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Chapter One









“Hold it steady,” I commanded, concentrating on my aim. Lightning flashed between my outstretched palms, filling the air with the scorched scent of ozone. “I don’t want to miss when I’m channeling this much power. Last time, it took days for the cultists to fix the hole in the wall…”

The dragon was frozen in mid-roar, claws outstretched as it pounced across the training yard. Gases in its mouth swirled as a fireball blazed to life deep in its gullet, trapped in the moment of ignition. If any of it had been real, I’d have been about five seconds away from ending up a Craig-flavored paste smeared all over the walls of Wrathholme.

“Yes, my Lord.” That was Mariah, the First of the Corrupt, my right-hand girl. A faint sheen of sweat stood out on the beautiful demon girl’s forehead as she channeled the illusion. She’d been feeding them to me all afternoon and evening to practice my new magic, and now she was reaching the point of exhaustion. Even a gorgeous, powerful succubus like her ended up tired out after one of my practice sessions.

That was okay, though: recharging her batteries was the best part. For a succubus like Mariah, all I had to do to rejuvenate her was get physical - and Mariah never
 turned down an opportunity to slide beneath the sheets with her Lord. I knew she was looking forward to it even more than I 
was.

Mariah flexed a black-tipped nail, releasing the magic, and the dragon soared directly at me. The lightning between my hands expanded into a ball, sending tingles from my head to my toes. When the phantom dragon was inches away from my face, the fireball so close my eyebrows should have been burnt off, I unleashed the spell.

Bolts of electricity pierced the illusion in a dozen places. There was a crash of thunder like the sky ripping open, and for a few moments the evening sky over Wrathholme was as bright as mid-day. I closed my eyes for a few seconds, blinded by the glare, and when I opened them, the dragon was gone.

“Nice,” I said, flexing my fingers. They always felt a little stiff after a big spell. “You know, I don’t understand why dragons are supposed to be weak to lightning. I mean, they spit fire
, right? Shouldn’t I be focusing on, I dunno, some kind of water spell?”

The corner of Mariah’s mouth curled up in a smirk. “There are very deep, esoteric reasons for the weakness,” the succubus purred. “Ones that involve wars, betrayals and the very nature of the Eight Realms. But I take it my Lord wouldn’t be interested in a long history lesson?”

I matched her smirk with one of my own. “Your guess is correct,” I said, glancing out over the lay of Wrathholme. “Less talking, more training. I’m almost to that level-up, Mariah - I can feel it.”

My succubus nodded. “Yes, my Lord. I’m going to summon some Shieldmaidens for you to fight this time.”

“Sounds good.”

“Unlike the dragon, these will actually be allowed to attack you - but they will do very little damage should they manage to hit.” Mariah wrapped her tail around her midsection, performing the gesture the way someone else might purse their lips in thought. “This time you should use ice magic to freeze 
them - we haven’t exercised that skill as much today.”

“Freeze the elves. Got it.” As I spoke, a half-dozen phantom warriors flickered to life in the training yard. Each of them were a good seven feet tall, clad in golden armor with the faces and bodies of underwear models. No matter how many times I saw them, the Virago Shieldmaidens never failed to impress me. Even fake copies of them made dark, primal urges rear up in my head.

The first one lunged forward and struck an overhand blow with her sword, as slow as molasses. Nowhere near the real thing
, I thought, juking to the side. A flow of ice poured from my fingertips, covering the warrior from head to toe. Once it reached the point where a real Shieldmaiden would have been immobilized, Mariah dispelled the illusion, leaving only the ice to melt on the ground.

Within minutes there were a dozen piles of the stuff surrounding me, and just as many slain Shieldmaidens. Mariah’s illusions weren’t much for excitement or
 experience points, but they were a slow, steady way to practice my new magic. It had been three weeks since I stepped into the Inner Choir and claimed the fortress of Wrathholme for myself, and already I’d received denouncements and declarations of war from most of the Kingdoms in this Realm. I had lots of enemies, which meant I needed to get good at blowing things up.

I led one of the phantom Warriors across the yard, ducking behind one of the support pillars that held up the armory. Mariah wasn’t paying attention - she was zoning out watching some cultists remodel a dilapidated building. Watch this,
 I thought, ducking out of sight and wiggling my fingers.

Another bolt of ice flowed from my fingertips, and the final warrior fell. With it, Mariah snapped out of her trance and back to attention.

