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The stench hit Gareth first – a musky, earthy odor mingled with the cloying sweetness of decaying vegetation. He wrinkled his nose, his hand instinctively drifting to the pommel of his sword. He'd been tracking this pack of Razorboars for three days, and their trail had led him deep into this fetid glade, a place where sunlight struggled to penetrate the dense canopy. The air hung heavy and still, thick with the buzz of unseen insects. The sounds of the forest, previously a comforting symphony, now seemed muted, watchful.

Gareth was no stranger to danger. He'd faced down gargantuan spiders in the Crystal Caves, battled bloodthirsty gnolls in the Sunken City, and even traded insults with a grumpy dragon on Mount Cinder. He was a seasoned adventurer, his muscles honed from years of combat, his senses sharpened by constant vigilance. But this glade... this place felt different. It felt wrong.

He pushed forward, his boots sinking into the soft, spongy earth. The Razorboar trail had vanished, swallowed by the dense undergrowth. He cursed under his breath. He needed those hides – the winter was coming, and his coin purse was looking thinner than a goblin's beard.

A flicker of movement caught his eye. A flash of green, disappearing behind a tangle of vines. Gareth froze, his hand tightening on his sword. Razorboars were dangerous, but they weren't subtle. This was something else.

He crept forward, his senses on high alert. The musky scent grew stronger, now laced with a hint of something else... something sweet and intoxicating, like exotic flowers blooming in the heart of a swamp. He pushed aside the vines, and his breath caught in his throat.

It wasn't Razorboars.

It was a lamia settlement.

A cluster of huts, woven from branches and leaves, nestled amongst the trees. But it wasn't the architecture that captured his attention – it was the inhabitants. Lamias. Beautiful, serpentine women, their upper bodies human, their lower bodies the scaled coils of giant snakes.

He'd heard tales of lamias, of course. Every adventurer had. Seductive monsters, they were called. Man-eaters. But the stories hadn't prepared him for this. For the sheer, breathtaking beauty of these creatures.

One lamia, her scales a shimmering emerald green, lounged on a moss-covered rock, her breasts bare, her long black hair cascading down her shoulders. Another, her scales a deep sapphire blue, strummed a harp, the melody haunting and sensual. A third, her scales a fiery crimson red, sharpened her claws on a fallen log, her eyes gleaming with predatory intensity.

They were all beautiful, all alluring... and all watching him.

Gareth stood frozen, unsure of what to do. He could try to fight his way out, but there were at least a dozen lamias in the clearing, and he doubted his sword skills were a match for their combined strength and hypnotic powers. He could try to reason with them, but the stories he'd heard painted them as cruel and capricious.

As if reading his thoughts, the emerald-scaled lamia smiled, a slow, seductive curve of her lips. "Welcome, adventurer," she purred, her voice like velvet. "We've been expecting you."

Gareth swallowed hard. "Expecting me? I just stumbled in here by accident."

The sapphire-scaled lamia chuckled, the sound like tinkling bells. "Accident or destiny, it matters not. You are here now, and we have plans for you."

The crimson-scaled lamia rose to her full height, her eyes locking onto Gareth's. "You are strong, adventurer," she said, her voice a low growl. "We can smell the blood of monsters on your blade. But strength alone will not save you here."

Gareth tensed, his hand tightening on his sword. "What do you want?"

The emerald-scaled lamia slithered off the rock, her coils moving with mesmerizing grace. She approached Gareth, her eyes never leaving his. "We want... to ease your suffering."

Gareth frowned. "My suffering? I'm not suffering."

The lamias exchanged knowing glances. The sapphire-scaled lamia stopped playing her harp, the silence amplifying the tension in the air. The crimson-scaled lamia took a sinuous slide forward, her scales clinking against the ground.

"You are a man," the emerald-scaled lamia said, her voice soft but insistent. "And a strong one. Your body is full of... venom. It poisons you, makes you restless, aggressive. We can help you release it."

Gareth's frown deepened. "Venom? What are you talking about?"

The emerald-scaled lamia stopped just inches from him, her breath ghosting across his cheek. He could smell her now – that intoxicating blend of musk and exotic flowers, a scent that was both arousing and unnerving.

"We know what you carry within you, adventurer," she whispered, her eyes locking onto his. "We can feel the pressure building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter. Let us ease your pain. Let us drain your venom."

As she spoke, Gareth felt a strange sensation in his groin. A tingling, a throbbing... an undeniable stirring of arousal. He cursed inwardly. Of all the times to get a hard-on, it had to be now, surrounded by a group of seductive, man-eating lamias.

He tried to ignore it, to focus on the danger he was in, but the emerald-scaled lamia's hypnotic gaze was making it difficult. Her eyes seemed to penetrate his mind, to see his deepest desires, his most secret fantasies.

And then, the sapphire-scaled lamia began to sing.

