The Goddess of the Forrest

By the High Priest of Dagon


Conan of Cimmeria squatted by the great bonfire with the forrest men he had fallen into company with. The great warrior had been traveling east, away from Aquilonia, when he had encountered these local men in the forest. They were hunters trying to bring in a final supply of meat for the coming winter. He had hunted with them at their invitation and now the Cimmerian lounged by their bonfire, listening to them tell stories and sing songs, glad of the company. He listened with only half an ear until he heard the oldest of the men begin a story about a rare sword hidden deep in these vary woods.


“Wait,” Conan said, sitting forward, “what were you saying about a rare sword?”


“Not a rare sword,” said the older man, a smile quirking his beard, “ a magical one. In the heart of this forrest lies a dais, and on it lies a sword capable of securing victory for any man who wields it,” here the old man leaned in and in a low conspiratorial voice whispered, “however the sword is guarded by the goddess of this forrest, and all of her servants. Any man wishing to take the sword must defeat them.”


Conan sat thoughtful, then asked the oldest of the hunters, “Have you seen the sword?” 


“No,” he replied with a shake of his head, “But I have seen the ruins of the temple where the sword lays upon it's dais. I snuck there as a boy, and did not dare go inside for I felt a presence lurking inside,” the old man shuddered and then continued, looking directly in the eyes of Conan. “If you wish to go to these ruins, Great Conan, I will take you. I have heard of your strength and your deeds, but I warn you the Goddess of the forrest is not to be taken lightly.”


Conan snorted, “I have never feared any God, nor have I ever met anything cold steel could not slay,” he leapt up and readied his gear.


Within an hour he an the old man had moved through the dark, primeval forrest to where the old temple stood. In the moonlight it looked truly terrible, a dark thing from an age long gone, an age perhaps before humans built anything of the sort. 


“I leave you hear Conan,” the old man said quietly, “If you survive I should be happy to hear the tale, but I will not go any further.”

“I thank you for your guidance, take care,” this was all Conan said before he slipped away. He silently and swiftly darted across the clearing like a panther and began to climb the great steps leading into the temple through an arched doorway, he great bronzed muscles carrying him effortlessly and silently. In the great doorway he stopped and slowed his pace.


He entered the temple cautiously, and there in the center of the room glowed the great sword the old man had spoken of. Conan crept over and examined the blade, beautiful and elegant with a handle worked in gold and jewels. As he reached for it he heard a girlish titter behind him, the sound echoing oddly and he stopped. Lighting quick he spun around and there in the hall was a woman. She giggled again and Conan suddenly realized that what he mistaken for an echo was actually other giggle as he saw at least four other women behind the first. They were all naked and incredibly proportioned, with broad hips and large round breasts. In the moonlight their skin and hair seemed slightly green and Conan stood memorized at their beauty. The foremost of them was the most impressive, her hips and ass rounded beyond anything the barbarian had ever seen before and her breasts were like small mountains, each easily bigger than he head by no small margin. 


“So,” said the lead one, “You have come to try and steal my sword. Do not try to lift it for until we are beaten, it will not budge,”


Conan did not try for the sword nor did he take out his hunting knife. “So you are the Goddess of this temple? I had not heard you were so lovely,” he let himself relax his guard and smiled at the Goddess, “what do I have to do then, to beat you?”


“Confidence is fine, but do not get ahead of yourself,” the Goddess giggled as did her servants, “In order to claim the sword you must pass a test.”


“And what is this test?”


“You must make each of us Orgasm before you do.”


Conan stood stunned at this, but did not show it. After all it was not often that a challenge from the Gods came in a form such as this. However he steeled himself and readied.


“Very well,” he said, not needing to ask what would be his punishment for failure, as Gods usually only had one punishment in his experience. “I accept your challenge.”


Another titter of giggles greeted this and suddenly Conan was bathed in light. The Dingy stone temple had become a bright forrest glade of soft grasses and leaves and he stood naked in it. He saw the women too and felt a stab of uneasiness. They were more gorgeous in the sunlight than they had been in the temple, their skin a vibrant forest green and their hair a matching green like grass or leaves. He wondered if he could succeed in this task.