“Well done, my Lord.” The succubus stifled a yawn as she 
walked towards me, clearly craving more action than this. “Another successful training session-”

I grabbed her from behind with a laugh. The Craig she’d been walking towards dissolved in an instant, making her jump. My hands went everywhere
, touching the beautiful demon with a familiarity that came from long nights spent in each other’s company.

“Got you!” I growled, nibbling at her earlobe. “You didn’t expect the Illusion Magic, did you? You got complacent. If this was a real
 fight, I’d have had you right there!”

Her head turned to the side and she kissed me, hard.


God, that felt good.

“You do
 have me, my Lord,” Mariah said, panting a bit as she broke the kiss. In my arms she was a live wire, all coiled energy and need. I knew what she was going to say next before she opened her mouth. “Master, I could greatly
 use a recharge. Should we retire to your private chambers? Your bath should be nice and hot by now - we could share it together…”

The thought of bathing with Mariah made me weak in the knees. But I had other business to attend to first.

“Soon,” I said, concentrating. “We’ve got something to do first. Check it out…”

A few weeks ago, it would’ve taken me a full minute of trying to summon the little box containing my stats and followers. Now it was as quick as thought. The numbers appeared in the air, visible to both me and Mariah since I’d shared my information with her:

Congratulations - you have leveled up! Welcome to Level 41!

Name: Darek, Lord of Corruption

Level: 41

Unspent Ability Points: 80

Current Alignment: <ERROR>

Mariah’s eyes widened like saucers. Her body tensed in my 
arms, humming with anticipation.

“Finally,” she whispered, laughing viciously. “You can take your next step along the Path of Darkness, my Lord. I know you’ve been anxious to increase your Corruption power…”


Anxious
 didn’t cover the half of it. As the Lord of Corruption, slinging spells was all part and parcel of my powers - but the real
 draw was the ability to bind women to me as my Followers. Each person I corrupted not only increased my power, but theirs as well. Mariah had been an ordinary human cultist before I’d used the Touch on her, and now she was one of the most powerful beings in the Realm.

With a blink, I called up my roster:

Followers: Four (4) Currently. At your current level, you can have a maximum of Five (5) followers at once.

Follower One: <ERROR>

Follower Two: Mariah - Level 50 Succubus.

Follower Three: Kyoko - Level 17 Thief.

Follower Four: Necessity - Level 43 Assassin.

At the moment, I could only bind a maximum of five women to me. My first follower slot was glitched: I couldn’t delete it, or assign someone in that position whether I wanted to or not. No one had been able to explain to me what was wrong with the tab - like my alignment, the data was corrupted somehow.

The irony of the Corruption Lord’s data being corrupted wasn’t lost on me. It was still irritating, though.

“It’s going to be a major upgrade,” I said, following Mariah out of the practice yard. “The Gaze is way more powerful than the Touch, right? Maybe even powerful enough to let me take on the Virago Shieldmaidens?”

Mariah thought as she walked. It was damned difficult to concentrate with the way she shook her ass with that strut. It was like she wanted
 me to stare.

“Yes, my Lord. Not only will the Gaze increase your Corruption powers, but the size of your roster will grow as 
well. Once we complete the ritual, you should be able to bind a maximum of ten women to your inner circle.”


Ten women.
 The thought of ten beautiful ladies at my beck and call made me dizzy. Juggling them all would take some major effort, but it was a good problem to have.

Wrathholme was bustling with activity as we made our way to the central tower. Cultists rushed about in long black robes, making repairs to the walls and renovating the castle town’s many buildings. As soon as word of my ascent to power spread, the remainder of the cult had flocked here, many crossing the Wastes in the dead of night to swear themselves to my service. They were enthusiastic, for sure, but a little lacking in the skill department.


Doesn’t matter,
 I thought, watching a crew of gray-skinned cultists putting the roof on a blacksmith’s forge. We’ve got people now.
 If I could hold back the rest of the Realm from trying to kill us all for a little bit longer, we wouldn’t just have a fortress - we’d have a Kingdom. One with its own army. Being our own self-sufficient power would make conquering the Eight Realms a hell of a lot easier.

