Lire, a black-furred wolf-morph clad in light, black armor, slowly snuck behind the enemy team with his full set of items, ready to flank one of the supports. He heard about the Winter Wyvern taking out minions and slowly gaining power, while also hearing that she was alone on the right side of the map.
“Heh, she’ll be an easy kill…” Lire said as he jumped into a bush, dodging line of sight from Bloodseeker.

He took to the shadows, stealthily moving through the darkness and trees. Soon, he reached the area that she was in. He could also tell by how cool it was. There was a light blue fog in the air, but he also noticed it smelled a little strange… He heard powerful sighs of relief…as well as noises of groaning. He peered out of the bush, seeing the large Winter Wyvern, standing powerfully with her glowing blue, frosty scales and large wings. However, the next thing made Lire both gasp and blush a bit. The sighs of relief were coming from her…because she was farting. Around her, a pile of smaller minions were down, completely knocked out. One last minion fell to his knees, waving his hand in front of his face as he dropped his weapon.

“Too…musky…” it said as it passed out while she chuckled.

“Hmph… No challenge at all… Your weak minds cannot comprehend my smell…” she said triumphantly.

{W-Woah… This chick is insane… This might be harder than I thought…} he thought as she sighed, lifting her tail to release another frosty, blue fart. {The fog is her… O-Oh…}

She tilted her head as her ears twitched.

“Come out, warrior…” she said, looking towards the bush.

Lire jumped out, gripping his sword as he pointed it towards her.

“Y-Your time’s up, Winter Wyvern! You’ve been giving too much support to your team…and I’m here to gank you!” he said.

She chuckled, licking her lips as she used one of her wings to blow some mist towards him, making his head swim a little.

“I know you’ve been eyeing me, little wolf. These minions are nothing…but you have been biding your time, wanting me all to yourself to defeat, correct? Or maybe…submit to…”

Her voice was manipulative and powerful as her eyes glowed as she spread her wings. 

“Am I not beautiful, Lire…?” she said as she farted again, littering the area with more fog.
Lire got a reaction on his map, noticing that it had completely disappeared! He was shocked as he blushed a little more.
“W-What the… My chat…and map…” he said as he glared at her. “A-And, how do you know my name!? This is the first time we’ve met!”
She giggled as she began to glow a little.

“I’ve done my research on you as well… I guess you could say that I’ve found you…useful… But I needed to put myself out here to attract you in… But now I see that you even have a thing for my smell… Hmm… That blush doesn’t lie…”
Lire shook his head as more of the gas seeped into his nose.

“N-Naah… That’s not…true…” he said as she began to glow brighter, lifting into the air.
“Would you like big ones…or small ones, warrior…?” she said as she farted loudly again.
Lire noticed her light was becoming calming and blinding a bit, but her beauty in the air was undeniable. He felt his body slowly relaxing as his sword lowered a bit.
“I…I will…beat you…” Lire said softly as her glow reached maximum brightness.
“Radiance,” she said as a powerful stream of blue gas flew towards Lire, smacking him powerfully in the gut.
He flew back, landing on his back as his sword fell out of his hand. He grunted as his vision seemed to be clouded by blue gas. He lost sight of his sword as he tried to sit up, hearing her chuckling around him.
{Silly warrior… Your strength will be better used serving me… You cannot deny that my smell makes you happy… Blissful… Submissive…} she said in his mind.

Lire held his hand out, shooting an icicle randomly in the fog, hoping to hit her. She chuckled at him as he felt a cold breath against his back.
{Your ice is frigid and deadly… Perfect for a knight… Let me into your mind, my powerful wolf… Let me…CONTROL…you…}
A soft breath of air blew across his face, making his body weaker and his mind softer. In desperation, he rummaged through his pockets to find a Teleport Scroll. He grabbed his last one, holding it weakly in his hand.
“G-Gotta…get back to base…” Lire said as more chuckling was heard around him.
{All of your strength… All of your running…will only lead to one thing…} 

