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   Introduction 
 
      
 
    Collected from writings commissioned by fans or inspired by commissioners, the second book in The Library of Forbidden Pleasures series is not so dissimilar to the first, with a goblin tribe turning a beautiful woman into a willing part of their plan to enslave beautiful women.  
 
    The difference for Alyndra is that she is an eager participant in this slave hunting from the moment she is broken by Boss Gavak. She succeeds and serves the goblins. She is resourceful and cruel in breaking the spirit of elves and humans.  
 
    You might recognize some of the elves featured in this book from some of my other books. Mishanna, Nellie, Mollyanna, and Beatrix were all featured in my Fertile in My Ex-Boyfriend’s Dungeon series of CYOA erotica and Faylana was the insatiable elf star of My Cheating Elf Girlfriend. This book is completely standalone and the fates of these characters should not be considered canonical. 
 
    I hope you enjoy this dark erotica fantasy! I look forward to sharing more with you in this series of unique side projects! 
 
    Amanda Clover 
 
    2022

  

 
   
      
 
    1 
 
    The Huntress Brought Low 
 
      
 
    The memory came to life in Alyndra Vandora’s nightmares. Night after night, the beautiful elf was haunted by those fateful hours in that abandoned farmhouse. She and her mother had fled the Golden Wood. Cast out by her clan for her dead father’s sins. They were in the human lands, trying to survive, when the bandits found them.  
 
    The nightmare sometimes began tenderly, with Alyndra’s mother brushing her hair or seeing that she was tucked into her bedroll. Sometimes the nightmare began with the door bursting open. The shambling gang of bandits poured into the farmhouse. Drunken, sweating, laughing. Their eyes bulged and their tongues seemed to hang from their mouths like panting dogs. Their hands were everywhere. Tearing. Squeezing. Fingers thrusting. 
 
    Then, always, their manhood. Plunging at them like spears. Their bodies held down by the bandits. Then came the leather cords and the long walk through the night. Stumbling. Bloodied and filth stained. Shivering in the night.  
 
    The nightmare always ended the same way. With Yelonia Vandora, Alyndra’s mother, being sold by the slavers. Sobbing as she disappeared into the carriage of a wealthy human merchant bound for faraway lands.  
 
    Alyndra awoke with a start. Her heart hammering. Tears welling in the corners of her eyes. She blinked the tears away from her keen blue eyes and the hardness returned to her expression. 
 
    It was just before dawn and she was perched high in the branches of a syroc tree, nestled safely into a crook. The slavers beneath her were breaking camp. Chattering in their unpleasant tongue. Smacking the bottoms of their prisoners to rouse them from their sleep.  
 
    Goblin slavers. A sizable party. They had taken two humans and an elf from lone farmsteads. Alyndra had found the bodies of the men the goblins had killed, along with the filthy signs of what the goblins had done with the women they had captured. Torn dresses. Smears of blood. Puddles of yellowish goblin cum left congealing on the floor. The stink of them filling the air of those ransacked houses. 
 
    Alyndra’s hand tightened on the grip of the dagger in her hip sheath. Her blade was eager for the taste of goblin blood. 
 
    In the years since her escape from the human slave market, the beautiful elf had followed a red path of revenge. She had become known as Slaver’s Bane. The fair-haired, blue-eyed elven killer. A murderous phantom spoken of by slavers with fear. Her reign of terror had all but stopped the humans from making slaver raids. She would soon teach the goblins a similar lesson. She would follow them back to their village, slaughter them, and free any slaves they had taken. 
 
    As the goblins and their captives set off into the misty morning forest, Alydra dropped soundlessly from the tree.  
 
    She took two steps in pursuit and stopped. Something was wrong. Her pointed ears twitched. She whirled at the rustling noise behind her. The bola came from among the trees, wrapping one arm to her hip and binding her thighs. She tried to take a step and fell, crashing among the undergrowth.  
 
    An ambush! The goblins had been waiting for her! 
 
    But, no, a single goblin emerged from the woods. A lone hunter, chancing upon her by Alyndra’s bad luck. A heavy wooden cudgel in his hand. She reached for her blade with her free hand, but the goblin was quicker. He swung his club and knocked her hand away, then drew her blade for himself. He admired it. Then admired her. Tight curves. Plump breasts. A slender waist with shapely hips. Fair hair and those blue eyes. She fluttered them at him. Tried to force a smile. 
 
    “H-hello,” she said. “I’m lost. Can you help me?” 
 
    “Huh?” The goblin grinned. “You try that? You Slaver’s Bane. Why you following Boss Gavak’s hunters?” 
 
    “If you know who I am then you know why I was following them,” said Alyndra coldly. “You also know better than to trifle with me, goblin. Cut me loose and I will spare your life.” 
 
    “Spare life?” The goblin chuckled and stuffed Alyndra’s blade into his belt. “I take you to Boss Gavak, get paid much gold. Maybe even trade for slave who will obey. You not obey. You bad.” 
 
    She started to object, to try to lure or seduce the goblin hunter, but he thumped her on the side of her head with his cudgel. She shook off the blow and started to shout and he thumped her again. This time, darkness swallowed up Alyndra. The nightmares returned, but those would soon be eclipsed by the nightmare reality of her predicament.  
 
    Even as she faded into darkness, she knew that she was about to be enslaved by the goblins. 
 
    A splash of frigid water woke Alyndra. She was slumped in a dugout cage made from bamboo bars covering a pit. The midday light through the bars formed harsh patterns of light and dark. It was hot in the cage. Her body was drenched in sweat. She was naked and judging by her soreness she had been roughly treated while unconscious.  
 
    Violated by goblin fingers and maybe one of those wooden cudgels. Her head was throbbing painfully from being clubbed by the hunter. Another bucket of water splashed through the bars and she gasped and sat up, water dripping from her bare breasts and stiff nipples. 
 
    “She awake,” declared the goblin torturing her. The door of the dugout cage swung open and a muscular goblin entered. She kicked at him but was disoriented by the bright sunlight and her throbbing head. He managed to put a rusty iron collar around her neck and attached it to a thick leather cord. He gave the cord a yank and Alyndra fell onto her hands and knees.  
 
    “Let go of me, you bastard!” she snarled. 
 
    The muscular goblin laughed and yanked her forward, forcing her to crawl and follow him out of the cage and into the daylight. An entire tribe of goblins was waiting for her emergence.  
 
    There were twenty or more adult males and double that number of females and pups of various ages. The females and pups stayed back while the males crowded around her. Some brandished weapons or baring their yellow teeth. The goblin yanking Alyndra’s leash forced her to continue crawling on her hands and knees. When she tried to stand, he pulled her off balance and she fell forward again. Dragged by him. Forced to behave like an animal as she crawled towards the fat goblin seated on his throne. 
 
    Boss Gavak. She lifted her eyes to stare at him with hatred as the goblin with the leash brought her up to the feet of the potbellied chief.  
 
    “Temi catch human,” said the muscular goblin. “He give boss Gavak as trophy. Slave for you.” 
 
    “Temi given slave?”  
 
    “Human,” replied the muscular goblin. “Good bitch. Good breeder.” 
 
    “Mmmmm.” Gavak rubbed his double chin. He leaned forward, over his belly, and looked down at Alyndra. His beady red eyes danced with delight. His thin, wide mouth curled into a yellow smile.  
 
    Gavak had a long, slightly hooked nose and long ears notched with damage and pierced with silver rings. His fat fingers were similarly thick with silver rings. He rested his hands on his knees as he leaned over her.  
 
    “Fat ass. Good hips for breeding. Elf breeder good. Always get pups from goblin. Smart pups too. You be good slave bitch or I have to break you?” 
 
    “She’s more than just slave,” said Temi, stepping forward. “This one is Slaver Bane. Hunter of slavers.” 
 
    “Oh ho ho!” Gavak laughed and clapped his hands. “Troublesome elf bitch! You make slaving hard for humies. Now you come to us?” 
 
    “I do,” said Alyndra. “I will slit your throats and burn your village. I will free every slave you dare—” 
 
    The muscular goblin yanked her leash and she fell so suddenly that she thumped her cheek against Gavak’s knee. The fat goblin burst into laughter. 
 
    “You no slit throat now,” he said. “But I have special use for this one. Umok, take her to my tent. Tie her up. Give her duro duro potion. Small one. Not want to turn this one into pleasure zombo. She has skills we use. Hunting skills. Catch runaway slaves.” 
 
    “Yes, boss,” said Umok, the muscular goblin.  
 
    Alyndra fought Umok, but the goblin was well-practiced in dealing with recalcitrant slaves. He brandished a crop that was crowned with nettle burrs and sour acid. A few scrapes of this against Alyndra’s bare bottom and legs brought tears to the eyes of even the hardened Slaver’s Bane. 
 
    “You come,” said the muscular goblin, yanking on her leash and pulling her towards the hut of the chief. “Witch make duro duro for elf. You drink.” 
 
    “I will kill you first, Umok,” growled Alyndra, crawling through the village and staring with hatred at the muscular goblin. 
 
    “Maybe I test duro duro potion on you,” he said with a lopsided, cruel grin. He gave her another smack of the crop on her hip and she hissed as the nettles stung at her bare flesh. The acid added a lingering burn and raised red welts where she had been touched.  
 
    She soon learned that Umok was a master of knots. He bound Alyndra with her hands behind her back, forearms and wrists tied together, feet braced apart with a spreader bar, and ankles secured to the bar. Loops around her throat to choke her if she tried to struggle too much. The squat, muscular goblin admired his work with glittering eyes. Her plush breasts. Her round ass. His fingers dragging over her flesh. Over the fading welts on her legs and backside. 
 
    His touch ran down her toned abdomen to the unshorn blond of her mound. His fingers stroked over her cunt and he pinched her netherlips between his fingers. Alyndra sucked in a breath but stared defiantly away. The goblin squeezed and massaged her cunt, watching her reaction. She hid any pleasure from her face, but her pink nipples began to stiffen. Umok leaned in suddenly, lashing his tongue across her left breast and taking her nipple into his mouth. Warmth bathed her sensitive bud. He sucked. She whined softly. 
 
    His lips popped free, leaving her nipple straining and slightly red. Glistening with his saliva as he leaned over to her other breast. Licked. Nibbled. Sucked. Greedily sucked. Looking up at her. Massaging her cunt until Alyndra could feel the heat throbbing in her core.  
 
    “Why don’t you untie me?” gasped Alyndra. “We can really have some fun then.” 
 
    “I not stupid,” snapped Umok, thrusting two fingers into the soft cove of Alyndra’s cunt. She tightened around him and a whine of unwanted pleasure escaped her clenched teeth. 
 
    The arrival of the goblin witch interrupted Umok’s amusement. She was a shriveled little crone with stringy gray hair that drooped over her face. She had few teeth and one of her eyes was squinted shut. She wet her lips as she looked Alyndra over and spoke to Umok in the goblin tongue. She seemed to want to give Alyndra a large potion, but Umok insisted on a smaller one.  
 
    Alyndra knew little of the goblin language, but the argument seemed to be that duro duro potions could cause a permanent fog over the mind of slaves to make them obedient. But Gavak wanted Alyndra’s mind left intact. Even some of her will to remain. A rare request requiring careful potion brewing. The witch muttered and set to work. Umok returned his attention to Alyndra’s luscious body. 
 
    “Boss has right to cunt,” he said, petting her pussy. “But I take you first. Maybe in pretty mouth. Maybe in ass.” 
 
    “Fuck you, worm,” said Alyndra. Umok looked up at her and she spit in his face. He winced, annoyed, but then his smile returned and he licked her saliva from his lips.  
 
    “Oh, yes, that nasty mouth will be quiet with cock soon,” he said.  
 
    “I’ll bite it off,” she promised. 
 
    “You beg for it after duro duro,” he said and then slapped her breasts, causing them to wobble and heave and leaving red handprints across them both. He soothed her pain with his tongue, palming her cunt and grinding his hand against her as he licked and sucked her tits. 
 
    The old witch had to pull on Umok’s loincloth to get his attention. She held up the steaming clay cup containing the potion she had brewed over the chief’s fire pit. Umok snatched the potion and thrust it against Alyndra’s lips. 
 
    “Drink!” he commanded. 
 
    “Go to the hells!” she replied, turning away as much as her bonds allowed. 
 
    Umok pinched her left nipple between his thumb and finger and twisted. Alyndra cried out reflexively and the goblin thrust the potion to her lips. Hot, bitter liquid poured into her mouth and she swallowed before she could stop herself. She sputtered and spit, but it was too late. The duro duro potion was already burning down her throat and pooling in her stomach.  
 
    Umok stepped back and eyed Alyndra warily as if she might explode. After a moment, she felt an intense cramp in her stomach. It was followed by another. Then a third, so sharp it was like a knife driving into her guts. Despite the pain, her loins throbbed. Her eyes rolled back. She began to spasm and jerk, straining against the ropes binding her.  
 
    Inside her, the poison within the potion assaulted Alyndra’s mind. Her inhibitions and identity melted into soup. Her lust increased. Needy. Aching inside her core. Her hatred detached itself from slavers and floated free in her mind.  
 
    Umok splashed her face with cold water. Her eyes rolled forward in her head. Focus returned to her as if waking from a dream. 
 
    “What?” she rasped. 
 
    “Give name,” he commanded, prodding her chest with the handle of the crop. 
 
    “Alyndra Vandora,” she said. 
 
    “You have other name. What they call you?” demanded the goblin. 
 
    “I… I don’t remember,” she said, her brow knitting as she tried to recall. 
 
    He grabbed her throat. Pressed his body against her sweaty flesh. His lips to her ear.  
 
    “Slave’s Bane,” he whispered. “You serve Gavak. You hunt slaves. You bring back.” 
 
    “Slave’s Bane?” She trembled as she said it. “Are you… are you… certain?” 
 
    “Slave’s Bane!” snarled Umok. He sucked and licked at her neck. His sharp teeth ran over his ear. “You serve Boss Gavak. You bring back slave. You hate slave. Say it.” 
 
    “I hate slaves,” said Alyndra. Giving word to the thought caused the loose hatred within her mind to reattach to the idea. She saw herself in the trees, pursuing slave girls. Tackling them to the ground. Punishing them. Torturing them. Returning them to grateful slave masters. “I hate… slaves! The filthy fools! Ungrateful! Disobedient!” 
 
    “Yesssss,” hissed Umok. “And who do you serve?” 
 
    “Gavak!” she cried, her eyes wide and intense. “Boss Gavak!” 
 
    “He is your master,” said Umok, licking her ear. His breath hot and his voice husky with lust. “Say it.” 
 
    “He is my master!” moaned Alyndra. 
 
    “I am,” rumbled Gavak, waddling into his hut. “Is she broken, Umok?” 
 
    “Yes, boss,” said Umok, ducking his head and stepping back from Alyndra. “She had duro duro. Now she hates slaves instead of slavers. She will obey any command you give her.” 
 
    “Cut her down,” commanded Gavak.  
 
    Umok cut her loose and Alyndra dropped heavily to her knees. The muscular goblin began untying her as the fat goblin chief watched. When she was free, Alyndra felt compelled to prostrate herself before the chief. She pressed her face to the floor, her ass raised behind her. Shameless. Aching with desire. Utterly broken and obedient. The duro duro still hot in her belly and her mind caught in the web of Umok’s training. 
 
    “Leave us now,” said Gavak. 
 
    Umok and the witch left without another word. The portly goblin turned his full attention to Alyndra. He padded slowly around her, his great belly wobbling and his prick straining in his loincloth. He admired Alyndra from every angle before commanding her, “Lift head and look.” 
 
    Alyndra lifted her head and she met Gavak’s cruel gaze. 
 
    “Training only start,” he said. “We teach you hunting. The lash. The dart. Duro duro. We teach you to hate humans and elves. To love goblins. You serve me. You serve tribe. You warm my bed. You understand?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” gasped Alyndra, relieved to be able to speak the title. Shuddering with need, reaching pleadingly for Gavak’s loincloth. He chuckled as her fingers caught it and dragged it down his scrawny legs. His cock flopped free. Green, half-aroused, and covered in wartlike nodules.  
 
    “This good,” said Gavak, cradling Alyndra’s golden hair. “I make slave hunter out of you better than any. You best. You become master of piece.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” shuddered Alyndra as the fat goblin rubbed his cock against her lips, dragging it back and forth over her mouth and smearing her cheeks with precum.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” Gavak rumbled with pleasure, yanking back her head and forcing his sweaty bollocks into her mouth. The elf’s eyes rolled back in her head as the goblin’s stones crossed her tongue. The stench of him filling her nose. The salty tang of his body on her tongue. Drool spilled down her chin as she began to suck on his throbbing stones. Shifting and bathing him with her tongue. Feeling his cock go hard against her face.  
 
    Alyndra felt only a needful throbbing in her cunt. Her shame was gone. Servitude was pleasure. Slavery was freedom. She let the fat goblin’s bollocks pop from her lips and moaned lustily as she took his fat little cock into her mouth. Stretching her lips around him. Thrusting his tip to the back of her throat as she tongued and sucked at his hard cock.  
 
    Gavak chuckled, his belly wobbling, as he pushed her head down, burying her nose against his pudgy groin and pushing his cock against the soft squeeze of her throat. She gulped at his hard tip. She sucked him eagerly.  
 
    “Yes! Good slave! Goooo!d” he threw back his head, rings jangling in his ears as he jerked his hips. His cock throbbed against Alyndra’s tongue.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” cried Alyndra around the goblin’s cock. Hot goblin spunk jetted into her mouth. Pulse after pulse of it filling her mouth and coating her tongue. She sucked him as she touched herself, rubbing her clit desperately as he pumped out the last of his load.  
 
    He drew his cock from between her lips trailing saliva and a strand of yellowish cum. The foul brew filled the elf’s mouth. She held her lips apart and showed it to him.  
 
    “Drink,” he commanded. “Swallow.” 
 
    She gulped, eyes watering, fingers plunging into her pussy. She shuddered with ecstasy. Cumming as she swallowed his load. Her soaking slit taking her fingers to the last knuckle as she bucked her hips and licked her lips clean.  
 
    “Good,” growled Gavak, plopping down in his hut. “You wash cock good with mouth. I fuck you next. Both holes. But no babies. Not for you. Need you in shape. To catch slaves.” 
 
    “Y-yes, master,” gasped Alyndra, a mad smile crossing her face. She could not explain the shift in her feelings for the goblin. Nor could she ignore him. He was, after all, her master. 
 
    

  

 
   
    2 
 
    Becoming the Slave’s Bane 
 
      
 
    Boss Gavak luxuriated in his yurt. The cloying incense could not quite cover the stink of sweat and sex that churned in the air. The goblin chief lounged atop a pile of pillows stitched with scenes of goblin victories and Gavak’s personal triumphs. He was a fat thing, even by the standards of a goblin chief, with a great green belly that hung well over his loincloth and triple chins that swallowed up his neck.  
 
    One of his collared human slave girls knelt beside him, bare-breasted and comely, occasionally feeding him pieces of samarnak, a milk sweet made from human milk. He snapped his wobbling jaws shut on another piece of the chewy candy, nearly biting the slave girl. His eyes sparkled red with delight as he watched the scene before him.  
 
    “Ohhhhhhh,” moaned the elf slave girl. Tyana. She was a petite thing, but buxom. Her hair in a blond pixie cut that exaggerated the size of her pointed ears. Her face was down on the dusty woven floor of the yurt and her bare bottom raised.  
 
    Behind her knelt Gavak’s new prize: Alyndra Vandora. The beautiful elf woman had once been known as Slaver’s Bane for her hatred of slavers. But Umok had broken and turned the elf into an obedient slave herself and given her the name of Slave’s Bane. Soon she would prove her worth as a slave hunter. Tonight was a test of her conditioning. Would she obey Gavak even when he demanded cruelty and humiliation?  
 
    Alyndra could feel the beady eyes of the fat goblin upon her. He was judging her. Admiring her nearly naked body but judging her for her obedience. She felt a desperate urge to please the loathsome goblin, though she knew not why.  
 
    “Again! Leave your hand’s mark on ass!” chortled Gavak before slurping another sweet from the fingers of his attending slave girl. 
 
    Alyndra obeyed instantly, bringing down the flat of her hand on Tyana’s upturned buttocks. Tyana whimpered with pain. Her firm rear jiggled for only a moment and a handprint reddened on the creamy flesh. 
 
    “More! Lots more!” shouted Gavak, sloshing wine on his chest as he gestured with a goblet. 
 
    Alyndra obeyed him, smacking Tyana’s ass again and again. Stinging the little elf’s cheeks and making her sob with pain. Alyndra did not stop. She kept raining down blows on those creamy mounds until both were red and Tyana’s little pink asshole and shorn cunt were twitching.  
 
    “Enough! Time to see fuck! Use big one! Want to loosen up little elf!” 
 
    “Yes, master,” said Alyndra. 
 
    “Nooooo,” moaned Tyana through her tears. The petite elf pushed herself up on her hands and knees and watched in wide-eyed horror as Alyndra began to don the strap-on dildo. It was the largest of the four cocks as prepared by the tribe’s shaman. Each was carved into a phallic shape from a root taken from a wriggle oak. The wood had been smoothed almost to a lacquered finish, worked with oils and imbued with crude goblin magic.  
 
    The base of it seemed to suck to Alyndra’s cunt as she tightened the straps of the harness. She hissed with pleasure as the wriggle oak dildo molded to her body. The length of oiled wood was as long as her forearm and ended in a massive bulbous tip with an indentation in its crown. Alyndra had heard it called the bitch breaker. Tyana stared in abject terror.   
 
