, a tentacle still deep inside her throat as two others held her legs. Then her hands touched the sandy bottom and she lifted herself out of the water.

	The river here was indeed shallow. Cleo tried her best to sit with two engorged tentacles deep inside of her, and the water barely hit her breasts this way. She spat the tentacle out of her mouth and it lay limp, still held between her breasts.

	She laughed. She laughed out loud of the image. Wiping the hair out of her face, she tried to stand but felt her legs numb - out of fear and out of being pressed too hard throughout those minutes. Lifting herself on her knees, she pulled the tentacle from between her tits and out of her corset. 

	Looking back, she stared at the creature. It was no known animal, indeed. Plucking her sword out of its flesh, dark blood gushing in the river, she quickly turned to the shore and crawled that way.

	Leaving the sword by the sand, she let herself take a breath as she plucked the tentacle out of her ass. Slowly, inch by inch. She had no idea such heresy could feel this good. The tentacle left her with an obscene pop.

	Also slowly, she pulled the one out of her cunt. Stretched and still soaking wet, it slid out of her easily as she sat back and over it. Her heart slowed down, adrenaline leaving her.

	Now, and once more, all she could hear was the dripping of water in the cave.

	The large, still slimy tentacle pressed between her legs, her skirt thrown aside, full of sand. She stared down. It was indeed almost as thick as her thigh. 

	In this position, she could peek over her shaved mound to the still-swollen head of her clit.

	She adjusted her hips, her ass cheeks enveloping the wide member. The tip of her clit touched the soft, oily surface. She moved, testing, and a jolt of electricity, that wondrous feeling, shot through her.

	Cleo was too horny. She had been horny for too long to ignore that fact, as awful as it felt for her. It was wrong, yes, but it made her feel good. She liked it.

	No, she thought, pausing her palms on the sand and tilting her round ass up. I love it.

	The slime covered her, the pressure opened her labia and massaged her bundle of nerves so, so heavenly. Cleo closed her eyes and let her mouth drop open.

	“Yes,” she breathed, widening her stance, pressing her cunt harder against the tentacle. Pleasure filled her again, unabashed, free, completely absent of guilt. Warmth spread through her chest and overflowed her as she moved, up and down, and sideways, and in circles. “Yes!” She cried, pleasure growing inside her until she knew she couldn’t hold back. Until she knew no monster would make her stop.

	She exploded, a shout escaping her intermingled with a moan. She froze for a moment as wave after wave of lust crashed over her. Her heart beat in her ears as drums and she came down from her high just for a moment. She sat back for a whole minute before she wanted more.

	She needed more.

	Bucking forward, she acquired a new rhythm.

	Next, she stretched a hand behind her, all shame left her by now, and stuck a finger inside her ass, just to try it.

	Her orgasm exploded immediately.

	Cleo laughed between moans, ready to try anything she wanted to, it didn’t matter how wrong it felt.
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	Sunrise spilled down the forest road as Cleo walked back to Belisk.

	By the time she decided she had had enough orgasms to make up for her lost time, it was already dark. Trying to find her way in the dark through a forest she barely knew was out of the question. She wouldn’t risk it.

	So by the side of the river, she built a small fire, just enough to make her grin with pride. She ate bread and fruits from her pouch, cleaned herself in the cold water, and sat back to relax her muscles. Her legs were sore, but she was too satisfied to care.

	After cleaning her sword, she decided she had to take something back to the city to prove her deeds. The most logical would be, of course, pieces of tentacles. Perhaps the skull.

	So she decided to sacrifice half of her skirt to create a makeshift bag, large enough to carry the pieces of tentacles she chopped off during the fight.

	By morning light, she was up and ready to go back to the city and claim her reward.

	Her clean sword now back in its sheath, Cleo hummed to herself, daydreaming about her next quest. She would have to choose to either stay in town until her pants were ready or move on and come back later…

	Down the road, coming up from the city, she glanced at the same old man she met the day before. Lifting her hand from her sword in greeting, she held back a conceited laugh as the man gasped, seeing her.

	“Lady! It’s good to see you’re alive!” He said once he was close enough.

	She couldn’t keep herself from grinning. “I told you. I’m tougher than that.”

	He eyed the burden in her hand, dark with slime. “If I may ask… What-”

	“Against my convictions, you were right. It was a monster.” She quickly, maybe too quickly, opened the sack to show him the dead tentacles. The man jolted straight, heaving. She closed it once more. “Don’t worry, it’s dead! I killed it.”

	Her cheeks started to hurt with how hard she was smiling now.

	“Oh,” the man looked up, eyes wide with astonishment. “Then I must apologize, my lady. I didn’t take you for a fighter.”

	“Apologies accepted,” she grinned, resting a hand on her hip. “I’m setting back to the city. I think I’ll find some other adventure around these parts.”

	“Of course! I’m glad you’ve come to us then. It’s good to know someone is interested in keeping the people safe…” The shadow that passed over his face told Cleo there was something more than praise in that sentence.

	She cocked her head, “What do you mean? What about the guards? I’ve seen a bunch of them in town.”

	“Oh,” he waved a hand in dismissal. “A bunch of corrupt, amoral leeches. They only care for whoever pays them better. And they never leave town. That’s why we’re only sending old men out of to fetch fruits,” he shouldered the empty basket as an example. “We’re disposable, you could say. We’ve already lost too many young people to monsters or bandits, and the guard never cared for it. They won’t put themselves in danger out here if they can stay safe in town.” 

	“That’s awful,” Cleo clenched her jaw. Of course, living her whole life inside the castle, she had no idea this happened. “I’ll do my best while I’m around here.” She promised to herself she would solve the most cases she could while she was in Belisk.

	“Good! We’ll definitely meet again then,” the old man shot her a toothless smile as he started to walk once more. “My wife and daughter sell these fruits in the market. Go visit us sometime.”

	“I will.” Cleo nodded.

	He halted, turning to her. “What was your name again, lady?”

	“Cleo.” She answered, smiling.

	“Cleo. A pretty name for a pretty lady.” He nodded and left, dragging his feet up the trail.

	Adjusting the weight of the tentacle bag in her hand, she kept walking down the trail, back into the city. The song she had been humming escaped her. Now, she could only wonder what else she did not know about life outside the palace walls. What else her family had been concealing.

	What else her father was supposed to do and didn’t.

	Belisk wasn’t that far away from her home. It was virtually impossible for her father not to know about the number of disappearances and monster and bandits, and how the guards were not solving anything.

	She clutched the cloth of the bag as the idea slowly formed in her mind.