Something hit his scroll out of his hand, causing it to fall to the ground. Lire fell to the ground on his knees, trying to crawl to it. As he was about to reach it, he felt a presence in front of him. He panted as it came close, revealing that it was Winter Wyvern’s scaly butt. She lifted her tail, looking back at him with a grin.
{…ME…} she said in his mind as she farted blue, cold air right on his face.
Lire panted at her musky scent, feeling his mana drain considerably. He felt so dizzy and warm, falling onto his back, unable to grab the scroll. She chuckled as she stepped on the scroll, destroying it as she stepped over him, hovering her ass over his face.
{Breathe in… Breathe out… Accept my scent…my frost warrior…} she said in his mind as he sighed.
“F-Frost…W…Warrior…” he said weakly as she moved her butt right in front of his face, farting for three seconds, looking down at him.
His health bar was beginning to change color. It was going from red to blue. Gas flowed into his nose visibly as he gritted his teeth and moaned, trying to resist her influence.
{Mmm… Fight, my warrior… Fight so that when you fall…you will only…OBEY…} 

She farted on his face again, sighing in pleasure as Lire’s body began to relax.
“A-Aah… O…Obey…” Lire moaned as his eyes began to glow blue.

She saw his eyes changing color, laughing evilly as she pressed her frigid butt right on his muzzle.
{Yes… Become my sword, Lire. Let my gas invade your body and mind… Submit… Obey… Give in…! Ask for it, frost warrior…} she said in his mind.
Lire moaned again, sniffing her butt as he nodded slowly.

“P-Please…fart on…me…” he said softly.

{LOUDER.}

“Please…fart on me!” Lire yelled outright as his pupils radiated blue frost magic. 
His health bar became blue and frosty, making her sigh in happiness.
“Excellent… You are my Frost Knight now… As your goddess’ gas hits your nose…accept it all… Breathe in your goddess!” she declared as Lire nodded.
“Y-Yes…my goddess!” Lire moaned as she chuckled, sitting on his face.

She farted massively on his face, having blue gas erupt from under her. He sniffed everything from her, letting her cold, musky gas fill his nose. As he accepted it, the fog around them began to flow into Lire’s body, seeping into his fur and skin. The area began to reveal itself as she farted again, making her butt rumble. Lire put his hands on her thighs as he inhaled more gas. His body radiated a frigid, blue air.
{Speak with your mind… Do you accept your goddess? Am I the highest thing in your mind…and in the universe?} she asked in his mind.
{Yes,} he replied mentally. {You are more beautiful than the stars itself… Your scent is better than the sweetest-smelling flowers. Your body is as cold as the Frozen Tundra…and as sharp as the sharpest blade… I will serve you…forever, Winter Wyvern. You are my goddess…} 
She chuckled as she farted again, letting Lire immediately breathe it in. She moved off him as the area returned to normal. All the small minions were still there as Lire stood up with his now frosty black armor. The frost aura radiated from his body as she turned to him. He immediately fell to one knee, kneeling before her. She chuckled, blowing cool air on him.
“You are my knight; my warrior. You use your sword to defend your goddess. My gas empowers you…drives you wild. It controls your every move. You exist now to defend me. Summon your sword and present it to me.”
Lire summoned his sword that was away from him, holding it out towards her. She took a deep breath, shooting frost breath all over his sword. It began changing into a longer, blue blade with wyvern markings on it. The hilt was dark blue as the blade itself was pure perma-ice. She stopped breathing on it, looking at him with a smile.
“Your sword is now the Wyvern’s Hilt. It is a sword that is perfect for you. Perfect…for service…”
“Thank you, my goddess… I live to serve, and I will destroy anyone that tries to hurt you…” Lire said as she rubbed a wing against his face.
“Good… Now, let me replenish your mana…” she said as he nodded, standing up as if he knew how she was going to do it.
She gave him a long kiss, pushing her cold, wet tongue inside his mouth. His mana was filled as she gave him soft breaths, letting it travel into his body. His mana nearly doubled from her support. They parted from the kiss as she chuckled at him.
“Your ice is more powerful to defend and conquer in my name… Now…go.”
Lire nodded as he felt something coming. In an instant, something jumped out of the bushes, going high into the air. It was one of Lire’s teammates, Slark!
“Heh, nice job cornering her, Lire! Now I’ll go in for the kill! I need some gold anyway!” he said as he lunged towards her.
Lire quickly summoned his sword, slashing him powerfully as it slowly began to freeze him in place. He had a look of confusion and pain on him as he began to turn into ice.
“L-Lire…!? W-What are you…?” he said as he turned into complete ice.