    “Please, no,” whimpered Tyana, looking up at Alyndra. “It will kill me.” 
 
    “It won’t kill you,” said Alyndra, moving behind the little elf. 
 
    “No, not kill,” snorted Gavak. “But you wish dead after Slave’s Bane breaks cunt! Do it, Slave’s Bane! Fuck hard!” 
 
    Alyndra felt a moment of doubt as she stared down at the enormous wooden dildo and the tiny elf cunt. She knew the dildo wouldn’t kill the young woman, but Tyana would never be the same. Their gaze met for a moment over Tyana’s arched back. Tears swept down Tyana’s cheeks from her green eyes. She mouthed, “No.”  
 
    “Do it,” growled Gavak impatiently.  
 
    His command sent a jolt of obedience through Alyndra. Yes, he was her master, and she would do whatever he asked to please him.  
 
    Alyndra grabbed hold of the petite elf’s firm little ass, spread it wide, lined the head of the dildo up with Tyana’s cunt, and slammed it home. Tyana wailed in shock and pain as her cunt was stretched wide by the bitch breaker. Alyndra gasped in pleasure as the wriggling base pressed against her clit as if rewarding her for fucking Tyana. She did not give the petite elf a moment to recover. She held her slender waist and pounded the wooden cock into Tyana relentlessly.  
 
    The little elf collapsed beneath the bigger and more powerful elf, whimpering helplessly as Alyndra mercilessly stretched out Tyana’s cunt. Alyndra felt pangs of guilt, but they were swept away by the sadistic pleasure of fucking the smaller woman senseless. Driving in and out of her at a pace that left Tyana gasping and cumming and in agony.  
 
    “Yes! Yessss!” Gavak laughed as the hard fucking finally broke Tyana completely, leaving her eyes crossed and her tongue hanging out of her mouth as she began fucking back against the bitch breaker. The fat goblin leaned back, exposing his stiff cock and grabbing it in one hand. He wanked himself as he watched Alyndra finish off the twitching elf girl and unsheathe the bitch breaker from Tyana’s gaping pussy. “Ha ha! Good, Slave’s Bane! Your heart hard! We make harder! Come! I fuck you now!” 
 
    “Yes, master,” whispered Alyndra, unbuckling the harness and crawling over to the fat goblin chief. Unlike what she did to Tyana, there was no regret in serving her master. She was his slave and she was bound by goblin law to serve his every desire.  
 
    “You suck first,” he said. “Come, come. Shank ready for pretty elf mouth.”  
 
    His cock was small compared to his bulk and it stank of sex. Alyndra suppressed a gag as he pushed her head down between his legs. His sweaty bollocks smeared her face. His cock ooze pre onto her cheek. She tongued his sack. Licking, tasting the salt of his sweat, and then sucking them as her hand moved to his stiff shaft.  
 
    “Good slut,” groaned Gavak, leaning back among the cushions. “You good bed slave. You be good slave hunter? We see. I give you test tomorrow. You fail, maybe you just be bed slave.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm, oh, no master,” moaned Alyndra, feeling a shock of worry. “I will do whatever you ask. I will prove I am the Slave’s Bane.” 
 
    She wanked his bumpy little goblin cock as she bathed his balls in her mouth. When he gave her hair a tug, she knew it was time to offer her mouth to his cock. He gratefully accepted that soft, warm oval, thrusting his ruddy hardness into her delicate mouth.  
 
    The yurt filled with the soft wet sounds of her sucking. Her obedient pleasure. Humiliating and prostrating herself before the goblin as he used her mouth, guiding her head up and down with his fat fingers twisted in her hair. Each bob of her lips produced another grunt of pleasure from the goblin. His oily precum oozed tanginess across her tongue. Her lips caressed his twitching crown.  
 
    She would have happily sucked him off, but Gavak had other ideas. 
 
    “Make fuk fuk now,” he grunted, breathing heavily as he stared down at her. 
 
    Alyndra slid Gavak’s cock from her mouth, bubbles of spit clinging to the crown and the bunched green flesh just beneath it. Strands of saliva connecting her delicate lips to his grotesque member. She sat up and climbed astride him. Despite his fatness, straddling him was not difficult because he was a goblin. He stroked her hips and smacked her ass, grunting lustily as he admired her heaving breasts. She reached between her thighs, grasping his wet cock and guiding it to the hot folds of her cunt. 
 
    “Ready to obey,” chuckled Gavak. “You elf break better than humie. Once you obey no more fighting. Humies always want fight. Have to beat lots. Have to torture. But not pretty elf. Pretty elf good. Ohhhhhh… cunt tight. Good. Ride shank, pretty elf.” 
 
    “Yessss, master,” gasped Alyndra, working her hips and gliding her clutching cunt atop the goblin’s spit-washed cock. It felt so good to please her master. Rubbing her clit against his bumpy shaft. Feeling his cock deep (but no that deep) inside her squeezing cunt. Driving her towards a pleasure she sought instinctually.  
 
    Alyndra moved faster and faster atop him. Her tits heaving even as he reached his rough hands up and grabbed hold of her soft mounds. Squeezing them and plucking at her nipples. 
 
    “Such nice elf! Squeeze shank! Yes! Good! Someday, I breed! Give you pups!” He sat up and slurped at her breast. “Mmmmmm! Drink milk then! Yummy elf milkies!” He slurped again, his hot sucking mouth sending more pleasure pulsing into her cunt. Her clit throbbing submissively. Her pleasure nearly peaking. 
 
    “Yesss!” she cried. “Oh, yes, master! Breed me!” 
 
    “Not yet!” he grunted. “You Slaver’s Bane! Other uses for you!”  
 
    He went back to slurping on her breasts. Squeezing them and smacking her ass. Letting her do all the work with her hips as she rode his hard little goblin cock. He grunted and pushed suddenly, nearly knocking her off his lap.  
 
    “Cum now!” he cried. “Cummmmm! Ahhhhhh!” 
 
    She barely got his cock out in time, her hands grasping the slippery shaft as she lifted her hips. Hot goblin spunk spurted against her folds, drenching her thighs and her pussy as she worked him off with her hand. Draining him with her skilled fingers. 
 
    “Clean,” he commanded and Alyndra obeyed. No matter the humiliation or the disgusting taste, she served her master well, bathing his sour cock and licking up every glob of his cum obediently. She was surprised at the goblin chief’s restraint. Most of the goblins did not pull out and simply relied on luck or didn’t care if slaves became pregnant.  
 
    “Good,” grunted Chief Gavak, pushing her head away. “You go back to slave pen now. Guard! Take her back!” 
 
    He shouted for the guard, but none entered the yurt. After a moment, Gavak bellowed with rage for the guard. Finally, a panicked goblin rushed in. 
 
    “Sorry, boss,” cried the goblin. “Other elf and two humies escape!” 
 
    “Other elf? Which elf?” Gavak looked around the yurt and grabbed for Alyndra possessively. She fell beside him among the pillows.  
 
    “Tyana, master,” said Alyndra. “The elf I just punished for you. She was with Sarah and Joleen. The three slaves who claim they were captured just before me.” 
 
    Alyndra said “claim” because the duro duro potion had left little memory of Alyndra’s capture. Only the awakening she experienced when her duty was explained to her by the goblins.  
 
    “Mmmmm?” Gavak’s brow furrowed with anger as he looked over at Alyndra. Then a smile returned to his face and cruelty sparkled in his beady eyes. “Yes! This good! You catch slaves! You bring back!” 
 
    Alyndra felt a surge of purpose inside her. As if she had done this many times before but could not quite remember the details. 
 
    “Yes, I can catch them and bring them back for you, master,” said Alyndra.  
 
    Gavak bared his jagged yellow teeth. 
 
    “This my idea!” he laughed. “You bring back other elf! I give her pups to be sure she stay!” 
 
    “What about the humans, master?” asked Alyndra. 
 
    “Bring back if can. You punish. Put them in stocks for whole tribe to use. But if humies give you trouble.” Gavak’s expression grew darker. He dragged his thumb across his throat, making the meaning clear. The human slaves were disposable if they became troublesome. “Now go! Bring back elf! Take hunter with you! Take Rekkar!” 
 
    “I will not fail you, master!” 
 
    Pride swelled in Alyndra’s chest. She tied on her loincloth and left the tent to gather her hunting tools. She chose a slaver’s bolo net and a javelin greased with knockout poison. She was tying a knife to her hip when Rekkar arrived, already prepared for the journey. He was tall, for a goblin, and covered in hunter’s tattoos that swirled over his arms and scrawny torso. He was an unusually serious goblin and not much of a talker. He grunted and nodded to Alyndra. She nodded back and they set out in the last known direction of Tyana, Sarah, and Joleen. 
 
    Alyndra was surprised by her own instincts. The goblins had told her she was a slave hunter, but she was amazed at how quickly she found the trail of the escaped slaves. Even Rekkar seemed impressed, his brow lifting as she pointed out broken branches and footprints fading in the mud. Rain made the hunt more difficult and the trio had a fair head start.  
 
    Darkness soon fell and the rains beat down on them. Alyndra knew they were close, but at Rekkar’s gestured urging they sought shelter under the branches of a swamp palm. The wide leaves channeled the water away from them as they pressed against the trunk. She rung out her hair and turned to the goblin. His rough hands fell upon her breasts. His thin lips pressing to her as he kissed her and thrust his tongue into her mouth. For a moment, she felt anger and revulsion. Then she realized he was a master, just like Gavak, and so she surrendered her body to his desire. 
 
    Her tongue worked against his. Her hand reached for his stiff prick in his tattered trousers. He grunted and turned her around, yanking down her loincloth and pressing her face and tits against the trunk of the swamp palm. He smacked her ass. Rubbed his long, slender cock against her cunny.  
 
    “Fukka fukka,” he rasped. “Better than chief.” 
 
    He wasn’t kidding. His cock drove deep into Alyndra’s core and she gasped and had to cling to the palm trunk as Rekkar began hammering his full length into her pussy. His scrawny hips beat against her ass. His cock drove in and out. With a wordless cry, he hilted in her cunt, plowing through the clutching heat of her walls and pumping her pussy full of his hot goblin cum. It was as he drew his twitching cock out – as she felt his cum spilling from her folds – that Alyndra spotted three pairs of eyes glistening from the shadows of a nearby swamp palm.  
 
    She struck without bothering to don her clothes. Struck with the sudden fury of a born huntress. Her bolo net shot out of her grasp and wrapped around one of the figures. She heard a loud thump and a body dropped to the mud. Alyndra was already crossing the distance, leaping into the clearing as the two remaining escapees tried to break and run.  
 
    Alyndra saw that Joleen was down and already wrapped up. Tyana broke left towards the woods and Sarah, the redheaded human, panicked and ran in the other direction. Towards the swamp waters.  
 
    “Get the human!” shouted Alyndra, hoping Rekkar would listen to her.  
 
    It became a race through the woods between Tyana and Alyndra. The elf was quick and she was desperate, but she was also much smaller than Alyndra. Her legs could not match the graceful strides of the slave hunter. At last, Alyndra caught up to her and tackled the short-haired young elf to the ground. A desperate struggle ensued, with biting and kicking, Alyndra nude and Tyana nearly so thanks to the rain and her escape.  
 
    “You stupid little girl,” snarled Alyndra, beginning to overpower the smaller elf. “You’ll be punished for escaping. Chief Gavak is going to breed your cunt!” 
 
    “Listen to yourself,” cried Tyana, fighting back with strength born of desperation. “You’re pathetic! So broken you would hunt your own kind for the goblins! Well, I am not like you! I am unbroken! I am free! I am—OOF!” 
 
    Alyndra’s elbow drove hard into Tyana’s stomach, silencing the small elf. Alyndra used a nettle vine to hogtie Tyana, ignoring her yelps of pain as she bent back her limbs and bound them together. She picked her up like a parcel and carried her back towards where she had left Rekkar. 
 
    The goblin was on the ground, the buxom redhead human atop him and beating him with both hands. Her big pale tits slick with rain and flopping about as she swung again and again. Alyndra cursed under her breath, tossed Tyana to the ground, and leapt at Sarah. She knocked Sarah over, but the human was tough. She got up again and traded blows with Alyndra. Both women becoming bloody in the fight as Tyana shouted encouragement to Sarah and Rekkar struggled to get up. 
 
    “Goblin whore!” shouted Sarah. “I’ll beat your ass! I’ll kill you!” 
 
    Alyndra’s lips stung from one of Sarah’s punches. The elf tasted blood. The human was tough and slightly bigger. Alyndra realized that she had to end this fight quickly. She remembered Gavak drawing his thumb across his throat, giving her permission to do whatever had to be done to the humans. Sarah grinned fiercely, slamming two more punches into Alyndra’s side. The elf huntress grunted and backpedaled towards the swamp water. Something was moving in the darkness. Something big and toothy. Alyndra feigned injury and Sarah laughed. 
 
    “Got you now, goblin lover!” The redhead charged, big tits bouncing, bare ass jiggling as she ran at Alyndra full steam. Alyndra waited until the last possible instant, letting the human build up to an unstoppable speed. She threw herself aside at the last instant, landing badly in the mud, but causing Sarah to run and fall straight into the swamp waters. The stalking swamp beast was upon the woman before she could even scream. There was a splash, a bright gleam of teeth, flailing tentacles, and then the dark shape disappeared under the murky water. A few bubbles and a drifting cloud of blood the only sign that Sarah had been there at all. 
 
    “Goddess, no,” moaned Tyana, utterly defeated. 
 
    That night, as Chief Gavak fucked Tyana full of cum, Alyndra stood outside his yurt, proud of her achievement. A few feet away, Joleen stood naked and in stocks in the center of the goblin village. Rekkar was first to have a turn. His hips slapping against the human’s ass and his long green cock pumping into her pussy. Alyndra smiled as the helpless moans of Tyana and Joleen filled the night air. 
 
    She had proven herself. Even Sarah’s shocked expression as she realized she had been tricked and plunged to her doom only gave Alyndra a sense of accomplishment. She had proven herself to Gavak and the others.  
 
    She was the Slave’s Bane. 
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    The Baron’s Desire 
 
      
 
    The Slave’s Bane wore scarcely more than a loincloth as she moved through the growth of pines. The needles brushed against her breasts and hips. She ignored the prickling and padded swiftly along on the ridge that followed the old trade road. The carriage traveling along the road was simple, but deceptively well-made. It had armored wheels and two draft horses to pull it along. What was more, Alyndra counted three outriders. Two following behind to guard against a rear ambush and one riding ahead of the carriage. There was also a guard riding alongside the carriage driver with a powder gun sitting across his lap. 
 
    He would never have the chance to fire a shot. 
 
    Alyndra smiled as she smeared black pigment across her eyes. She moved from shadow to shadow, slipping among the trees. She used the ridge itself to shield the lower half of her body from view. Her slave bolo was out in one hand, her dagger in the other.  
 
    She waited, following, moving closer until the front rider rounded a bend in the road. She swung and threw the bolo. It caught the man around his neck and pulled him from his saddle. He gurgled and landed hard in the road.  
 
    Alyndra was upon him in an instant. Like a hawk on a mouse, she swooped in and drove her dagger repeatedly into his chest, then was gone again. The carriage rounded the bend to find the man dead and the horse circling in confusion. The carriage pulled up short. The driver called out a warning and the outriders advanced to investigate. 
 
    Alyndra moved behind the carriage. She vaulted from the baggage rack onto the roof and scurried across. The man with the powder gun fell first, reaching for the blood spurting from his throat as Alyndra yanked the powder gun from his grasp. She buried her blade in the eye of the driver then discharged the powder gun at the outriders in a blast of flames and smoke. Both men were wounded, their horses bolting in fear. She hopped down off the carriage and sauntered over to them. One man reached for his sword and tried to stand though he was terribly shot in his guts. She finished him quickly. The other begged for mercy. She made it hurt a little. 
 
    “You did your job poorly, warrior,” she whispered to the man as he died. “The princess will be a slave because of it.” 
 
    Alyndra was wiping her blade on the dead man’s tunic when she heard a cry of terror. She turned just in time to catch a glimpse of Katja Wyrrick, twenty years, but disguised as a boy in tunic and trousers, fleeing from the carriage.  
 
    “Silly girl,” clucked Alyndra, bouncing to her feet. She sheathed her blade and gave the girl a few seconds of head start. She was Alyndra’s prize, ripe for the plucking, but the Slaver’s Bane wanted to be sporting about it. At the soft count of ten, she launched herself from her spot and into the wooded hillside in pursuit of the young noblewoman. Alyndra was fleet of foot and easily recognized the tracks of the fleeing girl. She caught up with Katja as the girl, with her short-clipped blonde hair and bound breasts, stumbled into a clearing.  
 
    Alyndra burst from the forest behind her at a charge. The girl turned and brought up a silver saber, startling Alyndra and nearly slicing off her reaching fingers. She drew her hand back just in time and danced out of range of the flashing blade.  
 
    “Put it down, girl,” hissed Alyndra. “Someone will get hurt. And I promise, it won’t be me.” 
 
    “An elf!?” Katja was panicked. Hyperventilating. Her eyes wide and afraid and her swings skilled but betrayed by her fear.  
 
    “That’s right, princess,” purred Alyndra. “I am here to take you to your husband. The Baron Olexandr Kirov.” 
 
    The shock at hearing a familiar name startled Katja. She lowered the blade for a fraction of a second. It was enough time for Alyndra to strike. She grabbed the girl’s wrist, twisting the blade free and wrapping her other hand around the woman’s slender throat. She squeezed, cutting off her breath for a moment, but also pinching the blood in her neck. It was an elven choke strike and Katja’s eyes rolled back as she lost consciousness.  
 
    Alyndra caught her, tied her, and slung the moaning girl over her shoulder. She felt no pang of regret or sympathy. This was her duty. To take and retake slaves. And this girl was to be a slave for Boss Gavak’s latest customer.  
 
    Alyndra returned to the scene of the ambush and captured one of the horses wandering loose. She swing up onto the saddle and pulled the bound princess across the horse’s back. It would be a long ride to take Katja to her husband. 
 
      
 
    The Baron 
 
      
 
    The Baron Olexandr Kirov was not a handsome man. He possessed his family’s trait for drooping jowls by the fiftieth year and was further disfigured by a large protruding mole upon his face. His thinning hair was swept over his balding pate and he watched Alyndra approach with somnolent eyes. His fat, wine-colored lips curved slightly into a smile. His braided military coat was fringed with fur and decorated with medals. It barely covered his immense belly which he tapped and stroked impatiently with his ringed fingers.  
 
    “I see you have rescued my wife from a fate worse than death,” said Olexandr.  
 
    “Yes, Baron,” said Alyndra, grunting softly as she set Katja on her feet. “It seems bandits killed her entire entourage. Fortunately, I was there to bring her to you.” 
 
    The baron looked Katja up and down, then curled a finger into her gag to pull it from her mouth. 
 
    “Now, my dear, welcome to my manor and—” 
 
    Katja spit in Olexandr’s face. Her spittle splashing his cheek and chin and running down over his lips. He flinched, then smiled and slowly licked his lips clean. He raised a fat hand to strike Katja as she stared at him defiantly. Alyndra caught his wrist and shook her head. He growled and turned his attention back to Katja. 
 
    “That’s very ungrateful of you,” said the baron, his voice low and dangerous. “I see you must learn some manners. Fortunately, the elf will be staying with us until you have learned to behave. She will teach you well.” 
 
    “I will never be your wife,” cried Katja. “I should rather die!” 
 
    “Take her to her room, elf,” commanded the baron. “Training will begin as soon as you are ready.” 
 
    “I will begin immediately,” said Alyndra, smiling at the thought. 
 
    She marched Katja up the stairs and to a room with a large fourposter bed and its own small bath chamber. Alyndra stripped Katja naked with ruthless efficiency. Each attempt the girl made to resist was met with precise force and cruelty, twisting arms and applying finger-pressure to nerve points. It only took a few lessons in pain for the girl to stop resisting.  
 
    Alyndra was surprised by the girl’s beauty. Her face had been feminine, to be sure, with big eyes, curved lips, and a delicate chin, but her body had been concealed to hide her feminine charms. She was quite busty and with a nice curve to her hips. Her bottom, though small, was firm and nicely rounded. Her cunt was even trimmed into a delicate blond triangle that scarcely covered her mound. Katja blushed deeply as Alyndra inspected her. 
 
    “You will make a fine wife for the baron,” whispered Alyndra, trailing her fingers over the woman’s body. The young princess trembled and her breasts quivered. Her small, pink nipples stiffened. Alyndra caught one in her fingers. Pinched. Twisted. Katja gasped and Alyndra kissed her for a moment, tasting her mouth and testing her eagerness. After only a moment, Katja replied with a kiss, then bit Alyndra’s tongue. 
 
    “Nnn!” Alyndra pulled back, tasting a hint of blood. She jabbed her thumb into a pressure point in Katja’s side. The girl cried out and fell to her knees. “Foolish. I am here to ease your transition, not to be cruel. But I see you need to be broken first. Let us hope the duro duro does not turn you into a mindless fuckslave for the baron. I think he wanted a companion, not a pretty plaything.” 
 
    Alyndra went to her bag and took out a small, stoppered pot containing the duro duro potion. She brought it to the girl and forced her head back and her mouth open. She poured only a few drops into her mouth and waited. Soon, Katja began to smile and her eyes became heavy.  
 