Before he could wonder though the first of the forrest women ran up to him. He decide to take the initiative and swept the unresisting nymph off of her feet and on to the grass. He felt the nymph running her smooth hands along his rock hard member and her large breasts pressing against his chest. 'Oh no my pretty one, no cheating' he thought as he swiftly maneuvered himself and entered her with one swift thrust. She cried out and he began to pound her cunt, noticing how her snatch was tighter and warmer than any other he had experienced. However he did not feel that he was losing until he felt her breast heat beneath him. His hands on her generous hips also felt as warmth and he suddenly felt the breasts of the nymph begin to swell out and her hips widen under his hands.


“By Crom!” was all he could say as he could feel himself quicken his thrusts. The experienced of fucking  such a gorgeous woman while her breasts and ass expanded was unbelievably arousing and Conan truly began to fear he would lose. He had made love to countless wenches and whores in the past, but all of them paled in comparison with these women. The body of the one beneath him was softer and smoother than any other woman he had taken and her breasts and hips continued to grow beneath his groping hands. He willed himself not to release and held on as her already enormous tits grew even more massive. However the first nymph did not take long before her felt her spasm under him and she screamed in orgasm. 


Before Conan could catch his breath, he was spun around and off of the first nymphs by a the second one. As he landed on his back, she immediately mounted him and began to ride his throbbing cock. The barbarian watched memorized as her tits too began to swell almost immediately, become more massive while he could feel her warm, soft as smacking larger against his crotch with each thrust. He realized that if he was to win he must resort to more than just plain sex and reached out for a breast with each hand. His large but dextrous hands each began to tease a nipple and he twisted and flicked the now almost toe thick nipples expertly. It did the trick and much sooner than he had expected the nymph climaxed and rolled off of him. 


As he began to fuck the third nymph from behind he found that even though her breasts swelled as much as the others did the barbarian could get no reaction from by playing with them. He soon found her weakness, as he noticed that her ass was larger than the other nymphs and each time his crotch and upper thighs smacked into her ass she moaned from more than just the cock. Soon he began to spank her swelling ass and found it got the reaction he wanted, so he spanked her harder with each thrust until he felt her climax. 


The fourth and final nymph forced him to fuck her standing, holding her up by her bottom while he thrust into her suspended cunt. This was the most challenging yet as he could not tease her nipples or spank her while he held he up and on his cock. Also he breasts swelled faster than the others had, and he found it was harder and harder to not release with the mountains of forrest green tit flesh pressing more and more into his chest. However he managed to beat her by working his large fingers in past her swelling ass and pushing them into her asshole. Her soon began to pump his fingers in and out of her ass along with his cock and just before he felt he could not hold back any longer, she screamed out a climax. 


Conan collapsed as she released him, even his legendary stamina beginning to strain as even the mighty Conan could not hold out long against such a harsh and self-imposed case of blue-balls. All four or the Nymphs ran off into the strange, conjured woods around him and the Goddess approached him. 


“So, does the mighty Conan of Cimmeria think he can handle me?” as she spoke Conan saw her breasts as ass already beginning to swell as she caressed her supernaturally fertile body. 


“No great lady,” Conan gasped, “I cannot. I have failed. Please do away with me.”


She laughed and leaned down, a difficult task given her expanding form, and began to stroke Conan's still stiff member. “Silly man I will not kill you,” she said laughing, “However you will not be allowed the sword, as you did not defeat me. However I will require something from you, as a token of your defeat.”


“What do you wish?” asked the dazed barbarian.


She said nothing, only leaned foreword and placed her tit in Conan's mouth. She squeezed and Conan felt a warm, wonderful liquid flow into his mouth and all at once his energy returned. 


He sprang up and pulled the Goddess under him, her tits still swelling and her making cooing noises as he began to fuck her with a stronger passion than he had shown the nymphs. No tricks or techniques did he use, he only allowed himself to be inspired by the massive, still swelling tits before and against him as he plowed her with a savage fury. He felt himself and her building, building until they both cried out and Conan rolled away from her, truly exhausted. 


He watched curiously however as the Goddess stroked her belly, and amazed he watched it grow and grow till the round dome of her stomach protruded from between her mammoth breasts. 


“By Crom!” was all he could manage, before sleep took him.


Conan awoke in the forrest, and at once knew he was in the temple of the clearing. However when he looked, he saw the temple was gone. Conan looked in vain for awhile more to be sure, shrugged, and then moved on to find new adventure.