The field in front of the central tower was a training ground of a different sort. Every cultist who’d shown even a small amount of skill with a sword or the bow was drilling, standing in rowed formations as they attacked practice dummies. Even my untrained eye could see they weren’t doing a great job - there were way more arrows in the dirt than the dummies - but it was a start.

“Everyone has to start somewhere,” Mariah tossed over her shoulder.

“Thinking the same thing,” I said. “Great minds, I guess…”

There was a familiar figure running the drills. Eri the slime girl caught sight of us and waved, handing the reins over to a severe-looking cultist as she made her way over to me. Her shimmery pink form wiggled in all the right places as she 
walked, her feet splashing into puddles against the stone with every step.

Unlike the rest of my harem, Eri wasn’t in my roster of Followers. She was a Neutral, capable of making her own decisions in a way that neither the ultra-lawful Virago or totally evil people like my enemy Princess Reina could match. Granted, sometimes her decisions seemed odd and capricious, but that was part of the whole neutrality thing.

When I’d first met Eri, she’d been working in a noble’s brothel called the Orchid’s Den. She’d proven herself a loyal and capable ally, so when she’d asked to join my harem without the Touch, I’d agreed. Eri served me completely of her own free will, which I respected.

“Hey, my guy.” In contrast to the rest of my harem, Eri didn’t use titles like ‘my Lord’ or ‘Master’ to refer to me. Outside of the bedroom, that is. “How was practice?”

“Great.” I glanced up at the tower, eager to begin the ritual. “I finally got the points, Eri. Mariah and I are going to get me the Gaze.”

Eri’s mouth dropped open. “Oh hell yes! That’s awesome, Craig!” She crossed her arms beneath her breasts with a sly expression. “You two want some company? I could stand by in case anything goes wrong…”

Mariah started to chuckle. It was clear what Eri really
 wanted.

It was extremely tempting to bring Eri back with us to my quarters. I’d definitely want to do some celebrating once I’d taken my next step along the Path of Darkness. But the ritual required concentration, and from the look on Mariah’s face, I could tell Eri would just get in the way.

Besides, I had a better idea.

“Soon,” I said, letting the slime girl see just how badly I wanted her. “Tell you what - Kyoko’s got some cultists working on a new bed for my private quarters. The one in there right 
now is way too small - this one should be big enough to hold all
 of us. Once they get it installed, how about we have a little harem sleepover?”

“With everyone?” Eri’s face lit up at the idea. “Now that
 sounds like a party, babe.” She put a thumb against her chin. “Speaking of Kyoko, she’s been asking about you. Necessity, too. I know conquering the Eight Realms is a big job and all, but you do remember you’re supposed to be banging all of our brains out, right?”

A few weeks ago, it would’ve felt totally insane to have a woman talk this way to me. Now it was second nature, the most ordinary thing in the world.

“I know. Trust me, I want to get between the sheets just as badly as you do, babe. I…”

I trailed off, because we had company. The cultists who’d been drilling in front of the tower - the entire
 assembled mass of them - were clustered behind Eri. All of them were staring right at me. I recognized their expressions: back on Earth, I would’ve called it star-struck
.

“My Lord,” one of the cultists whispered, kneeling on the stone. The rest quickly followed suit.

“Uh, hey,” I said, glancing over the crowd.


I probably need to say something grandiose and evil here,
 I thought.

“Well done, my servants!” I let my voice slip into the commanding, wicked snarl I’d used way back in the tower where I’d first been summoned to this world. “Soon we will make war on the Eight Realms! The entire universe shall kneel before us! Kneel and tremble
!”

To my own ears, it sounded totally fake and hokey, like something a cartoon villain would say. The cultists ate it up. I could see them shaking with awe at my presence, whispering to each other like excited schoolchildren.

“Alright, I need to go perform this ritual,” I said, turning 
away from the group. “And I’ll see you later, Eri.”

“I’ll be waiting for the summons,” she said, blowing me a kiss. “Don’t let Mariah ‘forget’ to send someone for me once that bed’s done…”

Inside, the great tower of Wrathholme was empty. The throne room was a massive, imposing chamber, with a throne of black, jagged material looming over the hall. Behind it was the small, simple door leading to the Inner Choir. We ignored all of it, taking the stairs to my private chambers.

“I would never do that, by the way,” Mariah said, jerking her head back towards the practice yard. “Forget her, I mean. She’s just projecting.”