    “Sleep now,” said Alyndra. “In the morning your training will truly begin.” 
 
      
 
    Breaking a Princess 
 
      
 
    It took Alyndra three days to shape Katja Wyrrick. On the first day, she brought her out onto the grounds of the manor wearing only a coat. It was early in the morning and the air was cool and misty. A small tent had been erected on the green.  
 
    “W-who is in there?” asked Katja, eyeing the tent nervously.  
 
    “Gorthak! Show yourself!” 
 
    The goblin threw back the tent flap. He had been specially chosen for his extreme ugliness. He was fat and walked with a limp. One yellow eye seemed larger than the other and Gorthak’s poxy face was slack one side from a battle wound. Despite his big gut, the goblin’s limbs were unpleasantly long and skinny and his ears looked like they had been savaged by wild wargs. 
 
    A rotten smile spread on his face as he looked at Katja. 
 
    “This the one I’m gonna be fucking?” asked the goblin in his guttural language. 
 
    “No fucking,” said Alyndra in the goblin tongue. “This one remains pure for the baron. But she will offer herself to you or I will punish her.” 
 
    “Hmmmph,” snorted the goblin. “I better get some fun out of this.” 
 
    “W-what is it saying?” asked Katja, staring at Gorthak in wide-eyed fear.  
 
    “He wants you,” said Alyndra. “He wants to bury his cock in your maiden’s purse. And you are going to offer it to him.” 
 
    “What!?” Katja crossed her arms protectively over her chest. “I could never do such a—AH!” 
 
    She cried out as Alyndra yanked the leash attached to the collar around Katja’s slender neck. The beautiful blonde fell to her hands and knees in the soft grass. She tried to stand and Alyndra yanked the leash again to pull Katja back down. 
 
    “Kneel and present yourself to the beast,” commanded Alyndra.  
 
    “No, please! No! Anything but that!” Katja tried to pull away, but Alyndra dragged Katja closer to Gorthak. The hideously ugly goblin licked his misshapen lips and rubbed a hand against the bulge in his loincloth. Alyndra yanked off Katja’s coat, revealing the naked, quivering body of the princess. The girl rose on her knees and covered her pert breasts with her hands. 
 
    “Present yourself,” said Alyndra coldly. 
 
    “I cannot do it,” cried Katja, tears track down her cheeks. 
 
    Olexandr watched from the window of his study as Alyndra employed a short wooden switch and lashed the backs of Katja’s thighs and her round buttocks until she finally dropped to her knees on the muddy ground. A few more lashes and her elbows were on the grass and her head was down. Her hips raised and her cunt exposed. Alyndra stroked Katja’s groove until it glistened. Gorthak moved closer behind her, sniffing the air as if he could smell the lust of the young princess. His clawed fingers massaging the bulge in his yellowed loincloth.  
 
    “Good,” said Alyndra. “Now stand. Closer. Closer to the beast. Kneel and present!” 
 
    This time the words drove into Katja and she fell face down in the grass. Alyndra only needed to repeat the commence once more before Katja’s back was arched and her cunt offered to the ugly goblin.  
 
    “I fuck now?” asked Gorthak in the goblin tongue. 
 
    “Quiet,” growled Alyndra in the goblin language. 
 
    She looked up at the window of the baron’s study. She met the gaze of the baron as he observed and he gave her a slight nod of his head. He withdrew from the leaded glass and the curtain fell into place. 
 
    “Please, don’t make me do this,” moaned Katja, her cheek down in the grass and her hips still tilted to present her pussy to Gorthak. 
 
    “Enough,” said Alyndra. “Stand.” 
 
    Katja stood. A hint of defiance on her face. 
 
    “I’ll never fuck that ugly brute,” she whispered. “You can’t make me.” 
 
    “Perhaps not,” said Alyndra. “But if your husband desires it, you will satisfy an entire tribe of goblins. My purpose here is only to train you. Are you trained?” 
 
    “Never,” said Katja, shivering in the cold. 
 
    “Kneel and present!” snapped Alyndra. 
 
    For a moment, Katja almost obeyed. Her knees bent. Her descent began. She stopped and stood back up. 
 
    “Mmmm. Perhaps you are not trained yet. But you will learn.” Alyndra stepped closer. “So many things, my sweet princess.” 
 
    Alyndra’s training was not limited to humiliating Katja sexually. She took a bath and taught the girl to bathe her, rubbing soap into her breasts and massaging them against Katja. She taught her to feed the baron properly. To dance for him. Even to cook for him. The girl already knew music and could play the vinola.  
 
    That night, Alyndra taught Katja to suck cock. She enlisted the help of a blindfolded servant with a rather nice cock, tying the young man to a chair and forcing Katja’s head down into his lap. 
 
    “Do not bite the boy,” warned Alyndra. “He is not here by choice. He is as much a servant as you.” 
 
    “I cannot do this,” whimpered Katja, staring at the limp cock in the young servant’s lap.  
 
    “You will or you will feel the pain,” said Alyndra, reaching for the switch.  
 
    It was enough to reach for it. Katja dropped her head to the young man’s lap and the beautiful princess began to suck. She was awkward and rushed. Alyndra taught her the proper ways to please a man. To lick beneath the crown of his cock. To bob and slurp so that her lips popped noisily. To take him deep into her mouth and tease his bollocks. Katja resisted each step of the way, but she learned. Finally, the lad exploded, pumping his seed into Katja’s mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” cried the princess, brow furrowing as her mouth filled with the young man’s hot cum. 
 
    “Good, good,” whispered Alyndra. “Suck it down now, princess. Every drop. Drink the seed. A precious gift from your master. Never miss a drop.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” whimpered Katja, sucking gently at the last of the young man’s cum leaked into her mouth. 
 
    Alyndra stroked the back of the princess’ head and whispered, “That’s more like it.” 
 
    Katja was sullen but not tearful afterwards. Alyndra took the girl to her bedchamber and locked her inside. Alyndra’s duty was not yet done for the night. She had made a promise to Gorthak that the hideous goblin would be satisfied each night for helping with Katja’s training. Until the princess learned to serve, it was Alyndra’s responsibility to satisfy the goblin. 
 
    The goblin was waiting in his tent, picking at his toenails with a jagged knife blade by the light of his lantern.  
 
    “Thought you might not come,” grunted Gorthak, speaking in the goblin tongue and smiling his rotten smile at her. He tossed the knife into the dirt beside his chair and relaxed back onto the seat. 
 
    “I always keep to my end of any bargain,” said Alyndra, and she opened her cloak and let it slip down over her naked body.  
 
    Gorthak practically fell out of his chair as he took in the sight of her plump breasts and well-toned body. A womanly curve of her hips and a roundness of her bottom contrasted with her straining arm and shoulder muscles and the flat washboard of her abdomen. 
 
    “Can’t believe Gavak gave you up to me,” said Gorthak. 
 
    “Only for as long as this training takes,” said Alyndra, sauntering into Gorthak’s reach. “And only at night, Gorthak.” 
 
    “Yes, right. And tonight, you belong to me. Ugliest goblin in the tribe.” 
 
    Gorthak fell upon Alyndra with more than just ravenous lust. It was anger and even a hint of revenge for being denied pleasure earlier in the day. He kissed Alyndra and thrust his slimy, snaky tongue into her mouth until she gagged. He roughly fondled her breasts and pinched her nipples so roughly that the pain brought tears to Alyndra’s eyes. 
 
    She could have stopped Gorthak. Could have killed the ugly runt with her bare hands. But such was her bond to the goblins that she would have endured far worse and never fought back.  
 
    “So pretty,” rasped Gorthak, running his tongue over Alyndra’s heaving breasts and pinched red nipples. “I fuck you god. I fuck pretty elf in cunt and fuck in ass.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhhhhh,” moaned Alyndra as Gorthak crawled lower, tonguing her navel. Lapping at her cunt. Pushing her legs up to get at her ass and screwing his slimy tongue into her tight pink hole. Her face burned with humiliation as the goblin burrowed his tongue deep into her ass, but there was nothing she could do. Worse, she soon began to feel pleasure through the humiliating sensation. Her fingers crept to her clit and she began to rub herself as Gorthak licked her back passage. 
 
    But the goblin was not interested in her pleasure. It was only his perversion and lust that drove his actions. He slipped his tongue from her asshole and rose before her, stunted cock in hand and dripping with his yellowish pre. He slapped his cock against her cunt and smeared her clit and her dewy folds with his goblin filth. 
 
    “Wet elf cunt,” he tittered. “Elf want fuck from goblin. Elf liiiike fuck.” He switched to his goblin language and added, “So Gorthak will fuck your pretty brains out, elf.” 
 
    He grabbed Alyndra’s slender ankles and pushed her feet back towards her head as he thrust his cock into the furrow of her cunt. Alyndra felt his greasy prick slide into her with ease and she let out a moan of submissive pleasure. It was easy for her to retreat to being a pleasure slave, even for a hideously ugly goblin like Gorthak.  
 
    The potbellied brute thrust rampantly into her cunt, making her tits bounce and her ass ache from the constant slapping of his dangling bollocks. They were unusually low-hanging and big for a goblin and it was not long before she learned what big bollocks on a goblin meant. He let out a screeching cry of pleasure, hilting inside Alyndra and pumping her to overflowing with his filthy spunk. It gushed into her in a hot river that flowed out around his thrusting cock and trickled over her cuntlips and down her ass.  
 
    “Yesssssss,” cried Alyndra. “Fill me, Gorthak! Use my cunt for your pleasure!” 
 
    He laughed and kissed her again, locking his lips to her and burying his tongue in her mouth as he pumped his load into her for several more seconds. She was a mess of his raunchy cream by the time he finally pulled out. His cock barely flagging. Pink at the dented crown and smeared with his yellowish spunk.  
 
    He made Alyndra lick it clean and then turned her onto her hands and knees and began plowing her ass. He was twice as rough fucking her ass. So rough that it made Alyndra cum. Her body leaking his spunk from her freshly-fucked cunt as he drilled in and out of her tight pink hole. Her ass gripping his cock. Squeezing it and urging him to cum.  
 
    Gorthak did. Twice. Pumping two loads into Alyndra’s ass in the span of a few minutes before falling back onto the floor of his tent and making her suck him off. After fucking her so much, it took a long while to coax him back to hardness and longer still to drain his balls with her obedient mouth. But she sucked and she swallowed until the goblin was content. 
 
    Only after Gorthak was asleep and snoring did Alyndra return to the baron’s castle and to her own bed within it. 
 
    On the second day, the training followed a similar pattern, with Alyndra showing off Katja to Gorthak and making her prostrate herself before him. Alyndra forced the young princess to spread herself for the goblin and to play with herself as he watched. Katja was reluctant at every step and resisted when Alyndra let Gorthak fondle and pinch at Katja’s pert breasts. 
 
    That night, before attending to Gorthak, Alyndra wore a wooden phallus and took Katja’s ass. She used butter in the girl’s crack and went slow so that it was not too painful. As she thrust into Katja from atop her, she stroked the girl’s bud of pleasure with her fingers. Katja, eased by another sip of duro duro potion, was moaning and eager after the first discomfort. She even kissed Alyndra as she began to cum.  
 
    After the girl had been trained, Alyndra indulged herself in a bit of recreation. She reclined on the bed, her legs apart and introduced Katja to the fine art of pleasuring a woman. Katja was eager, even panting for it as she licked and fingered and sucked Alyndra. The comely elf stroked the young princess and encouraged her every move until Katja brought her to a toe-curling orgasm.  
 
    It was only then, after being well-pleasured by the princess, that Alyndra departed for the grounds to serve Gorthak. The goblin took his pleasure at length and for hours the castle green was haunted by Alyndra’s cries of humiliation and pleasure. 
 
    On the third day of training, Katja finally submitted to Gorthak. She did not offer complaint as the goblin touched her and caressed her. She did not even resist as he kissed her and thrust his tongue into her mouth. Alyndra commanded Katja to open her mouth and stick out her tongue and Gorthak wanked himself right in her face and decorated her delicate cheeks and lips with his filthy goblin spunk. Katja cried at this but offered no other complaint. 
 
    That night of training, Alyndra dressed Katja in a fine gown of white lace and the sheerest and most lovely Tarolian lingerie. She brought Katja to the baron in his study and introduced her again. This time, Katja curtseyed and smiled sweetly at the ugly old man. She kissed his ring. She knelt between his thighs. She took out his ugly, lumpy, misshapen cock and without a word of complaint she began to suck him off.  
 
    “Oh, my,” laughed the baron, caressing Katja’s short blond hair. “You have trained her well. She… hnnn… is very accommodating.” 
 
    “She believes that you saved her from attack,” said Alyndra. “She is most grateful. She wants to marry you even.” 
 
    “So it has worked,” chuckled the baron. Then he reclined in his chair, watching the beautiful young princess service him. Her eyes adoring. Her lips soft and sweet. Her mouth so very warm and wet. He stroked her face. “My beautiful bride. You will bear me many sons and we will be happy together.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she slid her lips from his cock. “Yes, baron. My love.” 
 
    “Ha ha! Good girl!” He pushed her head down in his lap, gagging her softly on his straining cock’s mushroom cap. Her head moved up and down in his lap at his urging. Her spit soaked his bollocks. Soon enough, he gave out a belly-wobbling grunt and shot his cum into her mouth.  
 
    He wheezed as she drained him, “I would fuck you now… but I shall save that for our marriage. Once your father has agreed. Then… ooohhhh… lick up every drop, my dear. That’s it. Then, elf, I will pay you your bounty.” 
 
      
 
    The Wedding Night 
 
      
 
    “Kneel and present!” snapped Alyndra.  
 
    Katja fell to her knees atop the garland-hung bed, lowering her face to the bed and raising her hips. Her luscious bottom was hidden by the layers of her wedding dress. Oleksandr laughed as he waddled over to the bed, pulling off his new wife’s heeled shoes and revealing her white stockings. He lifted the back of her gown, exposing her thighs and the roundness of her ass. No panties. Just and ass framed by her garters and the golden fringed cunt already glistening eagerly. 
 
    “Oh, my lovely virgin bride,” laughed Oleksandr. “How readily your father agreed to our marriage when he heard your gratitude. How sweet you were at our wedding. How beautiful. The whole kingdom was envious. The kingdom that will soon be mine. But first…” 
 
    “Take me, please, my love,” moaned Katja. 
 
    Alyndra watched with a smile on her face as the fat baron mounted the lovely young princess. He guided his thick cock to her virgin entrance and took her with a forceful thrust. There was no blood, but Alyndra could see the discomfort of the tightness on Katja’s pretty face. She watched it become pleasure and even ecstasy as the baron roughly fucked her. The first time was short, the baron pumping his seed into his virgin bride after scarcely thirty strokes. He pulled back, quivering, and beckoned Alyndra closer. 
 
    “Suck me,” he commanded the elf. 
 
    “Very well,” she said, feeling in the spirit of things. She went down to her knees and took the baron in her mouth, tasting the fresh nectar of the princess and the salty slime of the baron’s cum. She sucked him back to hardness and he sent her to the bed.  
 
    “Pleasure each other,” he commanded, stroking his fat cock. “I would watch for a bit.” 
 
    “Yes, my love,” moaned Katja, eagerly assailing Alyndra with kisses and caresses. The elf’s enthusiasm grew to meet the blushing bride’s and soon they were both nearly naked and locked in lust. Their legs intertwined and their cunts rubbed together. They pinched and plucked, kissed, licked, and sucked. Their bodies moved in unison and in opposition. Katja tongued Alyndra’s ass and Alyndra replied by licking the baron’s cream from the moaning bride. 
 
    Soon enough, the baron declared himself ready for another round with his bride. There was scarcely enough room in the bed for the three of them, but with Katja astride the baron’s wide hips and Alyndra astride his face, they found room. Katja and Alyndra kissed passionately as the baron bounced Katja on his fat cock. Faster and faster. The young bride’s breasts bouncing above her bra and her cunt squelching onto his twitching cock. The baron licked and panted and grunted between Alyndra’s legs. He wasn’t very good with his tongue, but Alyndra found kissing Katja made things quite nice. The bride, still riding her husband’s cock, even leaned forward and sucked Alyndra’s nipples. 
 
    They were joined in pleasure for hours on end. Alyndra participating, Katja submitting, and the baron enjoying the night of his life as he took pleasure from his slave bride and gave pleasure to the lusty elf. Shortly before dawn, the three lay in a pile. The baron snoring, Katja cuddling against him, and Alyndra wondering when she was going to get paid.  
 
    She slid out of bed and over to the baron’s coat. She felt around for the coins he had promised before the wedding. Sure enough, a heavy velvet purse contained the exact amount of six hundred gold. She dressed quickly and slipped out of the castle and into the night with her bounty paid.  
 
    She could not help but smile. Boss Gavak would be pleased. Perhaps he would even reward her by letting her become his wife. She desperately wanted to please the fat goblin chief.  
 
    It was as important to Alyndra as pleasuring the baron was to Katja. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4 
 
    The Deep Elf’s Vengeance 
 
      
 
    Boss Gavak reclined and rested his hands on his gut. He had managed to assemble something resembling an honor guard to flank his oversized wooden throne. His guests did not seem particularly impressed with the two dozen odd goblins dressed in a mixture of leather and padded armor and equipped with an array of spears, rusty sword, crude bows, and clubs.  
 
    Lady Iotha Syl-Taar stood twice as tall as any of the goblins. She was imposing, even for a deep elf, and especially so in her high-heeled white boots. Her silvery-white cloak hung from her shoulders and made her lithe, but shapely body seem rectangular.  
 
    Boss Gavak wasn’t fooled. This lavender-skinned beauty with the white hair to match her silvery eyes had a body that made his cock twitch. She was gorgeous, with wide hips and big tits with a slender waist between them. Her legs were long and well-toned. He could imagine them wrapped around him. Even her four guards were beautiful in their form-fitting leathers, their faced hidden by their silver-masked helmets. 
 
    Were they males or females? He supposed it didn’t matter much with deep elves. They were all so pretty. 
 
    “You say elf owes you money?” asked Gavak. 
 
    “Not money,” said Iotha, her cold smile revealing perfect white fangs. “Faylana Pyuur’s debt to my clan is an honor debt. She humiliated me in a matter I will not go into now. I demand compensation, but no amount of coin could satisfy me. Only the elf. In shackles. And you say you can train her to obey me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, I good trainer,” boasted Boss Gavak, his belly shifting as he sat forward on his throne. “I train Slave’s Bane well. She hunt down your elf and bring here. Then I train. Mmmmmhmmm. But will cost much to steal an elf.” 
 
    “We can discuss the price later. First, I demand proof that the Slave’s Bane is even here and proof that you can train an elf.” 
 
    “Ah! Yes! Is good!” Gavak clapped his hands together. “I prove both at once! Alyndra! Come here!” 
 
    The crowd parted and a woman like no other emerged. Alyndra was an elf, that was plain enough by her long ears. She was fair-haired and beautiful, with high, ample breasts that were bare to the morning sun. Her limbs were long and toned, particularly her thighs which bulged with muscles. Her hair was braided into a tight plait that hung between her muscular shoulders.  
 
    Around her neck, she wore a collar like a slave collar but with a ring of studs. Her shapely bottom and pubic mound were only barely hidden by a heavy loincloth that hung open on both sides. The portion of one buttock left uncovered by Alyndra’s loincloth revealed a goblin brand scarred into her flesh. A mark of ownership that could not be denied.  
 
    “Master Gavak,” she said, saluting the corpulent boss of the tribe. “How may I serve you?” 
 
    “What is name we call you?” 
 
    “Slave’s Bane,” answered the elf. 
 
    “Why call you that?”  
 
    “No escaped slave or free woman is safe,” said Alyndra. “I will hunt them down and return them to the mighty Gavak.” 
 
    “You see,” said Gavak, leaning atop his throne to make eye contact with Iotha. 
 
    “I see the woman. But what power do you have over her, Gavak? Will she truly obey any command? I will be asking her to fetch me one of her own kind.” 
 
    “She do what I say!” snapped Gavak, irritated with the deep elf bitch and her questioning. He needed a demonstration to prove beyond any doubt that Alyndra would obey him. He shouted to the warg handler in the goblin tongue. A moment later a hulking, black-furred warg was brought out. The sentient wolflike monster growled at the deep elves. The lady’s guards reached for the grips of their swords but she stopped them with a gesture. She waited to see what Gavak intended. 
 
    Gavak’s smile revealed his uneven yellow teeth. He snapped at Alyndra, “Remove your loincloth.” 
 
    Without a moment’s hesitation, Alyndra untied her loincloth, baring her firm, peachy bottom, and the trimmed golden triangle of her cunt.  
 
    “On knees,” snapped Gavak. “Offer yourself to warg.” 
 
    The deep elves gasped. The lady’s silvery eyes widened in shock. Alyndra, again without a moment’s hesitation, dropped to her knees, then fell forward onto her hands. She arched her back to tilt her hips and lowered her cheek to the ground. The warg stopped its growling at once and snapped its attention towards the elf presenting to the beast. It sniffed the air and an obscene bit of red flesh became apparent beneath its furry body. 
 
    “There is no need to follow through on this,” said Lady Iotha with a hoarse quiver to her voice. “I see now that you have full control over the elf. I would make my bargain with you.”  
 