Her voice was like liquid silk, flowing over him, caressing his senses. The melody was slow, sensual, weaving a spell of relaxation and desire. He felt his muscles loosen, his inhibitions melt away.

And his cock grew harder.

The lamias gasped, their eyes widening with a mixture of concern and... hunger. The crimson-scaled lamia took another step forward, her claws extended.

"He suffers!" she hissed. "We must act quickly!"

Before Gareth could react, the emerald-scaled lamia reached out and grabbed his crotch, her fingers closing around his engorged member.

"Fear not, adventurer," she purred, her voice a hypnotic caress. "We will ease your suffering. We will drain your venom."

And then, she lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

His mind exploded. The combination of the lamia's touch, her hypnotic gaze, and the sapphire-scaled lamia's enchanting song was overwhelming. He forgot about the danger, forgot about the Razorboars, forgot about everything but the exquisite pleasure that was coursing through his body.

The emerald-scaled lamia was a master of her craft. She knew exactly how to tease him, how to torment him, how to drive him to the brink of madness. Her lips and tongue worked their magic, sucking, licking, and swirling, sending shivers down his spine.

He groaned, his hands clenching into fists. He wanted to push her away, to regain control, but he couldn't. He was lost, drowning in a sea of sensation.

The sapphire-scaled lamia's song grew more intense, the melody building to a crescendo. The crimson-scaled lamia circled him, her eyes gleaming with predatory anticipation.

And then, the emerald-scaled lamia began to deepthroat him.

He gasped, his body arching involuntarily. He'd never experienced anything like this before. She took him down, inch by agonizing inch, until he felt the back of her throat against his balls. He could barely breathe, his head spinning, his vision blurring.

The sapphire-scaled lamia hit a high note, her voice shattering the silence like a bolt of lightning. The crimson-scaled lamia lunged forward, her claws raking down his back.

And Gareth came.

His body convulsed, his muscles contracted, and he emptied his seed into the lamia's throat. A thunderous release, a surge of pleasure, an eruption so complete that it obliterated every thought and care. For a moment, he was nothing but sensation, lost to the world, an infinity of climax that he thought might consume him entirely. The lamia's lips never faltered, never slowed, coaxing him, drawing every last burst of his essence into herself. She held him there, relentless, unyielding, ensuring that he had nothing left to give.

The emerald-scaled lamia swallowed it all, her eyes closing in ecstasy. A soft moan escaped her lips, a sound of pure satisfaction, resonant and deep, a note of triumph, and delight that mingled with the last echoes of Gareth's release. She seemed to savor the taste, to relish the moment, her body shivering with pleasure, her scales glittering in the dappled light. The other lamias watched, their gazes fixated on Gareth and their sister, their expressions a mix of envy and anticipation, their serpentine forms tightening with excitement.

As his orgasm subsided, Gareth collapsed, his legs giving way beneath him. The emerald-scaled lamia supported him, her strong arms holding him close.

The sapphire-scaled lamia's song softened, the melody now gentle and soothing. The crimson-scaled lamia slithered back, her claws retracting.

Gareth lay there, panting, his body trembling, his mind reeling. He'd been drained, emptied, completely and utterly spent.

But he also felt... strangely good.

The emerald-scaled lamia smiled, her eyes filled with genuine warmth. "See, adventurer?" she purred. "You are no longer suffering. Your venom is gone."

Gareth looked around at the lamias, his gaze lingering on their beautiful faces, their serpentine bodies. He still didn't fully understand what had happened, but he knew one thing for sure: he was no longer in danger.

Gareth lay there, panting, his body trembling, his mind reeling. He'd been drained, emptied, completely and utterly spent. The emerald-scaled lamia, whose name he now learned was Lyra, supported him, her strong arms holding him close. Her scales, cool and smooth against his skin, were a welcome contrast to the heat that still coursed through his veins. Her more than ample breasts soothed him in ways he didn’t know needed soothing as they rested their full weight upon his chest.

He looked around at the other lamias. Sapphira, the harpist, smiled serenely, her eyes filled with a gentle understanding. Rubia, the crimson-scaled warrior, licked her claws, her gaze still predatory, but now tinged with a hint of... respect?

"What... what just happened?" Gareth stammered, his voice hoarse.

Lyra chuckled, a low, throaty sound that vibrated against his chest. "We eased your suffering, adventurer. We drained your venom."

"My... venom?" Gareth frowned, trying to make sense of it all. "You mean... my cum?"

The lamias exchanged amused glances. "We have our own ways of understanding such things," Sapphira said, her voice like liquid silk. "But yes, in your terms, we relieved you of your... seed."

"But... why?" Gareth asked, still confused. "Why would you do that?"

"Because we could see your pain," Rubia said, her voice surprisingly soft. "We could



































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
s -
/f)
‘ \,g//f /,/

M@ ﬂgxu Breedi @@ “ad

?'. [/

A

MRCATEET e





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