“Of course,” I said. Yet I could tell there was something else bothering Mariah, as well. There was a pensive expression plastered across the succubus’s beautiful face. “What’s wrong?”

Mariah stopped on the stairs, her shoulders rising and falling in a sigh. “It’s about Necessity,” she began.

“Oh great. Here we go.”

The succubus’ lips tightened to a small, nearly invisible line. “She used to be a Virago Shieldmaiden,” she protested. “The Virago chased us all the way to Wrathholme, my Lord. Then, the moment you entered the Inner Choir, they just...left.”

“I know,” I told her. How could I forget? The Virago had been on the forefront of my mind ever since.

Mariah’s mouth worked soundlessly. It was a struggle for her to question me even this much, I knew. “Clearly, the Virago had a reason for abandoning their attack. And it’s just as clear to me they’re doing something new now that they know Wrathholme is yours. They’re plotting something, my Lord!”

I nodded. “They are.”

That caught the succubus off-guard. “Pardon?”

“I’ve spoken with Necessity, Mariah. What gets said between her and me in private stays
 that way - for now, at 
least. When I’m ready for you and the rest of my harem to know everything, I’ll tell you. Until then, I command you to just focus on here and now. Be the best First you can be. Got it?”

Mariah sagged with relief. It was as if a great weight had been lifted off her shoulders. Just the voice of my command had power: getting her to stop worrying about something was as easy as telling her not to worry about it. By the time we reached my private chambers, Mariah was twirling her tail in her hand like a whip, sashaying across my room.

“I need to draw the sigil on the floor and light some candles,” the succubus said as she pushed my bed into a corner of the room. She drew back the rug, exposing the stone, and pulled a piece of chalk from behind her ear. “You should disrobe.”

“Disrobe? I have to be naked for this?”

Mariah grinned. “No. But you should be naked for what comes after
.”


Yes, ma’am
, I thought. I can do that…


By the time I was undressed, Mariah had finished her drawing. The sigil was the closest thing this world had to a pentagram: it was an interlocked circle of ovals, with a strange jagged rune in the center. Mariah discarded her clothing and knelt on one side of the circle, then gestured for me to do the same.

Instantly the candles around us blazed to life, bathing the room in green flame. It cast shadows across Mariah’s breasts, planting deeper shade between her thighs. The room was charged with energy both magical and physical, the bond between me and my First almost as strong as the ritual Mariah was preparing to cast.

“Concentrate, my Lord,” she whispered, tracing the same symbol with her hand she’d used to let me spend my first Ability Point weeks ago. “Focus on the circle. Open yourself to the Path, then take your next step into Corruption…”

I could feel it in the back of my brain. The power of Corruption Gaze, opening itself to me. I wanted it so bad I could taste it. The air in the room grew thick, the candles flickering madly, and the power surged in my skull until I thought it was going to crack apart.

In moments, I’d have the Gaze. And as soon as the ritual was complete, the first thing I’d do was grab Mariah and take her right in the middle of the sigil-

We weren’t alone in the room.

The power in my head ebbed as a woman stepped into the circle. The door hadn’t opened, and the chamber was windowless - the woman had walked straight through
 the wall. Through several feet of stone.

What the hell was this?

Mariah’s expression filled with shock as the apparition strode into the dead center of her sigil. Magic flickered around her, highlighting the fact that she was semi-transparent - I could see the wall right through her.

“A ghost!” Mariah sprang to her feet. “My Lord, stand back-”

Too late. The ghost girl’s eyes fixed on me, her expression turning to one of pure hate.

She stared at me and screamed.






Chapter Two









“How dare you come back here, you son of a bitch!
”

Mariah and I stood on one side of the circle, staring at the ghost. The ritual was paused, but not broken - I could still feel the green tide of Corruption Gaze magic flowing through me, but the connection wouldn’t hold much longer. Not while some apparition stood in the middle of the sigil, disturbing Mariah’s magic.

The ghost girl’s hands balled into fists as she shrieked at me. She would’ve been a very pretty woman under different circumstances: a pale, tall beauty with raven-black hair down to her ass. She was clad in a simple white robe that left nothing to the imagination: it was totally see-through. Even if it wasn’t, the fabric had worn down to little more than thread in many places, showing off gorgeous expanses of milk-pale skin.