    Iotha hefted a pouch of coins from her belt and tossed it to Gavak. The bloated goblin caught the sack with surprising dexterity. He marveled at the quantity of fine platinum coins. This was a fortune. More than he had ever been paid for a single slave.  
 
    “To bring Faylana Pyuur here and to train her,” said Iotha. “Do not hurt her. And do not give her to your wargs. It will be my pleasure to inflict the pain.” 
 
    “Deal is made,” declared Gavak. “Return in nine days. You have your elf.” 
 
    Iotha and her guards departed. Gavak’s attention returned to Alyndra, still posed submissively on the ground. He thought about ordering the handler to release the warg, but his own lust won out. The goblin chief heaved his fat body from his chair and waddled behind Alyndra. With a grunt, he thrust his fat cock into her steamy cunt. The elf let out a sweet coo of pleasure as she took her master’s cock. Her slick inner walls gripping him and squeezing him until he exploded deep inside her.  
 
    “You are my favorite,” grunted Gazak, kissing Alyndra’s back as he leaned over her. 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she moaned, squeezing his cock. “I live to serve you.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, I know,” he said, drawing his cock from her creamy cunt. He lifted her to her knees and turned her around as he stood before her. “Tonight, you serve me. Tomorrow, you serve the deep elf. And you bring that elf girl Faylana to me.” 
 
    “Yessss, master,” moaned Alyndra, her mouth engulfing his cock as she began to eagerly suck him.  
 
    The warg watched as she pleasured Gavak and growled with jealousy. 
 
      
 
    Capturing the Prey 
 
      
 
    Alyndra moved alongside the fallen timbers of the cabin, listening to the crackle of the small fire and the steady rhythm of the rain against the half-collapsed roof. She could have taken the elf already but wanted to see where this was going. The elf had slipped away from her group for a rendezvous here in this abandoned cabin. 
 
    The slave hunter did not know what to make of this Faylana Pyuur. She seemed sweet and innocent, she knew magic, but she also seemed completely foolish and oblivious. A foolhardy nature that grew stranger by the moment as Alyndra watched the fair-haired elf undress. She shed her cloak and her gown. Slipped out of her panties and bra. Revealing a pale and more than ample figure. Her nipples stiffening in the cool autumn air. Her breath steaming beyond the warmth of the fire. Her naked curves were luscious and colored gold by the fire. A fine prize for Boss Gavak or Lady Iotha.  
 
    But why was she building a fire and stripping naked out here in the forest? Who was she meeting? 
 
    Alyndra’s questions were answered after a moment. The brown leaves of a nearby tree parted and a diminutive figure crept out of the forest and into the firelight. Alyndra almost burs tout laughing. He was a scrawny, almost pathetic goblin, but he carried himself in an upright manner that reminded Alyndra of humans and their arrogance.  
 
    “Greebi,” gasped Faylana. “You came.” 
 
    “I come for you,” said Greebi. “My love. My Faylana.” 
 
    They embraced like old lovers, holding each other and kissing passionately, their differing sizes seemingly no impediment to their desires. Alyndra watched a while longer. She had never seen such a thing. An elf woman willingly giving herself to a goblin. Perhaps this Faylana would be difficult to train because she would enjoy her training so much.  
 
    Alyndra decided to fall back and wait. She watched their pleasure. The way the woman sucked the goblin’s cock without hesitation. The way she squeezed the little green prick between her soft breasts and kissed the goblin with obvious passion for him.  
 
    The goblin was understandably delighted and soon was spunking between the elf’s ample breasts. He repaid Faylana’s generosity with a thorough tongue lashing. Faylana lay by the fire with her feet in the air, holding the backs of her knees as Greebi licked and slurped and thrust into her with his bony little fingers. Her toe-curling orgasm was so sharp that her cries echoed through the night.  
 
    The slave hunter felt almost jealous. It was rare any of the goblins she pleasured reciprocated her pleasure, not that it was their duty to reciprocate. She served them gladly. That was pleasure enough. But still… 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes, Greebi!” cried Faylana. “Ohhhhh, your tongue is incredible, but I need more. I need this!” 
 
    She reached out and squeezed the goblin’s cock, guiding him between her creamy thighs to the gold-thatched velvet of her cunt. The goblin fell atop her and began to vigorously rut into the elf’s pussy. Alyndra crept closer. Now was the time. She let the little goblin’s rutting reach its crescendo, the elf moaning, their kisses awkward and sloppy as each stroke of the goblin’s cock made the elf’s tits bounce.  
 
    “Ohhhhh! Yes! Greebi cumming! Greebi cumming!” cried the goblin. 
 
    At the peak of his pleasure, Alyndra hit him over the head with her sap. The impact was quiet, but it hit hard enough to knock him out with a single blow. She pulled the goblin aside and covered Faylana’s mouth with her hand before the elf could scream.  
 
    “You are coming with me, Faylana Pyuur. I have been hired to collect you and I cannot be persuaded or bought. Now, if I uncover your mouth will you refrain from screaming?” 
 
    Faylana nodded, though her blue eyes were wide with fear. Alyndra slowly removed her hand from Faylana’s mouth. 
 
    “Who are you?” asked Faylana. 
 
    “Get your clothes on,” said Alyndra. “I will explain everything to you on the way. If you try to escape or try to call for help, I will bind you, gag you, and come back here to slit this goblin’s throat. Do you understand?” 
 
    Faylana gave Alyndra the same wide-eyed nod she had before.  
 
    “Good. Get dressed.” 
 
      
 
    Training the Slave 
 
      
 
    Alyndra had not seen anyone quite like Faylana in her time working as a slave hunter. This elf took to her training like a fish to water. She barely needed to be given the dulling obedience potions. When she was commanded to expose herself, she did so without hesitation. When she was given the order to pleasure a goblin, she practically had to be pulled away from the goblin to stop doing it. She was insatiable, loud, and lovely to gaze upon.  
 
    “Tonight, she beds with me,” declared Boss Gavak. “Does that make you jealous, Slave’s Bane?”  
 
    “No,” lied Alyndra, watching the fat goblin fondle Faylana and run his tongue over her right nipple. The elf was perched upon his lap, cooing like a drunken whore. Her thighs apart and her cunt glistening with arousal. Her big cow tits in the hands of the fat goblin.  
 
    And it made Alyndra deeply jealous. She could see the lust with which Gavak handled this elf slut. Not just another slave girl. She was a real prize and he was savoring her.  
 
    “Tell me, Faylana,” rasped Gavak, his fat fingers tugging both of her nipples, “do you love Boss Gavak? Do you want to be filled with his seed?” 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes,” she moaned, squirming against him, “I think that would be very nice.” 
 
    “You see?” laughed Gavak, pulling Faylana back and giving her a sloppy tongue kiss. “This elf gets it, Alyndra! She know what goblin like! Maybe I keep her!” 
 
    “If you wish, master,” said Alyndra, bowing her head obediently. 
 
    “I do wish, but I know better,” said Gavak. “Double cross deep elf is way to get your belly slit open. I only keep her tonight. Tomorrow, you take her to elves.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” said Alyndra, trying to hide her relief that her beloved master would not be keeping this damned elf slut around. Still, she watched bitterly as Faylana disappeared into the tent with Gavak. The sounds they made together lasted through the night and into the misty morning. Alyndra was awake and listening the whole time. 
 
      
 
    Delivering the Goods 
 
      
 
    Faylana was naked, save for the slave collar around her slender neck, her body tanned from her training outdoors in the goblin village. She had lost a bit of weight from the hard work and bad food, but she was still round in the hips and ample in the bottom and breasts. Her body glistened with oil and smelled faintly of the minty herbs used as a perfume by the slave tenders. Her flesh was otherwise unmarked. No brand, no tattoo, not even body paint often worn by slaves of the tribe. She was pure and untainted. A fresh prize for Lady Iotha. 
 
    Alyndra stood beside her, waiting in the candlelit anteroom of the deep elf’s manor. It was beneath the surface and the air was cool and damp. Faylana shivered slightly. Alyndra smirked. She had grown to despise the slutty elf during her time in the goblin village. She was glad to be rid of her. 
 
    “May I speak?” whispered Faylana. 
 
    “Quickly,” said Alyndra. “And not once your mistress arrives.” 
 
    “Will I ever be let go?” asked the elf, looking over sadly at Alyndra. 
 
    “That is up to Lady Iotha,” said Alyndra. Then, with a cruel smile, she added, “I think you know she will not though, Faylana. You owe her some debt and she means to keep you as her slave.” 
 
    A flicker of rebellion died away in Faylana’s innocent blue eyes.  
 
    “Then I will serve my mistress well,” said Faylana, resigned to her fate. 
 
    So we did manage to break the plump slut, thought Alyndra. Good. Lady Iotha will be most pleased. 
 
    In fact, Lady Iotha was pleased. She arrived in her white gown looking like a spider crawling from its freshly spun web. She strutted before Faylana, inspecting her and occasionally glancing approvingly at Alyndra.  
 
    “Do you know why you are here?” she finally asked. 
 
    “Not… not really, mistress,” said Faylana. “Something about a debt.” 
 
    “Something about a debt?” Lady Iotha sneered. “No, you silly surface cow, you stole away the man I was supposed to marry and left him a brothel-crawling wreck spending his family’s dwindling fortune on whores who look like you.” 
 
    “W-what?” Faylana was so well-trained that she looked as if she might cry with shame. “Prince Tethus? I refused him after those two nights! I left—” 
 
    Lady Iotha backhanded Faylana and drove the elf down to her knees.  
 
    “You addicted him to the sweet cream of your high forest cunt,” shouted Iotha. “He was cruel and diabolical before he met you. He was to be my husband! Now he is a wreck who never returns to the Underdeep. If he did, I would kill him myself.” 
 
    “Forgive me, mistress,” cried Faylana, trying to kiss Iotha’s feet and sobbing with apparently genuine anguish. 
 
    “Oh, no, there is no forgiveness for you here,” chuckled Iotha bitterly. “Only the pain you will soon know. Slave hunter, will you stay the day with us and help me to punish this bitch? I can sense that you hate her almost as much as I.” 
 
    “It would be my pleasure,” said Alyndra, smiling with cruel anticipation. 
 
    Faylana was brought to a cold stone room and bound to a slab with channels for blood sacrifices. She whimpered and shook in her bindings, looking from Alyndra to Iotha with wide-eyed fear. She knew well enough not speak or ask what they had planned for her. 
 
    “Oh, you should not fear death by my hand, soft little Faylana,” said Iotha, teasing her long fingers over Faylana’s trembling body, “you should fear the centuries you will spend as my plaything.” With that, Iotha pinched Faylana’s left nipple and gave it a brutal twist. Faylana cried out with pain that echoed from the stone walls and arched against her bindings, her plump tits heaving and shuddering. 
 
    “Plllllease! It hurts!” cried Faylana. 
 
    “Slave’s Bane,” said Iotha, ignoring Faylana’s pain, “there is a crackle prod there. Use it on her as you please. It will inflict agonies upon her… mmmmm… luscious flesh.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Iotha,” said Alyndra.  
 
    The crackle prod was a most devious implement. Though it inflicted no actual injury, it caused pain to equal a variety of sensations, from electrocution, to severe burning, to abrasions. Alyndra set the prod to the deep elven rune for hot coals with a twist of the base. A faint violet light appeared at the opposite end of the black wand of mithral. She applied the tip to the arch of Faylana’s left foot and Faylana screamed in agony. Alyndra laughed, dragging it over Faylana’s toes, her other foot, and down to her opposite arch. When she withdrew the wand, Faylana was drenched with sweat and shaking violently. 
 
    “P-please, no more,” she moaned. 
 
    “I had intended to dress you as one of my maids and have you serve my husband,” said Iotha. “But I think I would like to savor you myself. Shall I have the slave hunter teach you more about pain or will you serve me properly?” 
 
    “S-serve you,” whimpered Faylana. 
 
    Lady Iotha gestured to Alyndra. The slave hunter opened the manacles securing Faylana to the sacrificial stone. The lovely, sweat-damp elf slid to her knees on the floor. Lotha grasped her by her hair and pulled her face up. Iotha gathered up her shimmering skirt with her other hand and slid it up her slender legs until she exposed the hairless mound of her cunt. She hooked one long leg over Faylana’s shoulder and balanced on one foot with effortless ease. 
 
    “Serve your mistress,” commanded Alyndra, sidling up beside Lady Iotha. 
 
    “Y-yes,” said Faylana and obediently began to lick.  
 
    “Get your tongue in there you cow-titted wood elf,” hissed Iotha, pulling on Faylana’s golden hair. Faylana whimpered and obeyed, tonguing deep into Iotha’s cunt as Alyndra watched. The noble elf turned to the slave hunter and kissed her. Softly at first, but then with fierce passion, their tongues dancing together as Iotha began to ride against Faylana’s tongue. Faster and faster. Iotha moaning her pleasure into her kiss with Alyndra.  
 
    “Ohhhh, she’s such a whore,” gasped Iotha. “Sucking my clit. Tonguing it. Mmmmmmm! Perhaps… perhaps I’ll make her my bed slave. OOOoooooooo!” 
 
    Iotha embraced Alyndra passionately, kissing the slave hunter as if in reward for procuring Faylana. Iotha’s hips jerked as she began to cum, spilling her nectar into the mouth of her willing slave.  
 
    Oh, yes, revenge for Iotha was going to be sweet indeed. 
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    Breaking Mishanna 
 
      
 
    Boss Gavak was waiting in his yurt, his bulk half buried beneath furs and cooing bed slaves. One big arm was draped across a petite human woman, squeezing her firm little bottom, the other was cradling the head of a tanned and buxom Kornasi woman with long dark hair. She was laying across his belly and leaning her head into his lap. Stroking his goblin cock with her hands as her pink tongue darted and swirled around his tip. 
 
    Alyndra the Slave’s Bane remembered that girl. Unanasi. She had been spirited and dangerous, like a wild horse, but Alyndra had broken her. Now she was as obedient as all the others. Soon, Boss Gavak would tire of her and sell her at one of the slave markets. Until then, she warmed his bed and his cock with her mouth judging by her lunge forward and gurgling submission. 
 
    Alyndra watched for a moment longer, Unanasi’s drool dripping down the goblin’s green bollocks, before clearing her throat. She stood, arms folded, breasts bare, just inside the flap to his yurt. At the sound of her clearing throat, Gavak’s eyelids bounced open. He grunted and sat up, dislodging both women from him but making no move to cover his glistening wet prick.  
 
    “Slave’s Bane,” he growled. “You take long time. I send for you hours ago.” 
 
    “Apologies, master,” said Alyndra, bowing her head. “If you wish to punish me, I will receive what I deserve.” 
 
    “No!” snapped Gavak. “No time for punishment. I have contract. On scroll there. You read.” 
 
    He indicated a scroll open on his supper table. Alyndra brushed aside crumbs and began to read the document. As she read, Gavak pulled Unanasi into his lap and began fondling her plump tits and kissing her sloppily. 
 
    Alyndra took in the delicate script on the scroll and was surprised by the detailed legal language. It was a will, of sorts, or more specifically a sort of contract to be triggered upon the death of a man named Zimon Fendriss. He had been murdered and the contract insisted that his murderers be “brought to heel” and “forced to take on the mantle of pleasure slaves” to be used “at Gavak’s whim.” 
 
    “So he’s giving you slaves?” asked Alyndra. 
 
    “No, you get women on contract. You make slaves. He pay much gold for me to make them into slaves.” 
 
    “And you get to keep them?” Alyndra chuckled darkly. “Quite a deal for you, master.” 
 
    “Yes, good deal,” he agreed, smacking Unanasi’s ass and pushing her head down between his legs. She began slurping and slobbering on his cock again. “So you start now. Catch first slave and break her.” 
 
    “Very well,” said Alyndra. “I will find this… Mishanna Shadowstride. And I will show her the way of slavery.” 
 
    “Good, good,” chortled Gavak. “Ohhhh!”  
 
    He grunted and tensed, firing cum into the Kornasi’ woman’s mouth. It bubble out of her nostrils and the corners of her mouth as she swallowed his load. Alyndra watched for a moment longer, then saluted and backed out of the boss goblin’s yurt.  
 
    She had a deep elf to catch.  
 
      
 
    Stalking Her Prey 
 
      
 
    It took days of searching to hunt down the trail of Mishanna Shadowstride. The beautiful, silver-eyed, lavender-skinned deep elf was clever and fleet of foot. She became suspicious that she was being followed and Alyndra had to keep her distance. She tracked her for so long that the deep elf again became complacent. Alyndra waited for her to venture into a human settlement, into a tavern. There, Alyndra made her move. It was not her usual method, but this elf was dangerous. She needed to approach her differently. 
 
    So she sat down beside her at the tavern, a cup of steaming mulled wine in her hand.  
 
    “Take another seat,” growled Mishanna, her long ears hidden beneath a hood. “I desire no company.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Alyndra pulled back her head, revealing her blond braids and her own long elven ears. She detected a flicker of surprise from the deep elf. Alyndra concealed her own smile in her cup of wine. She continued, “I was thinking an elf like you has to be tired of humans drooling over her every time she enters a human settlement. I know I’m sick of it. Sick of men in general. I thought perhaps you could use—” 
 
    “You thought wrong,” said Mishanna and the shapely elf pushed off from the bar and headed to the fire.  
 
    Alyndra pretended to lose interest in her and struck up a conversation with a few locals. She laughed and flirted, but her mind was always on her prey. She waited until the deep elf retired to her room, then picked out a drunk staying at the inn and took him to bed.  
 
    The man was so besotted that he could barely get his prick hard. Alyndra had to massage him with her breasts and repeatedly suck on his cock to make him stiff. He was moaning like a fool and his head was lolling on the pillows as she climbed atop him, riding him softly and pretending to be in heaven as she listened for any sounds from the nearby room. 
 
    Soon enough, the old drunk wheezed and exploded inside Alyndra. She left him snoring and dismounted from his cock. A quick cleaning and she crept out of his room, not through the door but through the window. She readied a throwing knife dipped in goblin slave toxin as she scaled the wall of the inn. She was grateful for the especially dark and moonless night to conceal her movements. Her long blond hair blew in the night breeze and her hanging loincloth kept blowing aside to expose her buttocks. 
 
    But Alyndra had matured beyond shame. She continued her careful climbing until she reached the room where Mishanna lay sleeping. The deep elf was nude and scarcely covered by a thin sheet. Her dark hair was splayed out upon the pillows. Her ample breasts rising and falling steadily. 
 
    Alyndra eased open the window, stepped onto the sill, and took aim with the dagger. It would only take a grazing wound for the venom to take effect. Alyndra drew back her arm and flung it forward, releasing the blade aimed at Mishanna’s arm. The deep elf disappeared, leaving the sheet drifting down as it billowed open. The dagger stabbed through it and stuck its tip into the mattress. Before Alyndra could react, lavender fingers grabbed her neck and yanked her off her feet and into the room.  
 
    She landed badly on her breasts, knocking the air out of her. But even though she was gasping for breath she managed to windmill her legs and knock the deep elf back. Mishanna crashed into the small table beside the bed and sent a lantern crashing to the floor. Flames spilled across the wooden planks as Alyndra got to her feet and shook off her daze. The deep elf was naked and striking an odd fighting stance with one hand down and one up as she moved her upper body like a serpent. 
 
    “Before I kill you,” said Mishanna, “tell me who sent you. I will make your death quick.” 
 
    Alyndra drew another throwing knife from her leg bandoleer and whipped it at Mishanna’s throat. She knew the deep elf would dodge or deflect it and was already in motion as Mishanna rolled under the attack. The knife thumped harmlessly into the wall. Mishanna came up from her roll at the foot of the bed and Alyndra was ready. She leaped and caught Mishanna’s throat with her arm. Alyndra used her momentum to carry the deep elf with her onto the bed.  
 
    “Bitch!” cried Mishanna, driving several painful strikes into Alyndra’s side. For a few seconds, they grappled intensely for the upper hand. Alyndra could feel the lean muscles and soft curves of the deep elf. The warmth of her body. That faintly mysterious scent of moonlight and caves and forbidden desires. Mishanna got her hands around Alyndra’s throat and began to strangle the Slave’s Bane. Alyndra knew she had only seconds to turn the combat in her favor. She saw the envenomed knife sticking up from the mattress.  
 
    With a cry, a twist of her arms, and a knee driven into Mishanna’s midsection, Alyndra managed to knock the deep elf sideways. Mishanna cried out in pain as the knife’s blade sliced her back, but she did not relinquish her grip on Alyndra’s throat. Still unable to breathe, Alyndra felt the world closing in around her. Flames climbing the walls. Shouts beginning to issue from the street as the fire spread.  
 
    Mishanna’s grip tightened. Alyndra’s world dimmed. Then… darkness. 
 
    Alyndra dreamed a death dream of a different life. She was a woman seeking revenge against slavers. She hunted them and killed them and freed slaves. It seemed so wrong to her sensibilities, but in these dreamlike memories she was happy each time she impaled a human slaver on a blade or strung up a goblin slaver from a tree.  
 
    Then she awoke again, to a room full of fire and smoke. Beside her on the bed, Mishanna moaned and pleasured herself with her fingers. The venom had worked and Alyndra had been unconscious for mere seconds! How had she dreamed so vividly? No time to question it. She grabbed Mishanna under her arms and dragged her to the window.  
 
    “Do you wish to fuck?” laughed Mishanna, trying to kiss and caress Alyndra.  
 