	Cleo would solve the problems in that place. She’d hunt those monsters and have those bandits arrested. The crimes around the place would drop so that it would have to catch her father’s eye.

	That’s when she’d show up, victorious and proud, and show them how she was meant to be an adventurer. How she could help the kingdom better doing that, instead of getting married. 

	They wouldn’t be able to deny it. They’d have to acknowledge it.

	And she would be free to live whatever life she wanted.











THE END
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	Cleo adjusted the bronze bracelet around her arm. It looked gorgeous against her creamy white skin.

	It also had been bought with her own money, as her lunch and her clothes would be. The money she had been paid as a reward for hunting monsters by herself. Killing goblins and mysterious tentacled creatures.

	She had been an adventurer for almost a week now. Between the days she took to travel from city to city and the day off she took after the tentacled creature, the princess neared a week away from home, using her sword to bring justice to people.

	Her latest adventure ended with a sad note, though. She went after three missing maidens and hoped in her heart to find them kidnapped. All she found was a human skull.

	All the girls had gone around the same area. And Cleo knew empirically that the monster used its slimy appendages to distract ladies so it could drown them. Either only drowned or devoured, she was sure none of those girls lived no longer.

	The way to the town sheriff gave her enough time to develop arguments that wouldn’t reveal too much about her position. She would just tell she sat by the river when the monster pulled her into the cold water.

	It was obvious she would skip the fact it distracted its victims by touching their most intimate parts. That she knew it because it left her on the verge of cumming twice.

	And out of spite, after killing it, she went on and used the turgid, slippery tentacles to make herself orgasm so many times she lost count of it.

	Yes, she decided. It would be better if she left that out.

	It was not important for the tale anyway. What mattered was that the monster was dead so no other girl would find herself at its mercy.

	Though she thought hard about the precise words to tell the sheriff, he didn’t seem to care much. He paid her and told an assistant to drop by the taverns around town taking those notices down. He dismissed Cleo with a hand motion that told her the respect with which she had been treated inside the palace was not suitable out of it.

	Even if he didn’t seem to care, Cleo received visits by the end of the day in the inn she stayed at.

	Two couples, wearing the simple gowns of farmers, and a richly dressed lady who took the lead. Cleo looked between them, in doubt, but approached. The group ended up telling her, the corners of their mouths tilted down, glossy eyes, that they were the families of the missing girls. The elegant lady took the initiative of thanking her very much for finding out what had happened to their daughters. Of course, they expected such end, but all were glad that they now could move on.

	Cleo listened to them with water-brimmed eyes, dismissing every time they offered something in return. She had already been paid by the sheriff, after all, and her main objective was helping, not getting rich.

	By dinnertime, she had already heard news about herself drifting around town. “New adventurer”, “a woman killed the river monster by herself” and “some new adventurer is killing monsters” reached her ears. Twice she caught glances shot in her direction and once an old gentleman tipped his hat to her.

	It had to be easy to spot her - she carried a sword around. And she loved being recognized as an adventurer.

	Cleo remembered well the stiff greetings she received as a princess. People would bend their knees, avoid her gaze and make small, stupid talk. She used to hate the events she had to live through that. To pretend she amused herself with such antics.

	The day after she arrived from the monster-hunting, the first person to recognize her approached the place she sat on.

	The restaurant’s kind barmaid. Out of familiarity, and ignoring the unfortunate event she had lived there, Cleo went to the same place for the third time in a row to have lunch. Having learned that by now, she avoided noon so she could have a quieter time.

	But she still sat at the counter and asked for the special of the day. It made her feel part of the city.

	On that day, the barmaid managed to approach her at the counter. The girl smiled, as always, a cleaning cloth clutched between her fingers. Cleo thought the barmaid would offer to bring her more food or something - the restaurant was rather empty. But the girl just stood there, her smile bright.

	“Yes?” Prompted Cleo, tapping the corners of her mouth with a napkin. “Would you like me to pay? I was about to…”

	“Oh, no,” the girl laughed, batting the air away in a dismissive. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bother you.” She intertwined her fingers and paused them over the counter, leaning to Cleo. “I was just wondering. Are you perhaps the new adventurer? The one who killed the goblins and the river monster?” Before Cleo could answer, she took a breath in and went on. “I always thought the river monster was some kind of legend but these girls started disappearing, and you arrived, carrying a sword, and you punched that man that day. I thought… I thought perhaps…” Her lips tipped up slightly, curiosity sparkling in her pupils.

	Cleo smiled back, crossing her legs. “I am. The new adventurer, I mean. I killed the goblins and the tentacled beast.”

	Even though it had given her so much pleasure, Cleo could almost pretend the killing of the river monster had been effortless, without any incidents or anything out of the ordinary.

	“I knew it!” The girl squealed. “I knew it!” She repeated before thrusting her hand out to Cleo. “I’m Isolda. It’s so nice to meet you.”

	“I’m Cleo,” she shook the girl’s hand, the callous palm scraping against her skin telling Cleo this girl had been working hard for many years. “A pleasure.”

	Though hesitant at first, Cleo warmed up to Isolda soon enough. The girl was honestly glad to meet her, and kept asking things about training with a sword being a woman, traveling alone, facing monsters by herself… Her eyes glued to Cleo as the princess developed the answers.

	She warmed up for real after the girl jokingly batted her hand away once she tried to pay for her lunch.

	“It’s on the house,” Isolda smiled, and the two went on talking about adventures for some time.

	The restaurant emptied. Isolda received payments and bid customers goodbye’s and see you tomorrow’s, and came back to speak to Cleo again and again. Once they were by themselves, she fetched her own lunch from the kitchen and beside Cleo.

	The princess laughed. “I think I’m leaving you to your lunch then.”

	“Oh no,” Isolda called, holding her gently by the wrist. “Please, stay. I’m enjoying our conversation. Do you mind if I eat?”

	“Not at all. I just don’t want to bother you.”

	“You won’t,” Isolda smiled, then put a spoonful of stew on her mouth. “I hardly ever get the chance of speaking to another girl about something other than marriage and kids. I mean,” she shouldered, “it’s alright to want those, of course. But I love working here. I know people all around the kingdom. And yet, I have no one to talk about this for all my childhood friends think I’m out of my mind for working out. The other girls I know who have jobs around here just do so because their families are too poor for anything else.” She sighed, taking another bite.