“You bastard! You two-timing, womanizing, uncommunicative asshole
!” The ghostly woman balled up her fists and struck me in the chest. Of course her hands went right through me. “I loved
 you, and this is how you treat me? Sealing me away, never letting me see you!?”

Mariah recovered almost immediately. “My Lord, this ghost is disrupting the ritual,” the succubus growled. “Please allow me to slay it before it turns even more violent-”

“No!” I yelled, more forcefully than I’d intended. “Listen to what she’s saying, Mariah. This woman knows
 
me. The old me - the Darek from one-hundred years ago. The one who nearly conquered the world.”

“Know me? Oh you knew
 me. Knew me in every way a man can know a woman, you fucking pig…”

“Calm down,” I snapped, stepping into the middle of the circle along with the spirit. Mariah gasped behind me, but I paid her no mind. I could handle this. “I’m not the same Darek you knew. I’m different. Are you aware of what year it is, ghost? What’s your name?”

The apparition paused. “My...my name?” She sniffed hugely, spectral tears rolling down her cheeks. “Are you saying you don’t even remember me, Darek?”

“This creature is a nuisance,” Mariah hissed. “If you’re not going to slay her, at least get her out of the circle. Disrupting the ritual at this point would be very bad, my Lord.”

“How bad?”

Mariah winced. “Blow Wrathholme to cinders
 bad, my Lord.”

Point taken. I took a step to the side, hoping it would convince the ghost to do likewise.

“Listen - I don’t want to hurt you.” I gestured with my chin towards the bed in the corner of the room. “Why don’t we talk over there, spirit? I’d love to get to know you a little bit better, find out what the old Darek did to you…”

Her face scrunched up in confusion. “Old. Who…”

For a moment, I had her. Then the rage set back in, and her body glowed the same green as my magic.

“You monster!
 You son of a bitch!”

It was as if she’d forgotten the last few seconds. She held the exact same expression, made the same gestures that she had only a moment before. I could see that she didn’t know me - everything that had happened since she walked through the wall had fallen out of the back of her head.

“It’s no use, my Lord,” Mariah yelled, pitching her voice 
over the keening sound of the ritual. “Whatever magic binds her to this place has left her shattered. She’s half-crazed, Master. A broken thing like her won’t be of any use to you!”

Fuck that. I wasn’t about to let this woman go. If she’d been a member of Darek’s harem from a hundred years ago - and from her jaw-dropping body, there was very little doubt in my mind that that’s exactly what she was - then she’d seen his rise to power. She’d watched him conquer the Virago Shieldmaidens, break the Eight Realms to his will.

I’d seen Darek’s story on the murals in Mariah’s Shrine. But I still had no clue how I was supposed to turn one little fortress into a realm-spanning Empire. This woman’s memories held the answers.

I couldn’t let her slip away. And I couldn’t let her disrupt the ritual and kill us all. Which led me to one conclusion.

I was going to have to finish the ritual. Screaming ghost woman or not.

I turned around, putting the ghost behind me. She continued to scream epithets and accusations at me, as if I were listening attentively to her. There was a good chance she might try to attack me again, but I doubted it: if she was forgetting everything she did every few seconds, she’d probably just keep yelling the same things at me over and over again. In fact, I was counting on it.

Magic crackled between Mariah’s hands. Keeping the ritual from collapsing looked like it was costing her an effort. Her muscles strained, deep lines forming in her forehead as she worked around the ghost as best as she could. When she saw me turn and stare at her, her eyebrows furrowed together in confusion.

“My Lord, what are you doing?”

“Finishing the ritual,” I grunted. “Make the gesture again, Mariah. Let me concentrate on the Gaze.”

She gave me a look of utter disbelief. “My Lord, you can’t! 
Not with that thing in the way! The ritual will fail, and you’ll be killed-”

“Damn it, listen to me!
” I rose to my full, imposing height, my shadow falling over Mariah. Frustration boiled over inside of me - for a moment I was the true dark, sinister lord she’d always envisioned. “I command you to resume the ritual, succubus! Now do it!”

Instantly, Mariah’s mouth snapped shut. Her submissive nature reasserted itself, and her fingers rapidly worked through the complicated forms. I felt the weak power in the back of my mind growing again, surging through me like electric current.