    “Not now. Out the window!” Alyndra gave her a shove and Mishanna tumbled onto the shingles, rolled past the gutter, and plunged to the muddy ground below. They were lucky it had been raining as it broke their falls.  
 
    Alyndra grabbed Mishanna roughly, collaring her and shackling her wrists behind her back. She shoved the deep elf ahead of her through the mud as the fire spread through the inn behind them.  
 
    “Fuuuuck me,” whined Mishanna. 
 
    Alyndra said nothing. She would have time to train this dangerous bitch later. For now, she knew the venom would wear off soon and wanted to get the deep elf away from the village. Alyndra did not know if Mishanna was related to the other targets on her list, if they were part of some group of killers, but she did not want to contend with them all at once. She would break Mishanna and then she would pursue the others. 
 
      
 
    Breaking Mishanna Shadowstride 
 
      
 
    “I have experienced pain you would not imagine. I was nursed on pain and weened on suffering.” Mishanna’s brow furrowed and her silvery eyes seemed to blaze with supernatural anger. “Do you think this hurts me?” 
 
    As she asked the question, she jerked her shoulders and the weights dangling from her nipples by the piercing Alyndra had made began to swing. Pain immediately shuddered through her face. Mishanna tried to remain still, for every twitch caused the heavy weights to pull on her nipples and inflict serious pain.  
 
    “Clearly it does,” chuckled Alyndra. “Though you are tougher than most I have encountered. Now then, before I take you out for your walk this morning, I have something for you.” 
 
    Alyndra knelt beside the deep elf. Mishanna liked to lash out at her during these moments. The deep elf had tried it the last two times Alyndra had done it, crouching next to the deep elf’s shapely hip, but with the weights and the piercings Mishanna was forced to be still and calm. Alyndra smiled at how easily it was to make her behave as she began to unstrap the chastity belt.  
 
    “What are you doing now?” demanded Mishanna. 
 
    “Oh, just adding a little something. The gnomes the goblins trade with sell us these sometimes. It’s called a shaker.” Alyndra held up the pill-shaped brass cylinder three inches in length. “It traps an earth spirit that wants out. Give it a little tap and…” 
 
    She tapped a finger against the side and the rounded cylinder began to shake violently in her grasp. She laughed and spit into her hands, spreading her saliva over the shaker. She spread Mishanna’s plush bottom to reveal the violet star of her anus. She gave it a quick stroke with a damp finger, tracing the rim and causing Mishanna to whimper. Then she pressed the wet shaker to Mishanna’s ass and began to push. 
 
    “No! Not there!”  
 
    “Oh? You’d rather I put it in your cunt?”  
 
    “I… don’t put it anywhere,” snarled Mishanna, not willing to concede her fears. 
 
    “It must go somewhere, Mishanna,” teased Alyndra, rubbing it against the deep elf’s asshole, then down to her clit. Mishanna stiffened and sucked in a breath. The weights hanging from her nipples clanged together as the shook. 
 
    “M-my ass,” cried Mishanna, fighting to remain still. “Please. I can’t take it if it is… elsewhere.” 
 
    “Your little purple pussy it is then,” laughed Alyndra, flicking the shaker and making it buzz as she shoved the gnome invention into Mishanna’s pussy. The deep elf straightened up, rocked on her toes, and came back down. This sent the weights swinging again, tugging so hard on her nipples that Mishanna yelped with each tug of the weight on her nipples.  
 
    “You… you bitch,” cried Mishanna. 
 
    “We’re only just starting today. But maybe you will finally learn your lesson: you cum when I let you cum or the pain will be worse than the pleasure.”  
 
    Alyndra buckled the chastity belt back into place, muffling the buzzing sound of the shaker. Mishanna cried out, rocking again with pleasure and causing the weights to start swinging and clinking together beneath her breasts.  
 
    “Careful or you will get them tangled up,” said Alyndra. “Now then. March. That way. I saw a little settlement of farmers and you are going to show off that lovely elven body to them.” 
 
    Alyndra gave Mishanna’s body a good smack to get her moving. She followed a few steps behind her, through the woodland path and out onto the trade road. Mishanna fought her pleasure with each step. Sweat sprang upon her forehead and her rear jiggled with each step. Alyndra had to admit, even when she was being tortured, the deep elf knew how to move. She was gliding, yes, but every so often she stopped and staggered, resisting the shaker inside her cunt. Mishanna had to know that if she began to cum she would endure untold agony. 
 
    It was a long walk to the village of Ambledown. Really just a settlement. A gathering of houses and a tavern and two or three shops. The farmers saw them first and stood in awe as Alyndra paraded the naked elf before her.  
 
    “Caw! Look at that! I ain’t seen a body like that before!” 
 
    “It’s an elf! And another’n! Dark and dusky! Oh, she be fine for sure!” 
 
    They whistled and drooled and soon the whole town was gathered and watched as they reached Ambledown’s lone temple of Oreth. By then, Mishanna had fought off a dozen orgasms or more. Each causing her to tense up and making the weights swing. The humans pressed close around the sight of her suffering. Some of the bolder men had taken out their cocks and were stroking themselves to the lewd sight. 
 
    “What say you, human?” shouted Alyndra. “Does the deep elf deserve to cum?”  
 
    “Yeah! Let her cum!”  
 
    “I’ll cum on those fat tits!” 
 
    “You will?” Alyndra laughed. “You hear them, Mishanna. They want to baptize you in their seed! Perhaps if you take it like a good girl I shall let you cum!” 
 
    “P-please,” moaned Mishanna, looking feverish. 
 
    “Very well, on your knees. Offer yourself to them!” 
 
    Mishanna had no choice but to fall upon her knees and present her breasts for the men. With her hands bound behind her back, she could not defend herself from their groping hands and rubbing cocks. The men squeezed and pinched and made her howl with pain from the piercings. Soon, one cock after another was erupting onto Mishanna. Geysers of cum painted her face and dripped down to her soft tits. Huge splashes of human jizz dripped from her back, hung from her ears, and absolutely coated her face and tits. More than one cock emptied into her mouth as the bold human grabbed her head and thrust between her lips.  
 
    At last, the men backed away, laughing and red-faced with their pleasure. Mishanna was drenched down to the ground. Cum coating her body like wax from a melted candle.  
 
    “Who is your master?” asked Alyndra.  
 
    “Boss Gavrok?”  
 
    “Gavak!” snapped Alyndra, giving the weights a two-handed tug.  Mishanna howled as they clanked together and made stretched her nipples. 
 
    “Boss Gavak,” whimpered Mishanna. “He is… my master.” 
 
    “Very good,” laughed Alyndra. “Well, now, you’ve tried so very hard to please everyone today, including all these strange men, I think it’s time to give you your reward.” 
 
    Alyndra reached down and flipped open the clasps for the chastity belt. With a tug, Mishanna was free, and the shaker dropped from her soaking, raw, red cunt. Alyndra eased the weights from Mishanna’s nipples, then reached down and began to pleasure Mishanna with her fingers.  
 
    The deep elf looked up gratefully. Alyndra couldn’t resist stealing a kiss from her, even though it smeared the salty thickness of the villager’s cum onto her lips. Her tongue thrust hungrily into Mishanna’s mouth, sharing that foul human flavor between them.  
 
    Mishanna moaned and bucked her hips, her breasts at last free to bounce and jiggle without pain. Her wrists still bound, but her body free to endure the pleasure. Her hot cunt sucking at Alyndra’s thrusting fingers. Her body quaking with her pleasure as she moaned into the kiss. The humans watched in awe at the obscene sight, wood elf and deep elf lip locked and sharing cum, fingers plunging between dusky thighs. Mishanna tensing. Shaking. Wailing against Alyndra’s lips. 
 
    And cumming.  
 
    Again and again. 
 
    Cumming as her mind and body surrendered her new life as a pleasure slave. 
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    Breaking Nellie 
 
      
 
    The yurt echoed with the hot slap of flesh against flesh. The firm, round ass of Slave’s Bane moved up and down with the steady motion of her hips. Her hands braced against her thighs just above her knees and her arched back doing much of the work. Each downward stroke caused her tight elf cunt to engulf the full length of the warty green cock.  
 
    A hand descended sharply and smacked Alyndra’s right buttock, sending a shameful pulse of pleasure through her body. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh!” she cried, riding back harder against Boss Gavak’s cock. 
 
    The fat goblin chief sat upon his throne with his flabby legs spread, watching Alyndra’s luscious bottom rise and fall as she fucked herself with his cock.  
 
    “That’s a good slut,” he grunted. “Now what I say? Oh, right, you did good with deep elf. Now got two elves at once for you.” 
 
    “Two ahhhh… at once?” gasped Alyndra, looking at her master over her shoulder.  
 
    “That what I say!” snapped Gavak, smacking her other buttock even harder.  
 
    The blow left a red handprint on her creamy cheek. It felt hot and throbbed deep inside Alyndra’s core. Her cunt tightened around his cock and a shudder of pleasure ran through her. 
 
    Boss Gavak continued, “One called Nellie, big and fat tits, other called Mollyanna. Not know much about her. Skinny. Maybe dancer? They slaves for wizard one time. They sisters. Now he dead, you go to catch them and break them. Turn them into slaves.” 
 
    “Like the other one…” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm, yes, like other one,” growled Gavak, glancing over and seeing Mishanna lounging nearby, her plump breasts exposed and her cunt only partly covered by a sheer loincloth. She lifted her head expectantly, as if ready to serve her master. “Yes, make just like deep elf. She good slut.” 
 
    “Yes,” panted Alyndra. “M-master, ah, I am nearly there.” 
 
    “You want cum? Mmmm, wait for me finish.” Gavak smacked her bottom with both hands. Squeezed her cheeks. Spread her ass and admired Alyndra’s pretty pink knot. “Most important thing, Slave’s Bane, is one elf is witch. Nellie. She cast spells. She dangerous.” 
 
    “And you know where they… mmmmmm… they are?” asked Alyndra, fighting back the urge to cum as she rode back against Gavak. 
 
    “No! You find. They elves. Be easy to find for you. Hnnnnnnnnn!” Gavak gave Alyndra a shove, pushing her off his cock, and he scrambled up onto his throne. “Turn! I give seed! Turnnn! On knees!” 
 
    Alyndra, panting, desperately close to cumming, turned and fell to her knees, her plush tits bouncing as she landed on the earthen floor. Gavak loomed over her, a grotesque idol of goblin dominance. He grabbed her hair and yanked her down on his cock. Thrusting into her mouth and to the back of her throat. All concern for her pleasure and her orgasm forgotten as he began to cum. Hot goblin spunk flooded into her mouth, but then he drew his cock out and she stroked him instinctively as long ropes of his oily seed painted her face and her heaving breasts.  
 
    “Yesssss!” groaned Gavak. “Good slut. Gooooooood. Ohhhhhh, yes, now… you lick clean. Every drop. Then you go.” 
 
    Alyndra began to obediently clean the cum from her body, licking her breasts and scooping it from her face to suck her fingers clean. She licked Gavak’s cock, moaning softly at her lack of satisfaction, but obediently pleasuring her goblin master. Her mind already retreating from the moment and beginning to plan her hunt for the elven sisters.  
 
      
 
    Hunting the Elf Sisters 
 
      
 
    Boss Gavak was wrong. Locating the elf sisters was not an easy task. Alyndra began by questioning Mishanna, who knew only where they had emerged from the lair of the wizard that had entrapped them. They had parted ways soon after and that had been weeks earlier. So Alyndra returned to where she had entrapped Mishanna and worked her way backwards towards the location where the three had emerged along with a human named Beatrix. She stopped in every tavern and inn she found along the way, asking about the elves, but finding little evidence of them.  
 
    It was finally on a second pass through the town of Keerhoven that Alyndra happened to stop into a provisioner in the town. A few kind words and a vigorous hand job persuaded the old shopkeeper to divulge that he had indeed seen a pair of elves in his shop some weeks ago.  
 
    As Alyndra wanked his cock and he felt up her breasts, the human described the elves and told her they had purchased food and blankets and some camp tools like lanterns and shovels. The only man spurted his cum on the wall beneath his shop’s counter and confessed that the friendlier of the elves had sucked his cock to pay for everything. 
 
    “Where were they going?” demanded Alyndra, wiping the shopkeeper’s cum from her fingers onto his flannel shirt.  
 
    “That… that… I was sworn to secrecy,” croaked the old man, struggling to get his twitching cock back into his trousers as another customer entered the shop.  
 
    Alyndra turned on the man, grabbing him around his throat and slamming him back against the wall. Her glittering eyes were close to his. Her hand tightened around his throat. 
 
    “Where?” she hissed. “Speak now or die.” 
 
    “North,” he choked out. “Not sure where. Said there’s a traveler’s… hnnnkkk… traveler’s rest in the hills.” 
 
    “A map,” demanded Alyndra. 
 
    The old man gestured to a barrel stuffed with rolled maps of the area. Alyndra released the man and then floored him with a knee to the groin. She took a map and stalked out of the shop, still annoyed that he would have defied her after she wanked his withered old prick. 
 
    Fortunately, finding the traveler’s rest was easy thanks to the map. It marked the location of several traveler’s wells in the north hills along with a hunter’s cabin that seemed far enough from Keerhoven that it was more like a hermitage.  
 
    Alyndra found the hermitage after a half-day’s searching. Sure enough, the two elves were there. The one with the large breasts seemed to be doing most of the work, sweeping and making snares and washing clothes in a wash tub. The other elf, just as beautiful as her sister, but slender and short-haired, sat outside the mossy little cabin, her face almost blank and her blue eyes staring into the distance. She looked sad, as if she knew something that had ruined her entire life and spoke only rarely to her sister.  
 
    Alyndra was certain she could take the two elves with a frontal attack but decided instead on subterfuge. She went to the nearest well marked on the map. She stashed her weapons in a bundle of broad leaves, smeared dirt on her face, and sat on the edge of the well. She drew a bucket up from the waters and drank cool, mineral-rich water.  
 
    She heard Nellie coming shortly before dusk. The plump elf wore twin braids down her cheeks and her hair braided at the back. She was sun-kissed and beautiful, singing to herself as she emerged along a faintly worn path and into the clearing around the well. She carried a large jug atop her head and nearly dropped it as she drew up short at the sight of Alyndra. 
 
    “Oh! Oh, my, I did not expect to see someone here!” 
 
    Alyndra feigned extreme weariness, slouching and breathing heavily as she wiped water from her chin.  
 
    “Sorry,” said Alyndra. “Didn’t know anyone was here.” 
 
    Nellie approached in a friendly manner. Incautious to the point of being foolhardy. 
 
    “Are you alright?” asked the plump elf. “Have you been traveling long?” 
 
    “I was chased by slavers,” said Alyndra. “Goblins. Out west. I escaped them, but I didn’t dare go into any of the human settlements around here. They’re almost as bad as the goblins.” 
 
    “No, humans are nice,” said Nellie. “Goblins can be nice too, in my experience. Have you had anything to eat? I’m making a stew up at the house.” 
 
    “I… I couldn’t,” said Alyndra. “I’d best be on my way.” 
 
    Alyndra stood, swaying from side to side as if barely able to stand. Nellie caught her and held Alyndra against big, soft tits.  
 
    “I insist you come and stay with us until you are well,” said Nellie. “My sister and I have a little cabin all to ourselves. I’ll feed you and you can sleep on the bed until you feel better.” 
 
    “You… you’re a saint,” said Alyndra, allowing Nellie to lead her back down the path from the well to the small cabin. Mollyanna actually perked up a bit at the sight of the newcomer. She stood and mumbled some sort of welcome.  
 
    “My sister hasn’t been well,” explained Nellie. “But she’s glad to see you. I can tell.” 
 
    “Th-thanks,” said Alyndra, groaning as Nellie helped her into a chair.  
 
    Alyndra was a perfectly polite guest, spinning some tale about raided carriages and goblin slavers that incorporated just enough personal truth to be convincing. She ate the elf’s stew, which was quite good and seemed to be made from rabbit. After supper, Alyndra took out a long piece of string and began to weave it into an intricate pattern between her fingers. The elf sisters watched with interest.  
 
    “What is that you’re making?” asked Nellie. 
 
    “It’s called a demon’s cradle,” said Alyndra. “It’s for good luck. Would you like me to show you how it’s done?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, that would be very fun,” said Nellie.  
 
    “Hold out your hands like I have mine,” said Alyndra, holding her hands a foot apart with her fingers outstretched. “You use your thumbs to weave it, but I’ll show you on your fingers first. Here…” 
 
    She took the string from her fingers and began to wind it back and forth among Nellie’s fingers. The busty elf watched with amazement as the pattern grew more and more complex until taut strings connected each finger several times over.  
 
    “It looks beautiful,” said Nellie, smiling as she admired the pattern. 
 
    “Now the real trick,” said Alyndra, reaching down to a cross point in the center of the pattern, “is that you can pull here and…” 
 
    Alyndra tugged hard and the strings drew Nellie’s hands together, interlacing her fingers and binding them tightly. Alyndra cinched the bindings tighter and Nellie yelped in pain. With a twist and a knot, the trap was completed. The witch’s fingers were immobilized and she was unable to cast spells. 
 
    “Your first mistake was letting that old shopkeeper know you were in the area,” explained Alyndra. “Your second was inviting me into your home. This, clearly, was your third.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” cried Nellie. “I thought you were our friend!” 
 
    “No, I’m a slave catcher,” said Alyndra. “I catch them. Then I break them. Now, I am going to break you and your sister. You’re not going to cause me any trouble, are you Mollyanna?” 
 
    The slender elf’s eyes welled with tears.  
 
    “No,” she said softly. 
 
      
 
    Breaking the Elf Sisters 
 
      
 
    Alyndra simply tied Mollyanna’s hands behind her back and sat her down on a chair with the house’s main beam behind her. For Nellie, the ropework was much more elaborate. Alyndra stripped the plump elf naked. Alyndra admired Nellie’s plush body as she bound her and was surprised to find Nellie’s nipples dripping slightly with milk. A pinch of Nellie’s breast produced a spray of milk. 
 
    “A mother, eh? It won’t make me go easy on you.”  
 
    “Please,” moaned Nellie. “Please just let us go.” 
 
    She trembled as Alyndra tied her to a chair spread-eagled, with her thighs apart and her arms on the arms of the chair. A thick knot at the base of her skull kept her head immobilized so she could not look away.  
 
    “You and your sister will learn to serve your new master,” explained Alyndra. “Forget the wizard. You two now belong to Boss Gavak. You will be his pleasure slaves until he decides you should be sold.” 
 
    “We’re not going to be your slaves,” cried Nellie. 
 
    “Not mine,” chuckled Alyndra. “But you already belong to the goblins. You just need to understand that fact before I take you to them. Now then, I think I will start with your sister.” 
 
    “Wait! No!” Nellie struggled against the robes bind her. “Don’t hurt Mollyanna!” 
 
    “Oh, I won’t hurt her.” Alyndra caressed the slender elf’s cheek. “Tell her to serve me. Tell her to… mmmm… give me a kiss. On my cunt.” 
 
    Alyndra drew aside her loincloth and put one foot up on the arm of Mollyanna’s chair. She cradled Mollyanna’s head. The wide-eyed elf looked up at Alyndra in confusion. 
 
    “Tell her, Nellie,” growled Alyndra. 
 
    “N-never,” gasped Nellie. “She’s done being a plaything for men or women.” 
 
    Alyndra lowered her foot from the arm of the chair and dropped her loincloth back into place. She padded over to her bedroll and took out her torturer’s kit.  
 
    “You promised you wouldn’t hurt her,” gasped Nellie. 
 
    “I said I wouldn’t,” agreed Alyndra. “But I made no such promise about you, Nellie. The pain will be exquisite. It might even make you cum. And when I’m done with you, you will be begging me to let Mollyanna to tongue my ass.” 
 
    “Never!” cried Nellie, cringing from the taboo claim. 
 
    “You could agree to let me put you both in slave collars now,” suggested Alyndra. “Save you both the suffering. Go on to a reasonably happy life as pleasure slaves. Who knows, maybe Gavak will even keep you together as a set.” 
 
    Defiance burned in Nellie’s eyes. 
 
    “We will never be slaves again,” she hissed through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Wrong again, cow tits,” chuckled Alyndra, returning to Nellie with a red candle in each hand and a riding crop tucked under one arm. 
 
    “W-what are you going to do?”  
 
    “I’m going to give you a command once and if you disobey, you will be punished.” Alyndra’s gaze were drawn to Nellie’s large breasts, squeezed tightly between ropes. These plump mounds were reddening and her thick nipples were dripping with milk. “Tell your sister to come over here.” 
 
    “No,” gasped Nellie, twisting against the restraints. “Leave her out of this, please!” 
 
    Alyndra’s lips pinched into a frown. “That is not the right answer,” she said and brought the crop down hard across the tops of Nellie’s breasts. The curvy elf cried out in pain and the blow left a hot red welt across the creamy flesh of Nellie’s bare breasts. Her body shook and her breasts jiggled with the aftershock of pain. Milk dribbled from Nellie’s swollen teats. 
 
    “Tell your sister to come over here,” repeated Alyndra, raising the crop. 
 
    “P-please don’t—” 
 
    SMACK! The crop fell again and Nellie howled with fresh pain, tears streaming down her cheeks.  
 
    “Tell your sister to come over here,” said Alyndra calmly. “I can do this until your breasts are marked for life. Until you pass out from the pain.” 
 
    Nellie’s eyes were wide and fearful. Tears began to fall down her face. “M-M-Molly… come here. Come over here… p-please.” 
 