	“I get that.” Cleo tipped up her lip. “I basically ran away from my family because my father always told me my only duty was to marry and bear kids. And I wanted more! Oh, I want so much more,” she sighed, fidgeting with the bracelet. “I think I was made for this, Isolda. Truly. The last village I was in, I killed these goblins and took the girls they had kidnapped home. To hear them speaking about everything they wanted to do… Their dreams, their goals… It just fills me with pride. Because I was indirectly able to help them achieve something.”

	Isolda snorted, “I’d say ‘directly’, Cleo. If it wasn’t for you, they’d be dead, no?”

	“Yeah… But in here, I couldn’t manage to bring the missing girls back. Their parents seemed glad to at least know of their fate. Have some closure.”

	Isolda nodded slowly, “It must have been terrible, really. To not know where your daughter went to. If she ran away or was kidnapped by some bandits… If she was sold as a slave, or if she’d be ransomed. And no one does a thing. The guards don’t care. The sheriff doesn’t care. You just pray and wait.”

	Cleo let her eat in silence for a moment as she balanced the information she had been capturing.

	“Is it that bad? The guards won’t do a thing about anything? I thought they… You know, they were supposed to protect the people.” She carefully chose her words as to not give Isolda any hint of her origins.

	The barmaid shrugged, twisting her lip. “They were meant to. But they don’t. Not here, not anywhere else. They are crooked, every last one of them. The sheriff, the superiors… They’ll just solve the cases they are bribed for. And only if it’s an easy case. You see, this one of the missing girls… Two of them were from poor families so they couldn’t do anything. But the third was the daughter of the Duke of Beichelles.” She took another spoonful of stew and chewed on it as she spoke. Cleo held back a smile. If she or her sisters ever did that sort of thing inside the palace, they would hear the scolding of their lives. “He definitely paid the guards. But it would be too troublesome, you see,” she curled her nose in disgust. “Leave the castle, perhaps fighting a monster? No, it’s not worth it. So they didn’t do it.”

	Cleo sighed, looking at the soft palms of her hands. She had known her life had been gilded, but not this much. Not this bad. She didn’t even want to know what the people thought of the royal family. What they thought of her.

	“I wonder what can I do to fix this. To help.” She muttered more to herself than to Isolda.

	The barmaid’s rough hand came to rest over her wrist. “You’re already doing it. Your efforts mean a lot. Adventurers like you, real adventurers who take on quests to help people, you’re the ones keeping everything together and to a bare minimum.”

	Cleo cocked her head, “Have you met other adventurers around here?”

	She thought of the quest which requested at least five people to take on. More people meant a stronger group and she could take on more dangerous creatures and face bigger challenges… But she wondered if she would ever find herself in such a group. She didn’t think she could trust others.

	“I have. Not many, but I did. There’s this girl, she’s older than us, very tall…” Isolda licked stew from the corner of her lip. “She uses Belisk as her base, I’d say. She comes every fortnight or so, gets a bunch of quests and leaves. I think her name is… Beatrice? Something like that.” She grinned as she held the spoon halfway to her mouth. “You should wait around to meet her. You two could collaborate.”

	Cleo tilted her lip up. She could definitely work with another woman. “That’s a great idea. Perhaps I will.”

	“What are your plans now?”

	“I commissioned a pair of pants. I’m waiting for them to be ready. Guess I’ll find another quest until then.”

	Isolda slid a glance to her half-ripped skirt. The slit left her whole thigh exposed. “Yeah, I guess a pair of pants is a good idea. But don’t you want to put something else on? Your skirt is torn.”

	Cleo had thought about it. She had ripped the long skirt around her knees to create a makeshift bag to carry tentacles back to the sheriff as proof of her doings. She had cut the cloth with her sword and though it came out uneven, it was not that bad.

	Once she thought how dismayed her mother would be for seeing her like so, she felt like she’d keep the skirt like that.

	“I’m good,” she answered Isolda, brushing a hand over the fabric. “I don’t mind it. The pants will be ready soon anyway.”

	Silence covered them for another minute as Isolda scrapped the end of her bowl. With a clank, she dropped her spoon to snap her fingers as she turned to Cleo, wide eyes upon her face.

	“I have it! I remember people along the Eastern part talking about a beast hunting sheep.” Isolda turned completely to her, stretching a smile. “It hasn’t hurt anyone yet, but the farmers are scared. And, of course, the sheep are their livelihood. You could do it. I mean, hunt it down.”

	If it was hunting sheep and not humans, it possibly was not that powerful or dangerous. Cleo leaned to her, her interest piqued. 

	“I remember seeing a notice of the sort. Do they know what kind of creature it was?”

	Isolda’s brows tipped up, paired with a hesitant smile. “They believe it’s a werewolf.”

	An unconscious, inexorable shiver ran down Cleo’s spine, lust pooling in her lower belly.

	What a coincidence. A werewolf was exactly what she looked for.
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	The Eastern wall opened to an expanse of grass so large it was all Cleo could see. The battered road took her away from the city and into the fields around it, where all the food grew. To each of her sides, she saw farms of every kind. Large fruit trees, some with nothing more than green leaves, some heavy with fruit. Tall corn stalks and the beginnings of pumpkins. She saw people tending to all of them, be it fruit or vegetable.

	Bent over their pastures, both men and women, from young children to wizened old people worked on the fields. 	Dressed in humble attires, the neutral colors were stained with the dark, rich brown of earth. Many wore large-brimmed hats and blotted their foreheads with cloths even if the day was not warm.

	Cleo wondered about these people’s lives. She never needed to work to pay for her livelihood. Even if she hated how her father treated her like an asset, her family never left her to fend for herself. She never felt the acute pain of long hunger or sweated with any form of exercise other than training with her sword.

	Some people straightened their spines to watch her pass, though their eyes held no recognition or interest. They would bend over their plantations once more moments later.

	Amid the fields, she also saw simple houses - mere shacks made of timber that her family wouldn’t see fit even for their horses. Her stomach churned thinking that these people actually lived in such wretched conditions.

	She would have to think of something. She wanted to help.

	Cleo felt weak and powerless. Even with her title as Her Royal Majesty Princess Cleo de Veaux, she had already felt powerless inside her own home. Powerless against her own fate. Her duty, as her father told her.

	She knew she’d have to give baby steps to do something to help these people.

	And, for starters, she had to find a sheep farm.










* * *










	Cleo strolled under the sun as it drifted westward. Field after field she passed, the town wall shrinking behind her. The animal farms stretched further than the others. One of them stretched endlessly, grazing cows to the horizon, small calves drinking their mother’s milk. The princess extended an arm over the wood fence to scratch the head of a dark brown cow. It kept on grazing, its ears moving gently to the sides of Cleo’s hand. She grinned, such a simple experience making her glad.