It was a struggle to hold on. It would have taken an effort during the best of times: with an angry ghost in the room, it was nearly impossible. The apparition screamed at me, accusing me of everything from infidelity to misogyny to gaslighting. When that didn’t work, it started attacking me. It’s fists couldn’t actually hurt me, but they went right through my head and chest, distracting me from the task at hand. At some point, the ghost gave up attacking directly and began throwing things around the room - apparently she had enough power to grab objects, if not people.

I closed my eyes, clinging to the fount of Corruption by my fingertips. It was like trying to play a game of chess while running a marathon. Inch by inch, the pressure built, until both Mariah and I were shaking in the middle of the spell like leaves in a storm.


Almost there,
 I thought, the rest of the world dropping away as the power surged through me. I can feel it...it’s here…


Everything stopped. The candles went out, the magic ceased to swirl, and the room was thrust back to the state it had been in before the ritual began. Only the chalk-drawn sigil on the floor was proof that it had ever happened at all. There was a gentle ding
 as my next Corruption ability activated, 
springing to life fully-formed in my head.

As one, Mariah and I slumped to the floor, utterly spent.

When I opened my eyes, the ghost woman was standing over me. She had a vase in her hands and looked like she was about to bring it down on my head.

“What are you doing!? Why don’t you listen when I’m talking to you-”

I stared up at her with a smirk. Armed with my new knowledge, this wasn’t a problem.

“Look at me
,” I commanded, opening myself to the Gaze.

It was strange how Corruption Gaze felt both similar and different from Corruption Touch. The biggest difference between them was the fact that I didn’t have to physically touch someone in order to corrupt them, just stare them in the eyes for a prolonged period. Which was good, because I doubted I could actually lay a finger on an apparition.

But there, the similarities ended. Using the Touch on someone felt like a miniature battle - this was more like a meeting of the minds. No, of the souls
. I could feel my gaze penetrating all the way into the core of this woman’s being, shaping her to my will.

Almost immediately, I could tell I wasn’t the first person to do this. There was a bond between the ghost and Darek, decayed by a century of death and disuse. It hung from her like a charred rope, stretching out into a distance so black it seemed completely without color. What was that place it led to, so far behind her? Was that the other side…?

I ignored the thought and went to work. It was easy to repair the bond and seal it to me - second nature. I could’ve done it blindfolded. Soon the ghost was no longer screaming, just staring at me in a sort of awe.


There’s...another bond here,
 I realized. It was even deeper
 than the bond between the ghost and Darek, as if such a thing was possible. It stretched beneath her feet, into the very bones of 
Wrathholme. The longer I stared at it, the less I understood it. How could such a thing exist?

I touched it - and withdrew my hand immediately. That bond was powerful
. It made the connection between me and my harem girls look like a passing fling.


Better not touch that,
 I realized, withdrawing. Besides, the ghost already looked much improved. The bond was something I’d have to ask her about later - it was one of many mysteries I needed to uncover before I could conquer the Eight Realms.

Slowly I came back to myself. The floor of my private chambers was cold beneath my naked shoulders. Mariah lay curled up at my feet in a ball, weeping gently as she watched me work my new magic. The ghost girl stood stock still, wearing the face of someone who’d just discovered something very, very surprising.

“Fuck,” I muttered, rising to my feet. “That was really something.”

Mariah rose to her knees, unable to do more than that. “You did it, Master,” the succubus whimpered, crying tears of joy. “You have the Gaze - and you saved us all! I...I can’t believe you completed the ritual under such stress!”

“I owe a lot of it to you,” I said, putting a hand on Mariah’s shoulder. “You were my rock in there. I would’ve faltered if not for you, my servant.”

Mariah had never looked more like she’d gladly die for me than in that moment. She beamed up at me proudly, practically dripping with love and devotion.

I wanted her - but first, I had to deal with my newest Follower. Because making her mine was exactly what I’d done when I used the Gaze on that ghost.

“What’s your name?” I asked, turning towards the woman. “Huh, it’s weird that I corrupted you and I don’t even know your name. I probably should’ve taken you out on a date or 
something first, right?”

The ghost gave me a sad little smile. “I thought it was just my madness, but...you truly do not remember me, do you, Darek?”

I shook my head. “No. I’m not the same Darek. It’s been...well, it’s been a long time since him.”

She nodded. “My name is Cara, my Lord. I...I was your wife.”


My wife?
 I tried to conceal my shock. “You mean...you were one of my Followers, right? Part of Darek’s harem?”