His gold fell to the ground, and Lire picked it up, presenting it to Winter Wyvern.
“For you, goddess…” he said as she accepted his tribute.
“Good wolf… Your goddess loves you…” she said as she turned around, lifting her tail. “Take another sniff of me before you leave.”
Lire nodded, moving close and sniffing her butt as he sighed, finding no better pleasure than that. He gave it a soft kiss as she farted powerfully on him, making his aura glow brighter as his vitality increased.
“I love you…my goddess. All will fall by my blade…” Lire said as she nodded.
“Yes…Lire, Frost Warrior of the Winter Wyvern. That is your title, and all that I command, you will destroy… Now, go destroy your team and assist in my victory…”
“As you command, my Queen.”

Lire turned away from her as he began walking away. Soon, the sound of minions getting frozen and killed, as well as towers being destroyed filled the air, making her giggle. She didn’t even have to move. Seeing the frozen sculpture of a defeated Slark, she crushed it with a mighty bite, shattering it to pieces. 
Her team was surprised that Lire was assisting them but didn’t try and stop him. His team, being two members short, had to regroup at their base as Lire made quick work of the minions, freezing them instead of finishing them off so they didn’t respawn. Bloodseeker assisted Lire by using its Blood Rite ability to silence Lire’s teammates, letting him make quick work of them, leading to more ice statues in their base. With them frozen, nothing stopped Lire and the enemy team from destroying his own ancient, thus winning the game for the enemy team. As the enemy celebrated, Lire’s team disappeared, and questioned him in chat, angry that he had forsaken them. But Lire closed it, unmoved by their words. He only cared about Winter Wyvern. She flew into the base gracefully as her team also began to leave. As she landed in front of him, Lire immediately fell to one knee, bowing to her.
“It seems the game is over, Lire… You’ve done well.”

“Anything for you, goddess…”

“But what of you now…? None of your friends trust you anymore. You’ve become a traitor to your group… You…have no home… No friends…”
Lire opened his friends list, seeing that it had dwindled down to zero. Everyone left him…

“I may have…nothing…but I will always…follow you.”
She chuckled as she rubbed his head with a wing.

“You will serve me…forever? You will give yourself to me completely? Mind, body and…soul?” she asked as he nodded.
“Yes. Everything. All I live for is to serve you…”
“My… It seems that my gas has become the best thing that has ever happened to you… Disable your friend requests…and your chat. Both of those are pointless to you now.”
He did as she commanded without hesitation. She began to glow as more blue fog began to circle them. She smiled as he made his sword disappear. In a powerful, godly tone, she began to speak.
“You have given up your identity to be mine… You have disconnected yourself from petty attachments, in place of service. You truly are a loyal knight. Your identity…your existence…rests with me.”
“Yes, my queen… You define who I am… I am part of you…something that will defend and protect you and your glory…” Lire moaned as he fell to his knees. “I am…your knight…forever!”

She grinned at him as her wings began to glow. Channeling a spell, she shot it at his chest, hitting it powerfully. But, he didn’t budge. He felt his body grow chilly as an image of a wyvern appeared on the front of his armor. It glowed blue, radiating with chilling power. His eyes felt different two. They narrowed and gained a slight purple shade on the sides. His eyes became similar to hers!
“It has been done, Lire. You are an attachment of me. You are no longer a lone wolf out in the world alone. You have a new purpose. A purpose to accept…and love your goddess!” she said as he nodded.
“Thank you, my goddess. I love…you.”

“I love you too, my warrior. Now lay down… You did your job perfectly, so now, I will reward my knight with what he craves.”
Lire laid on his back submissively as she slowly flew down towards him, landing powerfully on his face, sending a frigid shockwave out. His hands immediately went to her side as she chuckled.
“We will create frozen destruction out there, my knight…” he said as she farted loudly.
Lire moaned under her, breathing in the gas as he kissed her butt.

“Yes… I will…be your sword…” Lire moaned under her submissively.

“Good… You will not speak to anyone except your goddess… I’m the only one that matters…” she said as the air around them began to spin rapidly.
“Of course…”

She farted again, going for five seconds. Her gas only made Lire more loyal and powerful as he took it all in. She sighed as she summoned a portal under them, slowly sinking them both inside.
“Time to go home, Lire… Our frost den awaits until we are called upon again…” she said as Lire moaned. 

One last fart could be heard as they sank into the blue portal. It disappeared as the air exploded around the base, freezing most of the structures still there. A chuckle from the Winter Wyvern could be faintly heard in the air, as well as a moan from her now loyal knight, Lire.