	On the horizon, the dark line she first had seen became clearer with every step she took. The forest apparently bounded this part of the city’s territory. A farm to each side of the road, both bearing fences to separate their pastures from the forest line.

	One field was dotted with cotton-like animals. Cleo approached the fence, beaming like a child to one of the sheep. It blinked dark eyes at her as she held back the sudden desire to dive her hands in the tall fur.

	With the corner of her eye, she noticed a man standing up, lifting his hat from his face to peer in her direction.

	Cleo cleared her throat and pushed her shoulders back.

	She was in here, after all, to hunt, not to play with sheep.

	Walking beside the fence until she reached a gate, she waited for the man to reach her. He dragged his feet, holding a staff to his hand. As he got closer, Cleo could notice his face tanned and wrinkled with hard work and time under the sun. Hoary hair escaped over his ears, under the brim of the hat.

	“Morning, lady,” he greeted in a hoarse voice, then cleared his throat. “Are you lost? The city is up the road.”

	Cleo paused her hand on the hilt of her sword, tilting her lip up. “Not lost, good man.” The movement of her hand over the hilt drew his eyes, and the man furrowed his brows. “I’ve heard you’re having some problems with a werewolf.”

	The man cocked his head slowly, looking her up as if he thought he had to be dreaming.

	“Who is it, pa?” Someone called from inside the farm. Cleo peered over the man’s shoulder to catch a glimpse of someone standing on the doorframe of their shack.

	The man paused, turning his head and taking too long to decide what to say.

	“An adventurer,” offered Cleo, smiling.

	“An adventurer, ma,” he called back, turning to her with a lifted brow. “Why don’t you come in, lady? You must be parched for walking from the city.”

	Cleo accepted a glass of water after she entered their house. She chose to ignore the gasp the old woman let escape after they met. Silence covered them for a number of minutes. The place was muted. No bustling crowd, no voices or yells, just the sheep and the wind.

	“I’m Martha,” the woman offered, trying a smile. “This is my husband Rufus.”

	“It’s a pleasure,” Cleo smiled, holding the empty glass between her fingers. “I’m Cleo. Thanks for the water,” she offered the glass back.

	The woman bobbed her head as if she didn’t quite understand it before taking the glass and putting it away.

	“You said,” Rufus sat, taking his hat off. “You said you were an adventurer, miss.”

	“Exactly. I’m spending some time in town, waiting for an order and saw fit to solving some cases while I’m here.”

	“I see…” He voiced, though he didn’t seem to believe it so. “Is this… Perhaps, is this your first case?”

	“It is not.” It was the third, but that was not the question.

	Martha touched her bottom lip with a forefinger. “Cleo… Where have I heard this name before?”

	Her heart raced. As far as she knew, no one looked for her. If her father had put a bounty on her, she would’ve seen it. It would have been up in one of the boards.

	Perhaps they weren’t missing her just yet. Perhaps her family expected her to go back home with her tail between her legs, asking for forgiveness. Or worse - they expected her to just die already, in the hands of some bandit or monster, and they would say it happened because she was too strong-headed…

	“It’s not a very common name, is it?” The man covered his chin with a hand, his gaze lost as he too seemed to try and remember it.

	It was not a common name, indeed. In fact, it had been given to her to honor her great-mother, and she knew she was not just the second Cleo in the royal line… Oh, how foolish she had been. It would’ve been so much easier to use a fake name.

	With her heart on her throat, she croaked “You must have heard about my recent adventure. I killed a river monster that had been kidnapping women in the forest.”

	Feeling the side of her lip trembling with anticipation, she watched Rufus snap his fingers. “That’s it!”

	“You’re the adventuress?” Martha gasped, covering her heart with a hand.

	Holding back a relieved sigh, Cleo grinned with all her heart. “I am. As I said, I’m in town for some days, so I thought it would be nice to help out around here.”

	The two looked between themselves with a hopeful glance before it dropped to a hesitant one. The woman twisted her fingers.

	“We are thankful you fought of us, miss,” Rufus started.

	“Very grateful,” the woman nodded.

	“But… You see, it’s not because of you. But it’s a werewolf. Foul, aggressive beasts.”

	“Very dangerous business,” the woman kept on nodding.

	“You’re so young. You have your whole life in front of you. Getting married, having children, you know… We wouldn’t want to risk your life over that.”

	Cleo clenched her jaw. “You shouldn’t worry about it. It’s my job to hunt these monsters.”

	“I know, of course. But still, it’s hard to think a girl the same age as my daughter might be dead because of some sheep.”

	“Yes, just a couple of sheep every fortnight. It’s not worth your life.”

	The princess closed her fingers on the cloth of her skirts. She clutched the material in frustration. They just had to say yes and give her some details, what was so hard about it? She was there to help. They weren’t even the ones who would pay her.

	She understood their worry, but then what? She’d leave them to let the creature eat their sheep until they were all gone? Until the farm broke?

	“I appreciate the worry, but it’s unfounded. You said you had a daughter, right?” She stared at the man until he nodded once. “Very well, what if I decide to accept your offer of leaving, and then no one will come to solve your problem, because I’ve seen that notice is some months old. I’m your only chance and you’re asking me not to risk it. Then the werewolf gets tired of eating sheep and develops a richer taste. Say, for human flesh. And start with your daughter. What then?” Cleo leaned forward and the two leaned back. “By the time I killed that river monster, three girls, at least, had already been killed. And no one did a thing. Are you going to wait for some other adventurer to come here? Are you going to hope the werewolf never attacks you?” She leaned back once more, crossing her arms. “I believe your odds are very poor. You’re risking too much because you think I can’t take on the werewolf.”

	“That’s… That’s not…” The man stuttered before clearing his throat.

	“The male adventurers who would come, though they don’t, can also get married and have children. Why are they any different than me?”

	The two looked between themselves and swallowed. 

	Martha sighed, “You’re right, miss. I’m deeply sorry. We should be thanking you for at least trying. No one has come to our aid to this day.”

	“It’s just… not usual to see fair ladies like yourself trained on the sword, miss. I wouldn’t want you dead because of some sheep, you see.”

	“Don’t worry about it,” she smiled. “I’m tougher to kill than that. I take pride in my skills of coming up with good plans to take on these monsters by myself.”

	The old couple nodded again, slower this time, but in their faces, there was a hint of hope. Tiny, Cleo could perceive, but it was there.

	“You’ll be doing an immense thing for us if you can banish this wolf from the woods, miss. We’re more worried, as you guessed, of it killing someone.” Martha paused a hand on her husband’s shoulder. “We’ll help you however we can.”