“Yes. But I was also
 your wife.”

I stared at her, stunned. I didn’t know it yet, but I’d just met the woman who would change everything. Who would put the keys to defeating the Virago Shieldmaidens in my hands, and give me the path to control of the Eight Realms I so desperately needed.

Cara. The first woman in this strange new world who would break my twisted, evil heart.






Chapter Three









“So you didn’t just have women hanging around having sex with you,” Eri said, flashing a wry smile across the table. “You wifed them up, too?”

Next to her, Kyoko giggled and purred. “Sounds like a great idea, Master! I’d loooove
 to be your wife!”

“Enough of that,” I said, shaking my head. From my position at the head of the long table, I could see each member of my harem struggling to hold back laughter. We were all seated in the war room of Wrathholme’s eastern tower, and this was supposed
 to be a strategy meeting. Not an opportunity for my girlfriends to gossip with each other.

But of course, that’s exactly what they did. I should’ve expected it, honestly.

“I’m still curious,” Necessity asked, “what you’ve learned from this ghost
, my Lord.” The elven warrior sat at the seat to my immediate left, while Mariah occupied the one to my right. Just as Mariah’s role as the First of the Corrupt made her part priestess, part strategist, and part courtesan, Necessity’s martial experience made her my Mistress of War. It was she who’d brought the only non-harem member to the meeting - a wizened old cultist with a lengthy report about our current troop and armaments situation.

It was looking like the poor guy was never going to get to 
read that report. He was looking more anxious about it by the minute, too.

“Very little,” I admitted, steepling my fingers on the tabletop. “She was somewhat addled after the ritual ended up being completed around her. Kyoko found her quarters in the tower, and I’m planning to visit her after this meeting. It’s my hope she’ll be able to give me more information about the previous Darek.”

“Yes, I heard about the ritual.” Necessity didn’t look at all pleased by what she’d heard. “You nearly brought this entire fortress down around our heads, my Lord.”

“But I didn’t,” I snapped, with another sympathetic look towards the old cultist. “So what are you even complaining about?”

Necessity cocked an eyebrow. “That we almost died?”

“You wouldn’t even have known about it if Mariah didn’t tell you,” I said, waving a hand at her. Then, before she could say anything else, I leaned way over and took the cultist’s report off the table.

“My Lord?” the man asked, torn between awe at having my attention and irritation at having his report stolen.

“I’ll read this later,” I whispered, patting him on the shoulder. “Go back to the others and tell them you gave me the report. Tell them I said it was awesome
.”

The man’s face lit up like a Christmas tree. “Really, my Lord!?”

“Yeah, go nuts.” I ignored the way Eri snickered. “Embellish the hell out of it. I won’t contradict you.”

“Th-thank you, my Lord! All Hail the Corruption Lord!”

“Yep,” I agreed, giving the cultist a mock-salute as he shuffled away. I don’t think I’d ever seen a more satisfied man, in this world or back on Earth. Well that’s one good deed I’ve done since I got here,
 I thought, turning my attention back to my harem.

“That cultist is going to be insufferable
 
now,” Eri snarked as the door slammed closed. “So you’ve got a ghost girl serving you, too. That’s cool. I can think of plenty of fun possibilities two girls like us could get up to together…”

“Oooh, yeah!” Kyoko practically jumped up and down in her seat. “She can, like, turn insubstantial and stuff!”

“She’ll be plenty substantial where it counts
, though,” Eri shot back, wiggling her tongue.

“Okay, that’s it!” I slammed a fist down on the table. “I didn’t call this meeting so all of you can giggle about my new Follower. We’re supposed to be making plans here. Figuring out how to conquer this Realm.”

Mariah cleared her throat before anyone else could make a funny comment. “My Lord is correct,” the succubus said, silencing the rest of the table with a glare. “We’ll have plenty of time to explore the erotic potential of the undead later. Right now, I have a presentation to give.”


Hopefully not too much later,
 I thought with a lustful gaze at the demoness. After the Corruption Gaze ritual, both of us had been too drained to do much more than order up a room for Cara and sink into a deep, dreamless sleep. It was irritating, because I’d expected to cap off my big upgrade with some sexy fun to match. But I hadn’t expected the ritual to take so much out of me, or for Cara to intervene and make completing it a hundred times harder.