    Mollyana’s expression was almost blank as she stood and from the chair and walked over to Nellie with her hands behind her back. 
 
    “Tell her to get on her knees in front of me,” said Alyndra, raising one foot and placing it on the chair between Nellie’s thighs. 
 
    “I can’t do—“ 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! Three sharp blows from the crop made Nellie writhe with pain. Molly flinched as each fell across Nellie’s breasts, but the slender elf did not react more than that. 
 
    “Tell her to get on her knees,” repeated Alyndra. 
 
    “M-Molly,” gasped Nellie, trying not to sob. “Molly, kneel in front of this… this woman.” 
 
    Molly took another step closer and slowly went down on her knees. Alyndra put her hand on Molly’s head and pulled her even closer, guiding Molly to the soft mound of her loincloth. 
 
    “Draw the fabric aside,” commanded Alyndra, “and lick me.” 
 
    To her surprise, the silent elf obeyed immediately. She grasped Alyndra’s loincloth and pulled it to one side. Her lips parted and she allowed Alyndra to guide her to the hot furrow. Mollyanna’s tongue shot out without hesitation. First it licked sloppily at Alyndra’s folds, sending hot, messy pleasure gently into her depth. Then the mute elf burrowed her tongue deep into Alyndra’s tight cunny. 
 
    “Yesssss, that’s a good girl,” moaned Alyndra as she thrust against Molly’s tongue. 
 
    Nellie whimpered as she watched her sister licking the cruel elf. Alyndra gave Nellie a mocking smile.  
 
    “See, Nellie, your sister listens. She does what you tell her. I know watching her pleasure me excites you.” 
 
    “N-no,” moaned Nellie. “No, it’s terrible.” 
 
    “Is it?” laughed Alyndra, holding Molly’s head in place and smearing the pretty elf with her nectar. “Your tits are leaking milk and I can see your cunt is slick with need. You like to watch.” 
 
    “No!” protested Nellie. 
 
    “We’re having so much fun,” laughed Alyndra. “We don’t want to go back to the crop, do we?”  
 
    “Mmmmm,” moaned Molly, eagerly pleasuring Alyndra. 
 
    “It’s wrong,” cried Nellie. 
 
    Alyndra lit one of the candles and held it above Nellie’s breasts. 
 
    “Want to reconsider that answer?” she asked. 
 
    “It feels good, alright? It makes me hot. It makes me want to join in.” 
 
    “I don’t think you mean it,” said Alyndra, turning the candle and letting wax drip out onto Nellie’s breasts. The wax splattered and hardened against her creamy flesh. It spilled down into her cleavage and down her abdomen and Nellie howled with pain. Because of Alyndra’s expert ropework, she could hardly move. 
 
    “Awww, I bet that hurts,” said Alyndra. She grasped Molly’s hair with her free hand and held her at arm’s length. “Now I want you to tell your sister to lick my ass. Tell her to eat my ass and I will let you cum, Nellie.” 
 
    “I can’t!” cried Nellie and she was immediately rewarded with fat droplets of wax on her breasts. They dried red, like bloodstains against her creamy, red-lined titflesh.  
 
    “That’s alright, Nellie,” said Alyndra, sliding her fingers into Mollyanna’s hair. She grabbed her head and pulled her mouth free of Nellie’s breast. “Mollyanna, I want you to lick your sister right here. Do you see that? Beneath that soft golden hair? I want you to lick her there and I want you to make her cum. Do you know how to do that?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Mollyanna. 
 
    “Oh, goddess, no,” moaned Nellie. “That’s demented! Alright! I’ll do it!” 
 
    “I don’t want you to hurt anymore, Nellie,” whispered Mollyanna.  
 
    “See, your sister is sweet, unlike you,” chuckled Alyndra. “But this is a learning process. Go on then, Nellie. Make her obey. Make her tongue my ass.” 
 
    Alyndra turned slowly, holding Molly’s head with one hand as she tossed the candle into a nearby bucket. Alyndra arched her back, pushing her round, peachy ass towards Mollyanna’s face. She looked over her shoulder at Nellie. 
 
    “Command her,” said Alyndra. 
 
    Tears tracked down Nellie’s cheeks. She looked at her sister, kneeling obediently behind Alyndra, and she let out a shaky sigh. 
 
    “Molly,” she said, her voice hoarse with emotion, “lick her ass.” 
 
    “Until I cum,” added Alyndra. 
 
    “Until you have satisfied her,” said Nellie, holding back a sob. 
 
    “Mmm! Yes!” Molly sounded almost excited to do it.  
 
    Alyndra pushed Mollyanna’s face against her cheeks and the slender elf began to lick. Nellie moaned in horror and stiffened as her sister, innocent and sweet, began to lick the hot cleft of Alyndra’s asshole. little pink tongue worked around Alyndra’s rim and darted into her pucker. Alyndra let out a groan of pleasure, riding her cheeks back against the pretty elf’s face.  
 
    Nellie stared ahead defiantly as Alyndra let more wax drip on her breasts. Nellie’s jaw clenched. Tears dripped down her face. 
 
    That was when Alyndra picked up the crop and pressed the soft rawhide tip against Nellie’s clit. The shapely elf cried out, arching in her bonds and shuddering so hard that her breasts began to quiver. Alyndra laughed, pressing harder, savoring Nellie’s reaction to the crop almost as much as Alyndra savored the hot roll of Molly’s tongue in her asshole.  
 
    Nellie began to quiver. First her thighs, but then her whole body. A moan stifled but still audible. Her breasts trembling as she began to cum on the crop. Her eyes open and watching Molly pleasuring Alyndra’s ass.  
 
    “No! Noooo! Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhh! Noooooooo!” She bucked against the ropes. Fucked against Alyndra’s crop. 
 
    And surrendered to Alyndra’s power over her. Slave’s Bane smiled, pleasure rippling up from her core as she stimulated Nellie and enjoyed Molly’s hot tongue. She rode back against Molly’s face. Cumming on her tongue. Her ass clenching and squeezing against that slithering pink plug. Her body quaking with the pleasure of her dominance. 
 
    “And to think,” rasped Alyndra, still feeling the ripples of her pleasure, “your training has only just begun. I’ll take days to break you down to nothing.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” was all Nellie could reply as she trembled in the chair. 
 
    

  

 
   
    7 
 
    The Hunt for Beatrix Ardora 
 
      
 
    Finding Beatrix Ardora was the easy part.  
 
    Alyndra interrogated Mishanna and Nellie about the human’s possible location and everything had pointed her to the mining village of Lesser Crudridge. It was a remote village in the foothills of the Tarolian mountains, easily found by the gloomy clouds of coal dust reaching from its mines. The village was no less gloomy, with a grimy appearance to every slumping house and grease on every window.  
 
    The human’s family kept a shop in the village. Ardora’s Goods and Bads. A guileless old man behind the counter pointed the way to a tavern when Alyndra asked him about Beatrix. 
 
    “She usually is down at Portage Pilsner by this hour,” he said. “Likes to get into drinking contests with the miners and prove she can outdo them. If she’s too drunk, would you send her home?” 
 
    “I would be happy to,” said Alyndra with a smile. 
 
    “You must be that elf she was talking about,” he said. “That Nellie. I thought you’d be a bit thicker the way she talked about you, but, no offense. You’re a well-made woman.” 
 
    Alyndra thought about burying one of her daggers in the man’s throat. His lecherous gaze deserved no less, but she only smiled to him coldly and turned to leave the shop. Leaving a body would only attract attention. Presuming the man was related to Beatrix, it might also have made it more difficult to break her. Slaves became so petulant when you killed their families. 
 
    A lesson Alyndra had learned the hard way after being a bit overzealous when recapturing slaves that had escaped to family members. She would not make a similar mistake with this Beatrix. 
 
    She prowled into the village, beneath the pall of coal smoke and among the grimy-faced miners ending their shift. She located Portage Pilsner not far from the mine itself among a cluster of taverns, gambling halls, and brothels. It was a dingy bar like all the rest, but the door was open and the crowd was raucous. Alyndra could make out a woman’s voice challenging the other customers to a drinking competition. 
 
    “Come on! You’re not afraid of a woman, are you Laird? Five gold and you can even feel these tits if you can out-drink me.” 
 
    “No, you’ve taken my gold too often, Bea,” laughed a stocky miner. Several other grumbled in agreement.  
 
    Alyndra stepped closer, making a gap through the crowd so she could get a good look at the woman. Slender, toned, but with ample breasts beneath her scoop-necked peasant top. Her hair was dark and straight and her eyebrows were strikingly thick above her green eyes. She had such an infectious charm that Alyndra found herself smiling along with the woman. 
 
    “Cowards, the lot of you! Big tough miners would rather spend all day down in the mine and drink alone than risk a few coins for a chance to… how about I sweeten the pot? Yeah? Outdrink me and you can sleep with me tonight!” 
 
    A few murmurs of surprise, but still no takers. Beatrix’s eyes swept the audience. Her gaze alighted upon Alyndra.  
 
    “You! Newcomer! I’ve never seen your face before! How about it? Want a little girlie party? Come onnnnn, beautiful. Outdrink me and I’m all yours!” Beatrix thrust her chest out and cradled her breasts with her hands. This elicited cheers from the crowd. 
 
    Cheers that fell to whispers of surprise as Alyndra stepped forward and dropped the hood of her cloak to reveal her long, pointed ears and delicate elven features. 
 
    “An elf?” Beatrix’s eyes widened. 
 
    “That’s right,” said Alyndra with a smile. “Does your offer still stand?” 
 
    Elves, just like humans, could become drunk. But unlike humans, elves maintained a degree of control over their own metabolism that permitted them to only drink water once in a week or put back incredible amounts of alcohol without passing out. Did this human know her secret? Unlikely. Dwarves claimed to be great drinkers because of their stout constitution. Elves never boasted of such abilities. 
 
    Beatrix, though, might have had some inkling. She eyes Alyndra warily, but with a bit of interest in Alyndra’s tight cloak and bare legs.  
 
    “So you want to win a night in my bed?” Beatrix raised an eyebrow and the men cheered. “Fair enough, elf! What is your name?” 
 
    “Solyareth,” said Alyndra, giving her one of her several middle names. 
 
    “Solyareth! I like it! Alright, missy, what’s your poison? Marrek there will buy the first round! Ain’t that right, Marrek?” 
 
    “Aye, right enough,” grumbled a big-bellied man with a graying beard and a ruddy lush’s nose.  
 
    “Something stronger than the local mule’s piss,” said Alyndra, swaggering as she took a seat across from Beatrix. “I’d like to beat you quickly so I can enjoy having you in my bed.” 
 
    The crowd cheered her words. Beatrix even gave her an amused salute. The barmaid soon brought over a bottle of hot rum and several shot glasses. 
 
    Beatrix poured the first round and took the first gulp. Alyndra stared hard at her but smiled as she downed her shot. Spicy and hot on her throat. It sat easily in her stomach. Another round. Another. Four rounds. Five. Beatrix started to sweat. She dribbled a little on the sixth shot. 
 
    “You’re not beating me, elf,” she slurred. “I’ve gone a dozen rounds with Kodey. Is he here? Kodey, tell her I went twelve rounds and beat you.” 
 
    “Eleven,” said the brawny miner. 
 
    “Elven,” slurred Beatrix and she giggled as she drank the seventh round. She smiled through eight. But her smile slipped at nine and by eleven she was slumped in her chair, struggling to hold the glass. “Not… beating me.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” asked Alyndra and she quickly downed two more shots just to prove how easy it was for her.  
 
    Beatrix tried to drink her twelfth and her head fell back, the booze splashing her cleavage. Someone brought over a pitcher of water to wake her up. She spit and sputtered and insisted she wasn’t done until the men convinced her. 
 
    “I think,” said Alyndra, offering Beatrix her hand, “you owe me a roll in your bed.” 
 
    “I let you win,” said Beatrix, taking her hand. “Cuz I wanted it.” 
 
    That sent another cheer through the crowd, the men chanting obscene things at the pair as they walked out of the tavern and across the way to the building where Beatrix kept her apartment. It was small and cramped and the fire had gone out in the fireplace. Alyndra stoked it back to life as Beatrix made water very loudly in the privy. She staggered back out, flushed and grinning, and walked over to Alyndra to plant a hot, wet, boozy kiss on her lips. 
 
    Alyndra felt the slightest blush of the alcohol. It was further warmed by the dark-haired beauty. It had been a while since Alyndra had taken a human slave for pleasure. Had she ever been with a willing woman? She remembered little of her life before being a slave hunter.  
 
    “Do you have a bed,” whispered Alyndra, embracing Beatrix and stroking her hips. “Or shall I fuck you right here by the fire?” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, fuck, you remind me of Mishanna,” moaned Beatrix, kissing Alyndra hungrily. Slipping a hand under Alyndra’s cloak and cupping her left breast. 
 
    Alyndra felt a strange pang of sadness as she considered the relationship this human might have had with the deep elf that she had already broken. Then again, she could bring them back together, at least as long as Boss Gavak was amused by having them together. Yes, that thought warmed Alyndra’s body. She was really doing the human a favor. 
 
    “Right here,” moaned Beatrix, sinking down to her knees beside the small fireplace.  
 
    Alyndra slipped the cloak from her shoulders, revealing her lean body, plump yet perky breasts, shapely hips, and toned legs. Beatrix reached for Alyndra’s loincloth and did not hesitate to untie it. The human moaned with lust and thrust her flushed face between Alyndra’s thighs. The hot lash of the human’s tongue sent pleasure quivering through Alyndra’s body. She cradled Beatrix’s his head and rocked her hips to fuck against that warm and eager mouth.  
 
    “That’s right,” moaned Alyndra, fucking steadily against Beatrix’s open mouth and tongue. “Serve your mistress. Serve me well and you might even get a reward.” 
 
    “Ohhhhmmmmmmm,” moaned Beatrix. “Yes, mmmphm, yes, mistress.” 
 
    “That’s a good slut,” chuckled Alyndra. “Put that tongue to use here as well.” 
 
    Alyndra kept one hand cradling Beatrix’s head as she slowly turned around and offered her peachy bottom and tight pink hole to the woman’s tongue. Beatrix did not hesitate. She squeezed and spread Alyndra’s ass and began to enthusiastically lick her pucker. Moaning as she rimmed the elf’s naughty hole.  
 
    Alyndra could not resist enjoying the submissive licking. She reached a hand between her thighs and began to strum her clit and pump fingers into her pussy. The harder she fucked herself, the more enthusiastically Beatrix licked, until the human’s face was pressed between Alyndra’s cheeks and her tongue was wriggling deep in Alyndra’s ass. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh! Oh, yes, that’s it! Ahhhhhhh!” Alyndra let herself go, cumming in hot waves that rippled through her body and clutched against her thrusting fingers. Her sensitive ring squeezed Beatrix’s thrusting tongue to the same rhythm. Cumming again and again until the lust was at last sapped from her body. She collapsed forward onto the couch and Beatrix followed her down, clinging to Alyndra’s ass and continuing to lick. 
 
    “You’re almost ready,” chuckled Alyndra, savoring the submissive licking. 
 
    “Mmmmnnnhhh?” Beatrix lifted her flushed face from Alyndra’s perky rear. “Ready for what?” 
 
    “For the collar,” said Alyndra, turning slowly and reaching out to caress Beatrix’s neck. “You will make a fine slave for the right master.” 
 
    Beatrix’s smile slowly dropped. Alyndra realized, too late, that Beatrix had been sobered from her drunkeness by the promise of becoming a slave. The human reached under the couch for something and came up holding a longsword. The blade flashed as he pointed the tip at Alyndra’s throat. 
 
    “Slaver? You’re a fucking slaver?”  
 
    “Slave catcher,” corrected Alyndra. “I hunt down escaped slaves like you, but since your former master is dead, I have orders to deliver you to Boss Gavak.” 
 
    “The only thing you’re going to be delivering is your own corpse… uh… to the ground,” said Beatrix, swinging her sword in an arc that nearly took off Alyndra’s head. The elf ducked as the blade sliced into the padding of the couch. Alyndra let out a war cry and charged, barreling into Alyndra and knocking the elf backwards out a window. 
 
    Alyndra was gone by the time Beatrix appeared at the broken window, naked and furious, dark hair whipping in the wind as she glared down at the broken glass shimmering in the street. 
 
    For Alyndra, the walk back to the goblin camp was the most humiliating journey she had ever undertaken. She had not only failed to catch Beatrix, but she had also managed to warn the human about the impending danger. She had to report her failure to Boss Gavak. He would not be pleased. 
 
      
 
    Punishment for Failure 
 
      
 
    Mishanna’s silvery eyes flashed gold in the light of the torches. Her lavender skin shone with sweat as she moved atop the fat goblin, her hips rolling and her plump breasts heaving. Her tight, hairless cunt devoured his cock with ease. Her bottom bounced against him and made his belly wobble. His fat fingers dimpled her ass each time he gave it a squeeze.  
 
    Despite her obedience, she still had a defiant expression on her face. Alyndra found she admired that.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh, that’s good,” grunted Gavak. “Make those boobas bounce! Up and down! Up and down! Yes! Good slut! Good slave! You want cum?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” moaned Mishanna, though her expression seemed to be more annoyed than anything. She fell forward atop Gavak, smothering his face in her heaving bosoms as the fat goblin boss squealed with pleasure. Alyndra was close enough to the action that she could see the underside of the goblin’s cock throbbing as he filled the deep elf with cum. White goblin cream slowly appeared at Mishanna’s cuntlips and began to ooze out and down Gavaka’s cock. 
 
    “Good, good, enough fucka,” said Gavak and he pushed Mishanna from atop his lap.  
 
    The deep elf turned a fall into a graceful dismount, rising to her feet and towering over the goblin as his cum dripped down her thighs. For a moment, Alyndra thought she might attack Gavak, but instead she bowed and stepped back, saying, “As you wish, master.” 
 
    “You!” growled Gavak, sitting up a little more in his throne. He pointed to Alyndra. “You come here and clean! No hand. Only mouth. You clean and tell me why you here without new slave.” 
 
    Alyndra started to step forward. 
 
    “Crawl!” snarled Gavak. 
 
    The beaten slave hunter fell to her hands and knees and crawled across the room. The goblin guards sneered and laughed at her humiliation. Though she had proven herself a willing slave in the past, her duty as a slave hunter had turned her into someone to be feared, even by the goblins. But now she and the goblins both were being reminded of the real power structure. She served Boss Gavak, totally and completely. 
 
    “That’s it. You tell me how you fuck up. How you not have slave.” 
 
    “Forgive me, please, master,” said Alyndra, crawling between Gavak’s legs. She used her tongue to begin lapping up the drops of cum from his thighs and decorating his bollocks. He groaned and roughly wound a fist in her hair. 
 
    “How it happen?” he demanded. 
 
    “I got close to her,” said Alyndra. “I almost had her. But I accidentally tipped her off. I misread her and thought she had already given up and then she tried to take off my head with her sword.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm? Sword?” Gavak laughed, his belly jiggling. “You do better with meat sword. Here. Put in mouth. I tell you what do.” 
 
    “Yes, mmammmpphh,” moaned Alyndra, taking his filthy cock between her lips and beginning to gently suck and wash him with her saliva. 
 
    Gavak leaned back in his throne, gazing out at the horizon as Alyndra’s head bobbed in his lap.  
 
    “You go back to Beatrix,” commanded Gavak. “You hunt her. Find her. Bring deep elf. Human like deep elf. This what elf say. Is right?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” said Mishanna, bowing her head. 
 
    “Use deep elf to get human, then bring human here. I break her and you watch.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmhmmm,” agreed Alyndra, feeling the fat goblin’s stubby cock beginning to swell against her tongue. She asked him, “Mmmmhmm mmmhmmmh hhmm?” 
 
    “No,” said Gavak. “You still hunter. Mishanna still slave. But make mistake again and I switch role. You be slave only. No hunt. She hunt. She… ahhhhhh… suck! SUCK! AHHH!” 
 
    Boss Gavak squealed with pleasure as his little cock began to pump out hot, oily goblin cum into her mouth. Alyndra’s eyes fluttered shut as she concentrated on draining her master’s balls. Stroking them with her fingertips as his cock pulsed again and again.  
 
    As he fed her his cum with a side of humiliation.  
 
    

  

 
   
    8 
 
    Breaking Beatrix 
 
      
 
    “Her overconfidence is her weakness,” said the deep elf, her eyes flashing silver in the darkness of the mountain forest.  
 
    “Actually, her weakness is right under her armpits and her chin,” said Nellie, leaning her plump tits against Mishanna’s shoulder and wiggling her fingers to show the technique. “You get her there and give her a tickle and she’ll laugh so hard you can do whatever you want to her. I usually kiss her after that. Or put my hand between her legs and…” 
 
    Nellie’s words trailed off as Alyndra gave the elf a hard look. 
 
    “The plan is not for her pleasure or mine,” whispered the Slave’s Bane. “We serve Gavak. I have failed him once and if I fail him again he threatened to turn me into a breeder.” 
 
    “That might be fun,” offered Nellie, looking down at her abdomen. “He promised to breed me soon.” 
 
    “A goblin’s pups?” Mishanna’s lip curled with disgust. 
 
    Alyndra eyed the deep elf warily. The blonde had been easy to break. Almost too easy. She belonged to Gavak now body and soul and would follow Alyndra’s plan to capture Beatrix. But Mishanna… Alyndra still wasn’t sure she could be trusted. She had seemingly broken down, but in the days since some of her petulance had returned. If the time came, could Alyndra rely on Mishanna to play her part? 
 