	“Good. Then first, I need to know everything you know. When was the last time it attacked, for example? You said it does it every fifteen days?”

	Rufus cocked his head, “Yeah. It’ll probably show up tonight, or tomorrow. You came in good time, miss…” He chortled. “Or bad timing, I guess.”

	Cleo grinned, crossing her legs. “Bad timing for the wolf, indeed. I’m finishing this business as soon as it shows its ugly face in here.”





3










	Cleo watched the first stars blink against the dark sky.

	She could’ve gone back to the city and waited for the sun to set. The werewolf wouldn’t come out during the day.

	But Martha and Rufus had been adamant about her staying with them. They served her lunch and told her about their daughter - working hard in town - and how they had inherited the farm from a distant aunt and managed to have their own sheep…

	Though Cleo had thought that way of living was precarious, it actually had been an improvement to these people. The thought gave her goosebumps on what the rest of the kingdom had been living through as she had a different silk dress for every day of the month.

	She spent the afternoon listening to such stories and avoiding questions about herself as she caressed the soft fur of any sheep that approached her. With the setting of the sun, she heard the couple whispering a protection prayer before they bid their farewells to her.

	Guilt flooded her.

	Of course, she had wanted to help. She wanted these people free and safe, and that involved killing any beasts attacking their flock of sheep.

	But Cleo knew the main reason she came this way was the memory of the thick cock of a werewolf pressing against her.

	Of the many things Cleo had learned about the world and about herself, this one took the spotlight: she was fucking lewd. She liked watching, she liked being watched, she masturbated herself on the slimy tentacles of a river monster, and almost came with a werewolf licking her and pressing a huge cock against her tight cunt. 

	She had had an almost-okay first-and-only time with a guard back in the castle. It had been filled with pain, devoid of pleasure and ended as soon as he came on her thigh. From everything she had learned to that point, all of these had been expected.

	Anatomically speaking, she was surprised anyone besides herself could make her feel such lust.

	She still thought something was wrong with her… But she’d leave that to be figured out later.

	Now, she held a torch Rufus had made for her in a hand as she crossed their field. The dark night laid over her a deep shadow, though it made the stars glint brighter.

	Cleo looked up, noticing for the first time something odd - she saw no moon.

	Wasn’t there supposed to be a full moon hanging from the night sky?

	She halted, looking around herself. The silence draped down like a heavy, winter cover. The wind seemed to have stalled, unable to move the leaves of the forest. She swallowed.

	As she stood alone in the empty field, standing in the middle of the only light, she noticed another odd detail. How was the werewolf able to show up twice in a month?

	There was no full moon every fortnight.

	She touched her bottom lip with a finger, trailing her mouth absent-mindedly. That indeed posed Cleo with a problem. Was there more than one werewolf? How was a werewolf able to transform out of full moon?

	Letting her mind wander back to her first night as an adventurer, she wondered about the sky… She couldn’t recall seeing a full moon. The trees to each side of the road were too close to let her peek up into the sky.

	Also, it seemed everything apart from the pleasure was hazy, as if her brain didn’t care enough to remember anything else.

	Cleo breathed out, letting her hand drop to the hilt of her sword. Whatever animal it was, whatever creature… She would slay it.

	If it was a werewolf interested in licking her to oblivion, it would be a win. If not, she’d just have to kill it off as she killed the rest of it. In truth, if it was a werewolf, she’d have to think of something to do with it after… After she’d been through with it.

	She pressed her fingers around the rough stick in her hand. She pressed on, carefully trudging along the grass. The dark silhouette of the forest grew in her vision. She only heard the soft sound of her steps and the crackling of the fire atop the torch. The sheep, back in the shed, were in absolute silence, as if they waited. As if they knew one of them might die tonight.

	The princess couldn’t even hear crickets and cicadas. There was no wind tonight, as well as no light. Though she was in an open field, it was so dark she could be in a low-ceiling dungeon, deep within an abandoned castle.

	The utter silence made her heart beat faster.

	The fingers around her sword’s hilt kept her focused as she approached the forest edge. The dim light of the torch bathed the low fence, just tall enough to keep the sheep in. But it certainly couldn’t keep beasts out.

	Cleo’s plans did not include entering the forest blindly. She could get lost and spend the whole night wandering as the werewolf got into the farm, killed a sheep and ran away. No, she had to stay close.

	She needed the light too, but she wasn’t willing to carry it and become easy prey. She wouldn’t want to catch any other beast’s attention.

	Carefully, Cleo lifted a leg over the fence, then the other. The undergrowth here was high already, as if nobody, ever, cared to clean it up. Though softly, it crunched under her feet.

	She walked no more than ten meters inside the woods. Looking back, though she had to squint, she could still see the fence among the trees. Here, she would put her plan in action.

	Cleo did not count with that much undergrowth. She couldn’t just lay the torch as she initially hoped to. That would just set fire in the whole forest. Though it could kill the werewolf, it was the worst possible way for her to achieve it.

	She kicked some of the undergrowth to a side, revealing dark, moist ground under it. She stopped, looking around herself and prying her ears to catch any sound.

	There was none but her heart beating in her ears. No birds. Not even the rustling of a squirrel. It had to mean something.

	Hastily, she kicked more leaves out of the way, moving her feet in circles, one at a time, to clean a large area around her. She couldn’t afford to slip or to trip on branches if she had to run back to the farm.

	As soon as she was satisfied with that, she found an appropriate root sticking out from one of the trees. She crouched, digging a hole so she could lean the torch safely against the tree in such an angle it wouldn’t start a fire.

	Luckily.

	She crossed the small clearing she had produced and walked around the tree across of the torch. She would hide there, in the shadows, and wait. Either the werewolf would come to check the light of her torch, or it would pass that corridor - the space between the trees there was wider than in other parts.

	All she had to do was wait.

	And wait she did. Half an hour ticked by. Her heart beat slower, relaxing.

	An hour passed. The torch dimmed considerably.

	She’d give it some ten minutes. If nothing happened, she’d have to try and produce a fire. It would be hard to find dry sticks in all that moist ground… But she couldn’t hope, not in her wildest dreams, to fight whatever was killing those sheep in the dark.

	Time dragged as the circle of light diminished. Inch by inch, the bright orange light illuminated less and less of the forest floor. Where Cleo started in dim shadows, she was now drenched in the darkness behind the large tree.

	Frustrated, she readied herself to enter the clearing once more, fetch her dying-torch and look for dry sticks that could be used in a fire.