    “Overconfidence,” said Alyndra, looking out from the tree line again at the small house. The ground floor was devoted to the pitiful shop run by the humans. Beatrix lived on the upper floor with her father, grandfather, and brother. The obvious thing to attempt would be to lure the males away using the slaves she had brought along. But she had a better idea.  
 
    The midnight hour had just passed. The last candle long snuffed out on the upper floor. It was time for Alyndra to enact her plan. 
 
    “Are you ready?” she asked the two slaves she had brought with her. 
 
    “Always,” said Mishanna, her furrowed brow making it seem she was insulted by the question. 
 
    “Um, so I just wait for the signal, right?” asked Nellie. 
 
    “Stay here,” hissed Alyndra. “I will fetch you when the males are dealt with.” 
 
    “Gotcha,” said Nellie, smiling and cheerfully giving a thumbs up. 
 
    Alyndra nodded once to Mishanna and the pair set off from the tree line, down the slope to the village of Lesser Crudridge. They swept like silent shadows among the houses and to the back entrance to the shop. Mishanna made short work of the lock on the ground floor and they slipped inside with hardly a sound. Their first goal was to neutralize the men. For this, each had brought several lengths of silk rope and a vial of powerful sleeping poison. Alyndra’s first instinct had been to slit the throats of the sleeping men, but Mishanna had persuaded her that even the sharpest blade might hurt enough to make them cry out, foiling their plan.  
 
    A few drops of poison. Alyndra took the brother and the grandfather. Mishanna the father. Only the grandfather stirred at all. His eyes opening in confusion for a moment, then drooping shut again. They slept deeply from that moment on as their arms and legs were tightly bound and their mouths were gagged. 
 
    “Fetch Nellie,” whispered Alyndra. “I will secure the slave.” 
 
    Mishanna nodded and slipped back out of the house. Alyndra crept along the upstairs hallway. Her boots cushioned with felt to keep them silent. Her breasts bare in the moonlight and her face marked with goblin style face paint. She had a dagger at the ready, but no intention of killing Beatrix.  
 
    She opened the young fighter’s door by careful increments. The hinge gave the slightest creak and then the door was open widely enough for her to slip into the dark bedroom. The moonlight through the window formed a cross upon the bed. An empty bed! 
 
    Alyndra turned just in time to catch the swung sword on her dagger. The blade sparked in the darkness and she saw the fearsome expression on Beatrix’s face. 
 
    “So, you came back! Big mistake!” Beatrix smiled and drove a knee into Alyndra’s midsection, knocking her back. The slave hunter let the blow stagger her an extra step, hit the bed, seemed to stumble, and then somersaulted backwards over the bed.  
 
    Beatrix was stark naked. Her dark hair wild and loose about her slender shoulder. Her pert breasts and stiff nipples exposed. Not even panties to hide her firm, round ass or the dark thatch of her pubic hair. Alyndra knew the human was strikingly beautiful but had no time to appreciate such beauty. She was fighting for her life as Beatrix attack again and again. Alyndra was very slightly quicker because of her dagger. That was the only thing keeping her alive as she was outranged by Beatrix’s longsword and weaker than the human.  
 
    “Did you hurt them?” demanded Beatrix. 
 
    “No!” cried Alyndra, parrying another blow and managing to kick Beatrix back a few steps. “They’re tied up and sleeping! I’ve done them no harm!” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter! You’re a slaver! I know what you want from me!” Beatrix attacked again. 
 
    Alyndra managed to dodge. Dancing back, letting Beatrix overextend. Alyndra prepared to strike a serious wound to the woman when she tripped over a forgotten nightstand. Her shins barked with pain and she tumbled over the table, landing with a crash. The breath was knocked from her lungs. She was stunned for too long. She could hear Beatrix coming for her.  
 
    She turned just as the human raised her sword, ready to deal Alyndra a mortal blow. Beatrix hesitated. No killer’s instinct. It gave Mishanna the opportunity to intervene. 
 
    The deep elf leapt through the darkness, catching Beatrix from behind and slamming her face down onto the bed. A driven knee. A twisted arm. The sword thumped to the ground. Beatrix did not give up so easily though. She twisted and kicked out from under Mishanna and regained her foot.  
 
    Nellie joined them and helped Alyndra up. Beatrix was cornered. Her guard up. Her eyes desperately searching for a weapon. Alyndra, Mishanna, and Nellie closed in on her. 
 
    “Surrender, human,” commanded Alyndra. “You belong to Boss Gavak now.” 
 
    Nellie took a step closer and pleaded, “Come on, Beatrix, it’s fun. He lets us have sex all the time.” 
 
    “With goblins,” added Mishanna. 
 
    “You want me to be a goblin’s pleasure slave?” Beatrix looked from Mishanna to Nellie and finally to Alyndra. “What has happened to you to sacrifice your dignity and your life to such a pathetic creature? I would rather be dead than a goblin’s slave!” 
 
    “I can give you that wish,” said Alyndra, flourishing her dagger. “But I offer you life. Serving Gavak. Learning obedience. Pleasuring the tribe. You will come to like it.” 
 
    “You will!” agreed Nellie. 
 
    “He is our master now,” said Mishanna.  
 
    Beatrix hesitated at Mishanna’s words. To see the deep elf beaten was clearly demoralizing to the human. Any cruel master might enslave Nellie, but Mishanna was iron-willed. And she had been broken too. 
 
    Alyndra seized the opportunity. She pressed past her slave companions and grabbed hold of Beatrix by her throat. Beatrix’s eyes widened in surprise. Her pert breasts heaving. Her body tensed and fearful. She looked up at Alyndra who seemed to tower over her. 
 
    “Surrender now and you will know the mercy of being a pleasure slave,” hissed the slave hunter. “Make me hurt you and you might go straight to the breeding pits. Or worse. Maybe you will serve the warg wolves.” 
 
    “Wolves?” rasped Beatrix, grabbing at Alyndra’s wrist. 
 
    “Beasts!” laughed Alyndra, savoring the human’s fear. “Or perhaps worse! Maybe I will give you to the feed hogs. Their cocks need satisfaction just as surely as the wargs. Poor things. Give them a last taste of pleasure before the slaughter.” 
 
    Alyndra threw Beatrix on the bed. Nellie and Mishanna moved to either side of the mattress. 
 
    “Is that what you want, silly girl?” asked Alyndra, sheathing her knife. Untying her loincloth. Raising one foot onto the bed and thrusting her shaved cunt towards Beatrix. “Or will you submit to me now? Save yourself, girl. Submit. Serve me.” 
 
    “I…”  
 
    Beatrix’s fearful eyes went to Nellie. To Mishanna. Then returned to Alyndra. 
 
    “I surrender,” whimpered Beatrix.  
 
    “A wise choice,” chuckled Alyndra. “Serve me now, human slut.” 
 
    Alyndra curled her hand around Beatrix’s head, fingers slipping into the pretty human’s silky dark hair. She grabbed tightly and lifted Beatrix’s face between her thighs. Towards Alyndra’s cunt. The human’s hot breath stroking her pussy. The human not even raising her hands to defend herself. 
 
    “Pleasure me,” commanded Alyndra. 
 
    She expected some resistance. Some moment of fighting. But an instant after she gave the command, she felt the first hot lash of Beatrix’s tongue. Tracing Alyndra’s cuntlips. Slipping into Alyndra’s sweet cove. The elf sighed with pleasure as Beatrix began to lick. Kissing her the elf’s pussy. Sucking at those delicate folds. Murmuring with lust. 
 
    “Most unexpected,” chuckled Alyndra. “I expected to work a bit harder to break you, btu you really are a pitiful slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Mmmmmhmmmm!” agreed Beatrix, looking up and tonguing deep into Alyndra’s hot cove. 
 
    “She is incorrigible,” agreed Mishanna, leaning closer and watching with obvious relish. “The human could scarcely keep her tongue from my cunt whenever we had a free moment. More than once I thought of collaring her and taking her to my people. We can appreciate a fine human slave girl.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” moaned Beatrix, her eyes rolling to look at Mishanna as Beatrix continued to urgently lick Alyndra. 
 
    “I bet she wants to get bred by goblins,” giggled Nellie. “All those sexy little goblins with their hard cocks. And big boss Gavak! Ooo! He’s going to pump us full of babies! So many babies! We’ll be milky forever!” 
 
    “Why don’t you be quiet?” suggested Alyndra. “Put your tongue to work on the human.” 
 
    “Oooooh! Yes, sir, um, ma’am!” Nellie saluted, then fell to her knees giggling on the bed. The busty elf crawled behind Beatrix and Beatrix, without hesitation, shifted to her knees and offered her firm bottom and cunt to Nellie. 
 
    In moments, they were a perfect chain of pleasure. Alyndra, with one foot on the bed, had Beatrix’s face between her legs and the human’s tongue stuffed in her cunt. Meanwhile, Beatrix was rolling her hips, fucking back against Nellie’s face as the plump elf licked and fingers Beatrix’s pussy.  
 
    Mishanna cleared her throat as if to remind Alyndra that she was still there. Alyndra, feeling a particular sense of camaraderie with the elven assassin, reached her arm out and slipped it around Mishanna’s waist. She pulled the beautiful deep elf around to her side of the bed and drew her warm body flush. Her bare breasts ample and lovely. Her nipples stiff. Alyndra turned to her and kissed her and Mishanna responded with immediate surrender.  
 
    Yes, even the mighty deep elf was broken. Beatrix looked up, tongue quivering and hips working as she watched Alyndra and Mishanna kiss. Alyndra knew the human was watching and so she made a show of groping Mishanna. Squeezing her firm ass. Thrusting her hand between Mishanna’s powerful thighs. Sloppily kissing and even sucking at Mishanna’s tongue.  
 
    Pleasure bloomed from such a raunchy display. Alyndra’s fingers tightened on Beatrix’s head. She let out a cry of ecstasy that was muffled by Mishanna’s kiss. An orgasm rippled up from Alyndra’s depths. Her hot cunt pulsed around Beatrix’s tongue and her cum flooded into the human’s mouth and slicked her chin. 
 
    “Ahhhh fuck!” cried Alyndra, yanking on Beatrix’s hair. “That’s it! You’re a good cunt-sucker! A good slut! You’re going to… fuck! Fucking drain those goblin cocks! Mmmmmmm! Cum with me, human! Cum on the elf’s tongue! That’s it! Aaaaaahhhh MMMMMPPHHMM!” 
 
    Alyndra’s taunting ended with another kiss for Mishanna. This time, she rode it out, cumming twice on Beatrix’s tongue before finally releasing the human. Beatrix was panting and flushed. Her thighs still trembling from her own orgasm.  
 
    “Not good enough,” hissed Alyndra. “You’re a slave slut. You know what a slave slut does? She licks my ass!” 
 
    Alyndra turned and posed with her feet apart and her back arched. Her round and powerful ass in Beatrix’s face.  
 
    “Go on!” commanded Alyndra, reaching again for the human’s head. 
 
    But Alyndra had miscalculated. For Beatrix was not in need of any further torment. She was already broken and already inclined to worship the elf’s round ass. Beatrix moaned with lust, grabbing and spreading Alyndra’s cheeks and letting out an almost triumphant cry as she smothered herself in that warm crack and began to lick. 
 
    “Haaaaaa,” gasped Alyndra, laughing as she felt the human’s excited tongue swirling at her sensitive pucker. “She’s more eager than the both of you put together!” 
 
    “She always was a dirty little ass licker,” chuckled Mishanna, watching Beatrix wantonly pleasuring Alyndra from behind. 
 
    The human was good with her tongue, Alyndra had to admit. She reached her hand against Beatrix’s head, roughly pushing the girl’s face down harder. Alyndra worked her hips, making Beatrix lick up and down her crack, then smothering her again and forcing Beatrix’s tongue into the hot ring of her asshole. Alyndra moaned with satisfaction as the human licked deep. Obedient. Broken. 
 
    Alyndra locked eyes with Mishanna.  
 
    “Suck my cunt while she licks my ass,” commanded Alyndra. 
 
    Mishanna went to her knees and in moments Alyndra had too eager tongues pleasuring her. Nellie continued to lick and slurp at Beatrix from behind. The room filled with the raunchy sounds and angelic sighs of pleasure. Tongues working. Sucking. Juices spilling from the hot peach of Alyndra cunt and her asshole clenching at Beatrix’s thrusting tongue. 
 
    Her orgasms were exquisite. Rolling like thunder through Alyndra’s body. A reward almost worth the humiliation of her initial defeat by the human. She came so hard she saw flashes behind her eyes. Soaking Mishanna’s face. Her ass practically pinching off Beatrix’s tongue. She rode her pleasure to its conclusion and finally, gasping with her shuddering ecstasy, she staggered out from between the kneeling deep elf and the human. 
 
    Mishanna almost immediately embrace Beatrix and the two began to kiss, kneeling on the floor, with Nellie still slurping away at Beatrix’s cunt with her nose stuffed in Beatrix’s peachy bottom.  
 
    Alyndra watched for a moment, recovering as the two slaves kissed. Then she went to her hip bag and took out the goblin potion. It would seal the defeat of this human. Turning her into a permanently subservient thing. A moment of hesitation. A pang of guilt. Then Alyndra removed the stopper and brought the potion to Beatrix. 
 
    “What is it?” asked the human, her lips chafed and her face flushed with desire. 
 
    “Drink it,” commanded Alyndra. 
 
    Beatrix took the potion bottle, looked to Mishanna, then drank. She let out a hiss from the foul taste. Then her expression shifted slowly to a smile. Her eye gleaming with subservient desires. 
 
    “Good. On your feet now,” commanded Alyndra. “Help her get some clothes. Some traveling boots. We’ll take food from her family’s shop.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” asked Beatrix as she began to put on the blouse handed to her by Nellie. 
 
    “Home,” said Nellie. 
 
    “To the goblins,” said Mishanna. 
 
    “You are going to meet your master,” said Alyndra. “Gavak is eager for your arrival.” 
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    In Service to Gavak 
 
      
 
    For Alyndra, the completion of such a large multi-part contract meant a rare period of rest. The slave hunter was almost bewildered by having free time. She sharpened her blades and trained with her weapons by sparring against the larger goblins. They were eager to help her train even if it meant getting knocked around and laughed at by the other goblins because the huntress always rewarded them well.  
 
    A few rounds of knife practice meant a warm blowjob under a shade tray and a knee-trembling orgasm that sent their cum down the elf’s hungry throat. An afternoon in the sparring pit meant a night with Alyndra in their tent. Massaging them, caressing them, and offering up her tight elf cunt or her firm ass to their goblin desires. A goblin could take several bruises if it meant pumping that hot elf bitch full of their seed. 
 
    Such amusements were not enough to keep Alyndra entirely busy, so between sparring matches and rutting sessions with the goblins of the tribe, she wandered around the encampment and observed the progress in training the new slaves. 
 
    The plump blonde took to the training the easiest. Nellie did not even need the collar to attune her desires to the will of the tribe. She would gladly spend afternoons wanking goblin cocks between her huge milky tits or feeding hungry goblins with her elf cream.  
 
    Alyndra once saw Nellie in the punishment stocks, with the stocks completely unlocked, offering her plush bottom up to any goblin who felt the urge. By mid-morning the plump elf’s thighs were drenched in goblin spunk and her asshole was raw and bubbling with the cum. Alyndra swore that all Nellie ate was goblin cum. She never saw anything else going down her throat, but she certainly saw Nellie sucking off a lot of goblins.  
 
    The goblins, ever industrious in their own way, even worked up a schedule covering which goblins would have Nellie in their tent on which nights. Gavak, of course, whenever he wanted, but the others would share her three to a night. Alyndra, given to late night walks, would often see Nellie leaving one goblin’s tent with a candle in hand and walking to another. Her cries of pleasure were loud and genuine. She seemed to truly love serving the goblins. 
 
    Out of idle curiosity, Alyndra asked and was added to the schedule. The goblins enjoyed the idea too much to refuse her. On the tenth night, she received a visit from Nellie. The plump elf was barely dressed in torn sackcloth, her breasts dangling exposed and her skirt stained with goblin cum. Though she looked filthy, she was smiling and still alluring by the candlelight. 
 
    “Come in,” said Alyndra, welcoming Nellie into the small tent she was allowed as Boss Gavak’s loyal slave hunter.  
 
    “Oh, it’s you,” giggled Nellie. “Was there a mix-up? Did I get the wrong tent?” 
 
    “No,” said Alyndra, pulling aside her furry blanket and revealing her naked body. “Come and serve me, Nellie. Show me what you have learned in your short time as a slave to the goblins.” 
 
    “Ha! Yes, mistress.” Nellie seemed practically giddy as she undressed with a few tugs of her dress down her ample curves.  
 
    Despite the musk of cum that hung about the elf, Alyndra found Nellie quite beautiful. The countless fuckings had done nothing to diminish her allure, instead only making it seem wilder. Nellie got down on her hand sand knees, her plump bottom swishing from side to side as if she had a tail as she crawled between Alyndra’s legs.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm, it has been too long since I’ve been with a woman,” giggled Nellie. “I used to be with Beatrix all the time. Now… the goblins don’t give me much of a chance.” 
 
    “But you love it,” noted Alyndra, watching Nellie crawl closer to her pussy.  
 
    “Yes, it’s true,” giggled Nellie. “Their little cocks feel so good and sometimes they let their big pet wolves have their way with me. Those feel really nice.” 
 
    Alyndra swallowed hard, remembering one of her few encounters with a waarg’s knot.  
 
    “Yes, well, that is supposed to be punishment,” said Alyndra, stroking Nellie’s head. “But enough wagging your tongue, Nellie. Put it to use. Here…” 
 
    “Mmmm, yes, mistress,” crooned Nellie, leaning her head down and sticking out her pink tongue. 
 
    Bliss. Rapturous bliss. Alyndra almost remembered what it was like to be a free woman as Nellie kissed, and tongued, and sucked Alyndra’s delicate cunt. The plump elf was incredibly eager to please and soon enough Alyndra had her legs wrapped around Nellie’s head and was grinding her slick cunt against the plump elf’s face.  
 
    One orgasm followed another. And another. Nellie’s fingers eagerly probed and pumped. Her tongue explored lower, licking at Alyndra’s ass. She even offered some of her milk to Alyndra, though the slave hunter refused, thinking the milk belonged to the goblins. 
 
    By the time the candle had burned down to a stump, Nellie had made Alyndra cum so many times that her abdominal muscles were aching. The wick finally sizzled out in the molten wax with Alyndra on her face and breasts, her ass in the air, three fingers in her pussy and Nellie’s tongue deep inside her ass. That tongue slid out. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Nellie. “Gotta go now. The next goblin is waiting for me.” 
 
    “You are skilled,” admitted Alyndra. “I should like to see you again.” 
 
    “It’s a long list, but I’d be happy to come back,” giggled Nellie. They shared a deep kiss before Nellie departed from the tent, leaving Alyndra to stroke one final unfinished orgasm from her clit with her deft fingers. 
 
    While Alyndra waited for another rendezvous with Nellie, her daily idleness continued. She was almost relieved when Daggar, one of the trainers, asked her to supervise the training of Mishanna. The deep elf was almost the opposite of Nellie. Though equally beautiful, the silver-eyed elf was hostile to almost any goblin and required a double strength collar and potion just to tame her hostility. When she was ordered to pleasure the goblins she did so in a half-hearted way that left many complaining. 
 
    “Get her into shape,” warned Boss Gavak, “or I’ll sell her off to the lizards. They don’t care if the warmblood enjoys it or not. They take their pleasure through force.” 
 
    “Is that what you want?” demanded Alyndra, yanking on Mishanna’s dark hair. “You want to be face-fucked and ass-fucked by lizard men in some swamp?” 
 
    Mishanna bared her teeth in anger but said nothing. Alyndra twisted her hand in the elf’s hair and pulled her down to her knees on the ground. 
 
    “Dunno if I break this one,” said Daggar. “She tough.” 
 
    “Do not speak such doubts in front of her,” hissed Alyndra.  
 
    Daggar was a fat, bumbling oaf of a trainer. One of the worst. He had probably been commanded to train Mishanna because the others had failed and did not want to risk Boss Gavak’s wrath.  
 
    “You help me,” said Daggar, his brow furrowed with worry. “You do training.” 
 
    “Do you command it?” asked Alyndra. 
 
    “Yeah! I command! You train purple skin elf!” Daggar folded his arms across his flabby chest like he had thought of this himself. 
 
    “Of course, master,” said Alyndra, feeling a twitch of obedience despite her contempt for Daggar. 
 
    She set upon Mishanna with every talent for pain and humiliation she could muster. Her goal was not to harm Mishanna in any way that left lasting marks, but to break her down into a mewling, submissive cum slut for the goblins. Alyndra tortured her nipples with clamps and uses chains between them to form a harness. She rode Mishanna’s back through the goblin village and smacked the deep on her big round bottom any time she stopped. The goblins laughed and joked and jeered at Mishanna. 
 
    Alyndra rode her back up the hillside to the cold spring that bubbled in the cherry grove. She brought Daggar over and commanded Mishanna, “Suck! Please him!” 
 
    Mishanna twisted her head away. No amount of hair pulling on her nipple torture could persuade her to suck the fat goblin’s pathetic little cock.  
 
    “See! She no obey!” said Daggar. “Maybe I fuck her instead.” 
 
    “One moment,” said Alyndra. “She will obey.” 
 
    Alyndra leaned her lips down to the deep elf’s ear. She whispered hotly, “I will drown your head in this spring until you are passed out. Then I’ll hold your head in my hands and make you suck him. You’ll wake up drinking goblin cum. But if you stay awake, you can spit it out.” 
 
    “Fuck you, elf traitor,” hissed Mishanna.  
 
    “I serve Gavak and the other goblins. I am loyal and faithful to them. Not to you or any other elves.” She whispered low and dangerous in Mishanna’s ear. “Now suck him off or I’ll push your head into the water. And I’ll keep doing it with every goblin in that village. Again and again until you learn your lesson. Are you as stupid as you are stubborn?” 
 
    Mishanna uttered a deep elf curse that Alyndra could not understand. Alyndra motioned Daggar closer. He wagged his cock in Mishanna’s face. He dragged it back and forth across her pinched lips. Alyndra sat on Mishanna’s back and yanked the deep elf’s long hair. 
 
    “Suck!” she commanded. 
 
    And Mishanna, for all her resistance, finally obeyed. Her lips parted and she let out a disgusted groan as Daggar began fucking her mouth. Thrusting and jiggling his belly as he laughed with glee. It wasn’t long before he let out a grunt of pleasure and spilled his yellowish seed into Mishanna’s mouth. The cum dripped down her chin as tears glistened in the silvery eyes of the deep elf.  
 
    “Lick clean,” commanded Daggar. 
 
    Mishanna hesitated but obeyed the moment Alyndra tugged her hair. Soon she was licking and slurping on the little goblin prick. And soon after that, Daggar was pounding his cock into her wobbling ass, feeling up Alyndra’s breasts and giving the slave hunter sloppy kisses that she hated but reciprocated. 
 
    The training session with Daggar and Mishanna went long. Alyndra was exhausted and limping slightly from the effort when she finally staggered back to her tent. She could hear the goblins laughing and celebrating as the males of the entire village were having their fun with Nellie and the broken deep elf by the bonfire. Nellie was laughing and moaning wantonly, but after a while Alyndra could even hear Mishanna crying out with pleasure. 
 
    The next morning, Boss Gavak summoned Alyndra to his quarters. He was wallowing in his private bath, a huge wooden tub stolen from some human settlement and overflowing with soapy water. Nellie was washing his shoulders and back with her lathered breasts. Mishanna was sitting in the tub with him, between his legs, resting her back against his bloated green belly, his arms draped around her and hands idly fondling her tits. Mishanna’s eyes were lidded with pleasure when Alyndra entered, but those silvery crescents slowly opened to stare at the slave hunter. 
 
    “You do good for me, Alyndra,” groaned Gavak, pinching and tugging at Mishanna’s nipples and eliciting a hiss from the violet-skinned elf. “You bring me girls and then you break them when goblins fail.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” said Alyndra, kneeling and bowing her head. “I live to serve your desires and your commands.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmrrrrhhhmm,” he hummed and chortled. He leaned his head over Mishanna’s shoulder and coaxed her into a long, tongue-twisting kiss. When he was satisfied, he pushed her away and slowly heaved his jiggling plumpness out of the tub. Mishanna slid forward on the wave of soapy water and Nellie flopped backwards out of the tub.  
 
    “Now, you help me with something else,” said Gavak. He heaved one fat leg out of the tub and then the other. His body glistening. Soap spilling down his thighs. His green prick jutting out. “I already made baby with Nellie.” 
 
    “And it was sooooo good,” giggled Nellie, rubbing her flat tummy.  
 
    “And I make baby with Mishanna too.” 
 
    Mishanna looked unhappy about the proposition but did not offer any rebuttal. Gavak continued. 
 
    “Tonight, I make baby with another.” 
 
    Gavak waddled over to a beaded curtain and drew it back to reveal the heap of furs that served as his bed. Beatrix knelt in the center of the bed, her toned body nude and oiled. Her collar was gleaming and her glazed eyes were a match for her submissive smile. 
 
    “You have broken her, master?” asked Alyndra. 
 
    “Yes, I break her good,” said Gavak, walking to the bed and caressing Beatrix’s head. She pressed against his touch. She kissed his fingers and reached for his cock. “You see? She ready.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, master, I’m ready,” cooed Beatrix, grasping his green cock and stuffing it into her mouth. She began to moan and slurp on him, her pert breasts quivering with the movement of her head.  
 
    “Come to me,” growled Gavak, looking over at Alyndra. “Come. Share your master’s bed with human.” 
 
    She climbed onto the bed uncertainly. She was eager to obey him, certainly, but there was something different about Gavak. Some evil gleam in his beady red eyes.  
 
    “Yes, pretty girls,” groaned Gavak, cradling Alyndra beside Beatrix. He pressed their faces close together and made them kiss. Neither girl resisted and soon their lips and tongues were meeting over and beneath the bulbous tip of Gavak’s cock. They slurped and sucked and soon their kisses were flavored with the oozing saltiness of the fat goblin’s precum. 
 
    Obedient mouths were not enough to satisfy the goblin. He shoved them both down onto the bed and commanded Alyndra, “Lick the human.” 
 
    “Y-yes, master,” panted Alyndra, crawling between Beatrix’s creamy thighs to the shorn mound of her cunt. Her pussy was absolutely dripping and as Alyndra leaned down and tasted those slick folds, she distinctly tasted the familiar thickness of fresh goblin cum. She was not deterred by the taste. She tongued deep into that creamy cunt, licking and eliciting soft gasps of pleasure from Beatrix. 
 
    As Alyndra licked, her shapely bottom was in the air with her loincloth hanging down the crack of her ass and barely covering her pussy. 
 
    Gavak moved behind Alyndra. He caressed her hips and yanked aside her loincloth. The slave hunter gasped against Beatrix’s cunt as she felt Gavak’s fingers stroke her pussy. A moment later, she felt his cock rubbing at her aching entrance. 
 
    “Master?” she gasped over her shoulder. 
 
    “Time is here,” growled Gavak, grabbing her hips tightly and thrusting into her. She howled with pleasure as he sunk the full length of his cock into her tight elf cunny. He groaned with pleasure and declared, “Tonight, my dear, I breed you.” 
 
    “Mmm? Me?” Alyndra looked back at him uncertainly. Gavak was fucking her with hard, urgent strokes. His bollocks smacked against her clit each time he hilted inside her fluttering pussy. 
 
    “Yes, is right,” roared Gavak, pounding hard and fast into Alyndra. “You real prize. The others? I trade them or sell them. They good for fuck, but not like you. You are precious. You make… hhnnnnnn… great warrrrrrioorrrrrr!” 
 
    He bellowed with pleasure, hilting his twitching cock in Alyndra’s slick pussy. She cried out in reply as she felt his cock twitching against her clutching inner walls. A moment later, a flood of cum was on its way to Alyndra’s womb. She took spurt after spurt of hot goblin spunk and knew with absolute certainty that she had just been bred by Gavak. 
 
    Her cries of ecstasy were muffled as Gavak shoved her face down against Beatrix’s creamy cunt. 
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    The Fate of Slaves 
 
      
 
    Katja’s Servitude 
 
      
 
    “Skirt up,” said the king.  
 
    His lovely young wife lifted the long skirt up her slender legs to reveal the mound of her cunt tufted with pale gold. Her buttocks revealed to the others seated along the two sides of the massive dining tables. Nobility from all around the kingdom gathered for these weekly feasts. Each a chance for the former baron to gloat over his victory and to parade and humiliate his young and beautiful wife. 
 
    And Katja, owing her to her conditioning, enjoyed every moment of it. She belonged to her fat husband, his willing plaything. His masochistic puppet. 
 
    “Have a seat, my dear,” chuckled the king, caressing Katja’s thighs with his fat, heavily-ringed fingers. She moaned submissively as she slid her bum onto the table and parted her legs wide for him. He pressed a hand to her chest and commanded, “Lay back now.” 
 
    She sprawled on the table, legs apart, arms wide, her cunt bare and blushing, her face hot with humiliation. Her hair, grown long, hung over the far side of the table. She looked up at an inverted world from the table. The arched ceiling of the feast hall. Her friends and acquaintances on the court. The embarrassed wives and staring husbands. Brave knights and insatiable courtesans watching as the king’s servant brought over a bowl of white cream and began to ladle it onto her cunt.  
 
    “No finer dessert,” said the king as dishes with a similar concoction were placed before every guest. “Enjoy, my chef calls it the ‘sweet clouds of heaven’ and he is not wrong.” 
 
    Then, with a growl of hunger, the king brought his fat face down to Katja’s cream-covered mound. He slurped the cherry from the top and began to lick the cream away. Dollops smearing his face as his tongue pressed through the dessert and to the hot folds of Katja’s young cunny. She cried out with pleasure, bucking her hips. Giggling. Feeling the hot lashes of her husband’s tongue against her clit. 
 
    He licked and slurped and began to fuck her with his fingers. He drove her mad with pleasure, only stopping once to reach up and yank open her corset. Her firm tits bounced free and a few of the guests gasped. Then, with a loud, slurping lick, he drove Katja over the edge. Making her cum. Making her fill the dining hall with her shameful howls of ecstasy. 
 
    Later in the evening, after brandy and cigars, the king reclined in his study with his closes friends. Katja attended him, clad only in stockings and garters, kneeling upon a velvet pillow beside his chair. He stroked her head like his favorite cat and she took his prick in her mouth. Bobbing gently. Sucking softly. 
 
    “It is important to properly train a woman,” said the king. “If they think they can simply be your equal then what is the point? To have them around for conversation?”  
 
    He snorted with amusement. His friends chuckled. All except Ser Eddric, who Katja knew was against the king’s beliefs about women. Katja hated the man. How could he know? She loved her master, the king. She savored every moment with him. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she moaned around his cock, in total agreement with her husband. 
 
    “That’s right, my dear,” groaned the king, leaning back in his chair so he could properly see his lap over his immense belly. “You always say the wisest things when my cock is in your mouth. Dolanth, would you like to fuck her arse while she sucks me?” 
 
    “Your Majesty,” said the gaunt bishop as he stepped forward and bowed his head. He began to untie his cassock. “It would be my honor.” 
 
    “Good, good,” chuckled the king. He motioned to a serving girl. “Fetch some elf butter from the kitchen. Something nice to grease the bishop’s cock while he fucks Katja’s ass.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” moaned Katja agreeably around the king’s cock. 
 
    “The world is mine,” said the king, reclining contentedly in the chair. “And everything and everyone is here for my amusement.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, Your Majesty,” said Dolanth, smearing elf butter down the length of his slender cock before feeding it unceremoniously up Katja’s ass. 
 
    She whimpered and took her husband into her throat, burying her face in his groin, eyes watering as she swallowed around him.  
 
    “Gooood girl,” he said, cradling her head. “What a good girl.” 
 
    With Dolanth pounding into her pink pucker and her husband fucking her throat, it was not long before the submissive beauty was cumming. Her muffled cries of pleasure and her wanton sucking and fucking had all the other men in the room wanking their cocks. With a final groan of pleasure, her husband buried his thick cock in her throat and pumping her belly full of his hot cum. Dolanth joined him, spurting his hot seed straight up her ass. The others soon joined them, showering her in hot, sticky streams of cum. 
 
    She finally leaned back on her knees, dripping cum from her ass and drenched in several loads of spunk. She licked her husband’s load from her lips. 
 
    “I live to serve you, my king,” she said, looking up at him adoringly. 
 
    “And you serve me so well,” he said, caressing her cheek and filling her with more joy than she had ever known in her life. 
 
    Soon enough, she knew, her belly would begin to swell with his heir and her breasts would grow heavy with milk. She had no doubt her master would fine new uses for such delights.  
 
      
 
    Faylana’s Obedience 
 
      
 
    The crash of the tray of blood tea upon the marble floor sent a spike of pure terror through Faylana’s body. She was dressed in nothing but a few leather straps that covered her nipples, her mound, and joined between her thighs to reach around and thong her plump buttocks. She was on full display, her body marked with the spidery tattoo of her mistress and her slender neck collared with a new jingling bell choker.  
 
    Faylana had bringing a service of blood tea in for Lady Iotha Syl-Taar and her three guests. They were merchants from the moon elf clans visiting to make a trade for deep silver. Wealthy, but without rank among the deep elves. That made them prime opportunities for Lady Iotha to show off her favorite plaything. And Faylana’s clumsiness provided the perfect excuse for Lady Iotha to be as cruel as she wanted in punishing Faylana. 
 
    “On your knees, you stupid cow!” screamed Lady Iotha, rising from her chair. “Apologize to my guests.” 
 
    “Forgive me, sirs,” said Faylana, dropping to her knees among the spilled red tea and groveling before the men.  
 
    The white-haired, gray-skinned elves looked at her impassively. They were neither sympathetic nor interested in her apologies. 
 
    “I was rather thirsty,” said one of the merchants. 
 
    “Do you hear that, cow?” said Lady Iotha, backhanding Faylana across the cheek. “Go over there and give him a taste of your milk. See if that quenches his thirst.” 
 
    “Y-yes, mistress,” said Faylana, tears stinging in her eyes as she crawled over to the man and slowly rose to her feet.  
 
    She stood beside his chair and pulled the rightmost leather strap aside to expose her thick nipple and pale pink areola. The moon elf merchant wet his lips and tilted back ahead as Faylana leaned her huge right breast down to his face. His arm encircled her waist as he engulfed her nipple in his mouth and began to suck. 
 
    “Ooohhhh,” cried the submissive elf as she felt the warm milk gushing from her nipple. 
 
    “Ass out, my stupid, clumsy elf cow,” commanded Lady Iotha, tapping Faylana on her buttocks. “I will punish you while you let our guest drink. If any of our other visitors should like to quench their thirst they are welcome to suck from her other udder. I am told her milk is delicious. I cannot stand sweets personally.” 
 
    One of the other moon elf merchants shrugged and scooted his chair closer to Falyana’s other side. She drew her strap out of the way and the man quickly latched to her other breast. Soon she had two very thirsty elves suckling from her laden tits.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she moaned, pinching her lips together to stifle any sound of pleasure lest her mistress hear her. 
 
    “Look at you, you shameful milker,” sneered Lady Iotha. “That ass stays fat no matter how I make you work. I think I shall put another brand on it. But for now… my hand will have to do.” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    Lady Iotha’s hand collided with Faylana’s smooth bottom. The elf could not stifle a whimper of pain that radiated into her core as more heat. 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh, mistress, forgive me,” moaned Faylana. 
 
    “Only when you are in tears! Only when you understand how you have embarrassed your mistress!” 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    The spanking came rapidly, pain shooting through Faylana’s body with each impact and then her ass left hot and throbbing with the pain of the blows. There was no escape from it. From the maddening sucking of the greedy moon elf merchants and the fury of her mistress. 
 
    “You need more than a spanking,” declared Lady Iotha, growing slightly out of breath from the vigorous spanking. “Kylitha! Fetch me my pearl sword!” 
 
    Kylitha, another of Lady Iotha’s slave servants, hurried from the room and returned moments later with a strap-on cock carved from pearl. The moon elves stopped suckling from Faylana’s breasts and sat back to watch what happened next. Lady Iotha drew her skirt up her slender legs and belted her cock above her panties. She tightened the straps and the pearly cock stuck out from her mound almost as though it was her actual cock. She grabbed Faylana’s ass with one hand and with the other she teased the head of her pearl cock against Faylana’s slit.  
 
    “Forgive me, gentlemen,” said Lady Iotha, “but I must fuck this careless girl to teach her a lesson. Enjoy yourselves, if you would like.” 
 
    The moon elves took Lady Iotha up on her offer, opening their trousers and beginning to wank their cocks as Lady Iotha thrust her own pearly prick into Faylana’s quivering quim. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, mistress!” cried Faylana as Lady Iotha hilted inside her. The fucking was hard and fast and relentless. Faylana bent over, her tits bouncing with each thrust from Lady Iotha, her gaze drawn to the laps of her three-elf audience. Soon, Faylana was cumming, and so were her guests. They sprayed out messes of cum as Faylana howled with knee-shaking ecstasy. Lady Iotha punished her for a seeming eternity, forcing Faylana to come three times. Four. Cummming again and again and howling with pleasure as she bent over the table. Her ass aching from her spanking and her cunt gripping Lady Iotha’s thrusting cock.  
 
    The hard fucking finally turned Faylana’s legs to Jelly and she slid off the cock and down to her knees. That only gave Lady Iotha an excuse to step in front of her and turn around, pushing her firm, round ass into Faylana’s face.  
 
    “Lick, my lovely cow,” commanded Lady Iotha, reaching back to grab a handful of Faylana’s hair. She pulled Faylana against her ass. “Eat my ass, you filthy little slut. Lick my tight… ohhhhhhh… that’s more like it.” 
 
    Thus, Faylana spent her afternoon licking Lady Iotha’s ass while a trio of horny moon elves watched and enjoyed the show. It hardly felt like punishment to Faylana. 
 
    Humiliation and abuse were simply her daily routine.  
 
      
 
    The Slave Auction and the New Masters 
 
      
 
    Gavak sold them in Shaddobar, where such things were permitted even among the humans. The desert oasis was crowded with nomads and visiting human merchants, pirates, monsters, and even other slavers. They all wanted to see the prime catch of Boss Gavak. The goblin who had tamed the elf called Slaver’s Bane. And the crowd was not disappointed with his offering. Fourteen slaves in all, including three personal slaves. 
 
    Nellie sold first, to Quazzarak, a gnome outlaw and wizard from the deep wastes of the desert. Mishanna was sold to an orc from the Red Sands Clan. Thok was his name and he was a much-feared war leader. Beatrix was the last to be sold. The beautiful human did not command the same high price as the more exotic elves. She sold to Sharrash, a red-skinned lizardman tribal leader who wanted a new bodyguard.  
 
    Alyndra watched them being sold and felt a slight twinge of fear that Gavak might see the incredible profits he was making and decided to sell her as well. She was beginning to remember dangerous things about her life before joining the goblins. It came mostly in her sleep, making her unsure how much was merely dreams and how much was real.  
 
    But she was beginning to suspect that she hated the father of the pups growing in her belly. She stroked the growing bulge of her abdomen and thought of the goblins inside her. The shaman assured her there were four and they were healthy and big for goblins. Boss Gavak was overjoyed and so was Alydnra, after a fashion. 
 
    While Alyndra was trying to remember her past lives, the three prize slaves sold at the auction were beginning their new lives. 
 
    It took little time for Nellie to adapt to being Quazzarak’s slave. The gnome treated her terribly as he marched her across the wastes to his secret cave where he studied forbidden magics.  
 
    Quazzarak took cruel pleasures from Nellie’s body, delighting in torture as much as his own sexual satisfaction. He marked her with tattoos both magical and mundane. He used her magical abilities to power dangerous rituals. And he even offered her womb to an imp as part of a deal of servitude. Nellie never complained or refused Quazzarak’s commands. She was a perfect, obedient slave and she delighted him with her sweet demeanor after a long day of working forbidden magics. 
 
    Mishanna, on the other hand, found an interesting arrangement with her master. Thok was willful and tough even for his kind and he wanted a slave and lover who would not bend easily to his will. He found his match in Mishanna. She obeyed him when he demanded it, but she would spar with him and engage in wagering with him. When he beat her in a sparring match he would exact some price, be it a rough assfucking or a new brand on her violet-tinged flesh.  
 
    It was not long before Mishanna was pregnant with Thok’s child and participating in raids and battles alongside her master. She savored her new life and perhaps enjoyed it most of all whenever she lost a wager and received some new punishment from the orc. Her body was covered in battle scars and crude orc tattoos, but there was no questioning her dangerous beauty. 
 
    Beatrix, on the other hand, found a cruel master in Sharrash. He looked down on humans and enjoyed abusing her and making her pleasure him. She obeyed him completely, as she had learned the value of total submission. Sharrash faced many competitors among his tribe and Beatrix’s skill as a swordswoman were constantly put to the test as she protected her master’s life.  
 
    When Beatrix was not killing Sharrash’s rivals, she was serving him in other ways. She bathed him and pleasured the ugly lizardman. He kept her naked day and night. Her skin turned a deep bronze and her hair bleached in the sun. She massaged him, sucked him, and fucked him at his whim. Sharrash sought no mate with a human slave, but Beatrix found a mate of her own with Kashath, Sharrash’s blood mage. The white-scaled lizardman took a liking to Beatrix and she found herself attracted to the cruel blood mage. She shared his bed. She shared her secrets. And, in time, he claimed her womb.  
 
    One day soon, Sharrash might be assassinated by Kashath. Perhaps Beatrix would even do the killing for her lover. Until then, she was the chief’s faithful lover. 
 
    The weeks became long months. Alyndra remained with Boss Gavak. She continued to hunt slaves for him until she was huge with his pups. Her master and lover had told her enough that she had pieces her entire life together. She had been betrayed by Gavak. Enslaved by him and tricked into hunting others for him. 
 
    She might have killed him had she remembered this in the first few weeks of her captivity. But that time had come and gone. She loved Boss Gavak. She looked forward to every moment she spent with him, whether it was on his war council or in his bed. And then there were the pups in her belly. 
 
    She had no intention of depriving them of a father, even if it meant spending the rest of her life in bondage. She would adapt. She would serve. 
 
    And Gavak and his tribe would prosper. 
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