	A branch creaked and broke somewhere, the loud sound echoing throughout the mute forest as if it had exploded.

Cleo froze in her crouch, not daring to move. Her heart galloped once more as she focused hard, seeking the source of the sound.

	She heard another branch snapping. To her left, from the depths of the forest?

	Or from behind her?

	It may have come from anywhere. The silence made the sounds echo as if she was in a cave. Every breath of her came out labored and she covered her mouth, afraid she made too much noise.

	With her other hand, she slowly went to the hilt of her sword. No sudden movements. Nothing that would turn the attention toward her. The torch was still the bait.

	Where is it, where is it, where is it…

	Half-crouching behind the tree, she pried her eyes open, seeking, searching for movements around her.

	It was too silent again. She feared the werewolf noticed what she had been planning… But how could it? It was a beast. Everyone knew once transformed, a werewolf lost any human traits, any intelligence. It wasn’t capable of planning, of traps, even less of strategies. It responded to, and only to, instinct.

	Cleo felt the presence behind her before anything else.

	She turned her body, still in a half-crouch, in a heartbeat. The shadow behind her was larger than any human could be.

	The hand around her mouth dropped quickly to the sword and she brought the blade up as she tried to get on her feet.

	With a movement too quick for her to register, the beast slapped the blade out of her grasp. It flew to a side, her fingers not strong enough to keep it in her hands. She lost her balance and dropped down on her ass.

	She gasped, her eyes following the blade flying away.

	How could it know it was a weapon?

	Her heart sunk.

	She was going to die.

	Lifting wide eyes, she watched with her heart on her throat as the creature approached, so very slowly. Step after step, the fading light bathed the features of a large werewolf. Too large indeed for a common wolf, though the traits were all there. The fur between its shoulders stood up and there was a characteristic smell of wet dog.

	The bright yellow eyes stared straight at Cleo. She pulled herself back and away until her back touched the tree bark.

	Her chest heaved. Fear made her skin prickle as she looked up from the nose to the long fangs. 

	Strangely, its face betrayed no signs of the usual aggressiveness. It didn’t growl or curled its nose. The yellow eyes still studied her.

	Cleo frowned. The beast seemed too bright for what she expected.

	She had set a trap and ended up catching herself in it.

	How?

	Pressing her hands against the roots, she readied herself to jump up and run. She definitely wouldn’t make it far, but she had to try.

	Her eyes jolting from side to side, she wondered if it was better to run for the sword or away from it and around the trees to confuse the beast.

	The werewolf took a step then lifted an enormous paw. She held her breath then forced her eyes shut, waiting for death to slash through her.

	The paw pressed firmly but painlessly against one of her arms, pinning her to the tree.

	She pulled. Pain shot through her, telling her to stand still.

	What the fuck, thought Cleo. The beast had noticed she was about to run and stopped her.

	Most importantly: it did not kill her right off the bat.

	Cleo stopped, looking up at the werewolf. 

	The yellow eyes seemed to be trying to tell her something, the nostrils flaring as it seemed to take her smell in.

	A minute seemed to take forever as nothing happened. One just stared at the other.

	Cleo gulped, clutching the roots of the tree with her fingers. She was completely at the werewolf’s mercy. She had no escape.

	She could only hope she’d get out of that alive.

	Painstakingly slow the beast dropped its head to Cleo’s foot. The cold muzzle against her exposed skin made her toes curl. It sniffed her calf and her knee. It snuffled all the way up her thigh to the hem of her skirt, leaving a wet trail.

	It nudged the skirt up and drew its nose closer to her crotch. She felt the warm breath over her cunt.

	Unlocking its huge jaw, the werewolf licked her. Its tongue spread her lower lips apart and ignited her clit on fire.

	Pleasure shot through her veins. It reminded her of the precise reason she had come in the first place.

	She had been looking for a feral fuck.
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	Cleo opened her legs a bit wider. She was heaving, but not out of fear anymore.

	It was funny how fast feelings twisted and transformed inside of her.

	The beast licked her thoroughly, saliva slickening the inside of her thighs and her labia. Her clit swelled with desire, with lust, becoming the center of a group of nerves that ignited her whole body aflame.

	First they were long stripes up as the werewolf lazily licked her, slowly aroused her.

	Moments later, Cleo knew her juices dripped from inside of her. The beast seemed to love them dearly, using short strokes to drink her arousal up. It curled its tongue and prodded at her entrance.

	The moan that escaped Cleo’s lips was unabashed. She did not care. She couldn’t even pretend to care by then. Widening her legs further, she let her head drop, her mind hazy with lust.

	A long, strong tongue dived inside of her, her legs trembling with the feeling.

	“Yes,” she groaned, the tip of the werewolf’s nose touching her clit. She tried moving her hips and the beast didn’t seem to oppose so she rubbed herself against the wet muzzle as the tongue still slowly fucked her.

	The teeth grazing against her labia could tear her apart. And yet here she was, her body warming up with the soft rubbing against her. She clutched the root of the tree, her eyes shut as her body neared orgasm.

	She let it come. She let it cover her, suffocate her. She groaned longly. The werewolf did not stop. She bucked against its face more urgently.

	The tongue inside of her dived in deeper. Her moans escaped her in a torrent as her delicious orgasm clawed its way up. Light threatened to explode behind her eyes at any moment, and she must have looked ridiculous bucking so desperately against the beast’s face. And yet… Yet she chased it, she chased her release with desperate need.

	She rolled his hips, clutching her jaw until she exploded. Until she came undone. Bursts of light on the back of her lids, she knew she was screaming and moaning, bucking like a mad woman, and she didn’t care. The utter pleasure covering her was all she needed. It was all she ever needed. Cleo soared in the high of that orgasm for a long moment, her mind foggy as if she was about to sleep.

	Aftershocks rocked through her body as the beast lapped slowly at her.

	What brought her back was the emptiness the werewolf’s tongue had left. She opened her eyes in what seemed to be an immense effort, seeking for the creature in the semi-darkness. It still stood there, watching her.

	Cleo cocked her head, panting. With her blond hair tousled behind her, her legs wide apart and her skirt thrown sideways, she certainly never looked less of a princess. She wondered if the beast considered killing her now.

	She asked herself if the beast had some kind of strategy as the river monster. Making her cum to distract her, then eating her.

	But it made no sense. It could’ve killed her right when it arrived.

	No, she thought, looking at the werewolf as it seemed to consider their surroundings. It’s planning something.

	Which was, of course, outrageous. Werewolves were irrational. They lost their human self once they transformed. One couldn’t reason with them.

	The creature released her hand, though it never hurt her. Cleo massaged her wrist as she watched, hoping it wasn’t quite over yet.

	Yellow eyes turned to glance at her once more, and there was a glint there, a glint Cleo couldn’t fully comprehend. But those didn’t seem to her beastly eyes. They almost had… feeling.

	The paw against her thigh was gentle as it curled over it and pulled her. Cleo slid down, earth scraping against her bare bottom as the skirt rode up her hips. Her back pressed against the cold ground, she shivered, watching.

	She laid completely under the werewolf now, its huge form covering her in shadows.

	Her full breasts threatened to spill over her cleavage again. But this time she didn’t worry. She, in fact, took a deep breath, her tits heavy with lust pressing against the leather corset.

	The wolf watched her movement with intense interest.

	In a tortuously slow motion, it lifted a paw and it came to hover over her chest. A sharp nail touched the very first cord that kept her corset tied together.

	The pure lust of the moment made Cleo’s face burn up. She heaved harder, looking up at the beast.

	It pressed the nail just enough to make the first one snap. It went on to slash the second and third. Cleo could already feel her breasts relaxing from the corset’s tight fit.

	It went on to cut the cords, one by one, slowly revealing more of her white flesh. The middle part, then the under part of her mounds, her ribcage, her lower stomach, until the corset was completely open. It fell to her sides, her tits bouncing with the sudden freedom.

	Her nipples were rock hard, pink knots pointing up. How wouldn’t they? Everything Cleo knew now was she wanted to fuck this beast. She wanted that thick cock inside of her, stretching her, filling her.

	The beast’s tongue stretched to lick over own nipple, then the other. Cleo groaned, a new wave of pleasure making more of her arousal spill from her.

	She brought her tits together with her arms, the two full breasts pressing closer. The wolf had no trouble soaking her in saliva, its tongue running from one breast to the other easily. Cleo’s fingers closed over the hem of her skirt, pulling it up further. She stretched a hand down, running her fingers over her bare mound, her slick labia and over her still-swollen clit.

	“God,” she cried, using the pads of her fingers to gently touch the pulsing knot. Her legs instinctively pulled up, and she closed her eyes with the sheer amount of pleasure covering her again.

	She had never had such an experience. All she had up to this moment were stolen moments of pleasure.

	Touching herself in bath while her maid was away. Letting a beast lick her from behind, taking in the forbidden, the wrong lust. Using the tentacle of a monster to get herself off.

	It seemed so very different now.

	A fucking werewolf made her feel more pleasure than the only man she had ever had. Cleo tried to look down to the beast’s cock, but it was too dark to discern it.

	Would she do it? Would she let the beast stretch her to the max?

	Would it fit? Or would it rip her open?

	She trembled in excitement, sliding a finger inside of her. She was soaking wet. She had never been wetter. Her muscles clenched in need around her finger.

	The werewolf stopped licking her breasts. Cleo looked up to meet a pair of yellow eyes staring at her in wonder. Her flustered face and half-opened mouth in pleasure must have told it what it needed to know.

	A grave growl rumbled over her. Cleo trembled with its power. The sheer savagery of it made her skin prickle.

	The werewolf paused a paw to each side of her face, then up to a root each. It climbed the tree, standing up, covering Cleo in shadows. She waited with bated breath.

	Something nudged against her hand, over her cunt.

	She gasped, pulling her hand quickly away.

	It pressed again.

	It was huge.

	It would rip her open.

	“Oh, God,” she cried, but her voice came out hoarse with lust.

	Instead of pushing the beast away and closing her legs, she widened her stance. She distanced her knees the furthest she could.

	Fuck, she wanted it. She wanted it so bad.

	The werewolf growled again, the head of its thick cock pressing against her tight entrance. Her juices made it sleek, its own precum mixing with her arousal, making them slide against one another.

	It pressed harder. Cleo pressed her palms against the floor, closing her eyes in concentration. She tilted her hips to press back. The first inch slid inside of her, her muscles burning as they stretched.

	Pain mingled with pleasure shot through her veins. Cleo’s head dropped back as she pressed her hips further up. The whole head slid inside, stretching her to a point she thought would not be possible.

	The beast roared as her muscles strangled its cock. She knew she was tight. But she was also so aroused her eyes rolled to the back of her head as inch after inch, the huge cock entered her. Filled her completely. A long moan escaped her lips.

	There was no feeling like that.

	The pain of how stretched she was couldn’t compare with how good it felt. She was warm all over. Her toes curled as her hands closed in fists as she soaked in the sharp pleasure.

	As soon as the beast entered her to the hilt, she came again.

	She exploded violently, her legs stretching out as her gasp became a yell. Light exploded behind her eyes, her mind blanching. It was so potent she thought she would pass out.

	The werewolf groaned above her, perhaps because of how tight her inner muscles were clenching around it. That thick cock slid out of her slowly, then it slammed back at her, almost plucking another orgasm from her.

	“Oh, God. Oh, God,” Cleo cried, desperately, the slamming against her cunt pushing her quickly toward another orgasm.

	The beast seemed to be panting too. It rammed into her, speeding up. Her tits bounced out of control. She stretched a hand to pinch one of her nipples, pleasure brimming on her.

	All that left Cleo was a torrent of loud moans and desperate cries. Blindly, she lifted her ankles to try and offer more space to the werewolf. She paused her feet on its hind legs and congratulated herself for such a splendid idea. 	Somehow, the cock slid better inside of her, reaching some unknown point inside of Cleo that drove her into an orgasm in a heartbeat.

	She yelped and yelled, pinching her nipple fiercely. She was stretched wonderfully, the ramming against her never stopping, never tiring, as she reached orgasm after orgasm. She exploded, again and again, her juices filling and escaping her, flowing down her thighs and bottom. Cleo bounced under the beast, almost unconscious as she drowned in pleasure, not having the time to relax after one orgasm before another came crashing over her.

	The werewolf took up an even more urgent pace to the point even her head was bouncing. She held her ankles tightly over its hind legs as the beast seemed to stand up straighter, her whole bottom and lower back elevated from the floor. Her breasts bounced against her chin, stupid sounds leaving her as she tried to prepare herself.

	It howled once it came.

	Cleo felt the burst of cum inside of her, rope after rope shooting out over and over. It filled her uterus and her channel and she knew she would be dripping cum once it was over. It would possibly leak out of her for the whole next day.

	All she could hear then was her heart, thumping wildly in her ears. Everything had stopped. She soared, wondering how many times did she cum. Wondering if she had came as much during that night than throughout all her life.

	Which was quite possible.

	She kept her ankles tight around the beast. It seemed her whole life depended on that amazing, huge cock inside of her. She never wanted it to leave her. She didn’t even remember how life was before it introduced to her pleasure and pain.

	Cleo knew she was drifting to sleep. Her body slowly descended to rest on the floor. Her mind too foggy to register anything besides the cock inside of her.

	Which is why she couldn’t understand the shrinking of the shadow over her before she blacked out.
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	The water lapping at her was freezing.

	Cleo jolted awake, sitting up. Her eyes took some time to focus as she looked for her sword. Her first thought had been of the river monster.

	Night still covered the forest in darkness, but she could see in the orange light of a fire.

	Her heart raced once more as her fingers didn’t find her sword.

	“It’s alright,” a male voice called for her. She jerked, snapping her head to the side.

	She sat on the edge of a small river. Her feet drenched to her ankles, her thighs and exposed cunt dripped with water. She pressed her knees together, noticing her ruined corset was not around her any longer.

	In fact, she was completely naked.

	With a yelp, she hugged herself, looking at the man with rage. Utter rage.

	He stood some steps from her, inside the river. His risen hands told her he didn’t intend to threaten her.

	He was also naked.

	A blush ran up her chest and shoulders to cover her face.

	His cock was huge.

	“What the-,” she started, her voice hoarse with too much use.

	“It’s me,” the man brought his hands to his chest. He was rather handsome, Cleo noticed, and had defined muscles as the guards back in the palace. Dark hair curled over his pecs and down his arms. He slid her a small, tentative smile as his eyes glinted.

	There was a yellow hue in them.

	Cleo’s jaw dropped. She still hugged herself as she squinted at him. “You mean…”

	“The wolf.” He completed, jutting a thumb behind him. “Back in the forest?”

	The blush in Cleo’s face warmed further. She had to use every ounce of strength in her to keep her gaze in his eyes.

	“I thought werewolves couldn’t change through sheer will.” She croaked.

	“I’m not a werewolf,” he cocked a brow, crossing his arms. “Werewolves, indeed, cannot change whenever they want. They also only change during full moons.”

	“So what are you?”

	“Changeling.” He shrugged, letting his arms drop. “Thought you caught that up in the other time.”

	“Other… time?” She gasped. “Are you the same wolf near the capital?”

	“Yeah,” he grinned, pausing his hands over his hips. “I travel between here and there frequently. Talk about a nice coincidence to find you here.”

	Still flustered, Cleo looked around her. They were still in the woods. Her sword and clothes laid by a side. He scratched the back of his head.

	“Sorry for bringing you here without your acknowledgment. It’s just that…” He pointed at her legs. “You were dripping with my cum. I thought it would suck if you woke in a pool of it.”

	Cleo imagined the scene and a laugh escaped her. “Yeah, it would suck so bad. Thank you.”

	Silence stretched between them for a moment as she padded her feet in the water.

	“You alright?” He cocked his head again and Cleo noticed it was probably something he got used to do living as a wolf.

	She also noticed she was being silly. Up to moments ago, she had been fucking this guy in his wolf form like there was no tomorrow. He made her cum countless times. She passed out out of sheer pleasure.

	She shook her head and let her arms drop to her sides, her nipples tightening against the cold on her feet. “I’m good. Just a bit embarrassed.” She shot him a smile.

	He grinned back. “Good.” He walked to her, water curling around his hips. “Because that was amazing.”

	“Yeah,” she laughed, pushing herself into the water. Her cunt tingled with the abuse and she indeed felt herself dripping. The water reached her waist, and she let the tips of her hair float on the surface. “I had been wanting that since the other day.”

	“Fuck, I couldn’t even believe it.” The man said, approaching her. His voice became hoarse and she noticed his cock seemed to be getting harder. “This unbelievably hot girl pushing her tight, delicious cunt against my cock. And today, I smelled you in here, and you were so very pliable.” His voice dropped to a murmur that made her skin crawl. His gaze was glued to her full breasts, and Cleo knew she would fuck him all over again. “What were you doing here anyway?”

	She tilted her head back to look at him, mostly to not look at his cock. It was suddenly making her salivate. “I’m hunting whoever is killing the sheep.”

	“Oh,” he answered, but though Cleo expected surprise, he laughed. “Yeah, it was me. I’ll change my territory if you wish.”

	“Hm,” she murmured, her eyes running down his chest and abs to where she could see his cock breaching the surface of the water. “Yeah, that’d be nice. People around here are afraid you’ll eat one of the ladies.”

	“They weren’t wrong,” he stretched a hand, his thumb flicking one of her hard nipples. “I just did, no?”

	Cleo groaned, a rush of heat flooding her, pooling low in her belly. Her cunt was suddenly asking, begging for more. 

	She felt so empty.

	Her gaze was aflame as she looked up at him. 

	“You know,” she licked her lower lip. “I think you’ve just ruined me. Where will I find another cock like yours?”

	Her face burned up as soon as she tasted the words she spoke.

	It was shameful. And it was exactly what she wanted to say.

	The man grinned and his eyes were stark yellow. He took a step and his cock nudged her belly.

	“I’ll compensate making you cum some more before the sun rises then,” he offered, his hands grasping her hips and pulling her back toward the edge. As if she weighed nothing, he lifted her up and turned her, so she laid over the grass with her ass up.

	She quickly was slick again. Desire ran through her veins, her cunt exposed to this unknown man. She didn’t even know his name.

	His hands paused to each side of her face.

	“There’s something I’ve always wanted to do,” he murmured against her ear, his cock pressing against her. It easily slid inside her waiting cunt. The two groaned in unison for a moment. “But I’ve never found someone so willing as you are.”

	Cleo did not understand the statement, but she was too busy missing something. His cock was big, yes, and it filled her nice. But it was nothing compared…

	His cock pulsed inside of her.

	She looked sideways to see his arm growing fur. His nails became dark, long and powerful talons.

	His cock swelled, growing, growing inside of her.

	He was changing to his wolf form, while deep inside of her.

	Cleo gasped, pleasure hiking up to unprecedented levels inside her as he started to move. She bucked back, tilting her ass up as his cock grew, stretching her slowly, deliciously.

	This position was somehow even better. His cock banged straight against that unknown point inside of her and before she knew it, Cleo was clawing at the grass and screaming her head out in yet another orgasm.

	She could do this all night. And she knew she just might.











THE END














Cleo’s naughty adventures are not over yet!



Thank you for reading!

Don’t forget to leave a review
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