I was frustrated - and I didn’t like being frustrated, not one bit. Not since becoming the Corruption Lord. I was half-tempted to bend Mariah over and take her from behind while she brought the rest of the harem up to speed on our plans, but I restrained myself. Right after this,
 I thought. Maybe even before I go interview Cara.


Mariah waited a moment to see if anyone would make a joke, then cast a spell. A topographic map of the world shimmered to life over the black rock. This was the purpose of 
having such a large table in the war room - a guy like the Corruption Lord didn’t bother moving little pieces around a big cloth map. I had magic
 for that.

“This,” Mariah intoned, sounding like she’d spent most of the morning practicing, “is the Realm of Continent. The lowest of the Eight Realms - and, as I’m sure you’re all aware, the Realm in which we’re currently living.”

Eri’s eyebrows shot up in mock-surprise. “Wait, really? I would never have guessed! I thought this was the land of wind and ghosts-”

“We are never going to get through this meeting,” Necessity growled, “if you do not still your tongue.”

Instead of stilling it, Eri stuck that tongue way out. “You’re just mad ‘cause I’m the only one here Craig can’t command to be quiet,” she said, her gaze turning to me. When she locked eyes with me, she shoved her tongue into her cheek in the universal symbol for blowjob
.

“Just because you’re not bound to me,” I growled, leaning forward, “doesn’t mean I won’t punish you, slime girl.”

Eri looked like she’d be more
 than happy for me to do just that. “Um, yes! I’ve been asking you to punish me for days
, Daddy-”

“As you can see
,” Mariah yelled at the top of her lungs, trying desperately to pretend the rest of the harem wasn’t talking, “the Realm of Continent is divided into a number of duchies and Kingdoms, from the Wastes in the far south to the frozen Tundra region near the North Pole!”

This time, even I got in on the laughter. “Okay, settle down,” I said with a smile. “Go ahead, Mariah. Explain all this to me - remember, I don’t know a thing about Continent. Other than the little bit of it I’ve seen so far.”

In fact, I was kind of enchanted by Mariah’s magical map. I found myself tracing the outlines of the various rivers and mountain ranges with my eyes, matching the small sliver of the 
world I’d experienced first-hand to the much larger portion of it I hadn’t. Continent looked like nothing so much as a big, fluffy croissant tipped onto its end, fresh out of the geographical oven. At the southernmost tip was Wrathholme, a small dot of black in the gray waste that made up the peninsula. The northernmost tip was covered in snowy mountains, with only a few settlements to be seen.

About two-thirds of the way up, there was a city that even in map form I could tell was larger than almost all of the others. Its splendid towers reached to the sky in miniature, tipped with golden domes that lent cool shade to the city’s richest regions. Despite its luxury, it was clearly a city designed for offense and defense and the rapid deployment of troops.

I didn’t need to glance at the tiny floating legend to know what this was. It could only be Thessalia, the city of the Virago Shieldmaidens. Sooner or later, I was going to have to go up against them - and win. If not, all my effort up to this point would be for nothing.

Suddenly the map zoomed in, going from a full view of the world to only the lower third of Continent. Now smaller towns and cities were clearly visible, glowing gently like Mariah was highlighting them with her magic.

“This is the area we need to focus on first,” the succubus said, extending a claw towards the city of Vellum. Unlike most of the landmarks on this map, I knew it quite well. “The Duchy of Byratz. Vellum is its primary city, so claiming it should cause the rest of these rural counts and lords to fall in line quickly. The Duchy is controlled by Princess Reina - who I believe you’ve already been acquainted with, Master?”

Every eye at the table turned to me. Oh yeah, I’d been acquainted
 with Reina, all right. She’d thrown me in a dungeon beneath her city, starved me until I was weak and helpless, and told me all about how she was going to torture me and 
turn me into her pet. All that for the ‘crime’ of looking at her the wrong way.

Even learning I was Darek the Corruption Lord hadn’t daunted her. She’d sent me a message promising she was going to make me kneel. More than anything else, I couldn’t wait
 to turn Reina into one of my Followers. I wouldn’t even have to make her evil - she was already there already.

That made me think of something disturbing. “Reina is Chaotic Evil,” I said, remembering the alignment I’d seen on accidentally scanning her in the street. “How do the people of Byratz put up with a ruler who’s so nakedly, openly evil? Shouldn’t they, I dunno...revolt against her, or something?”

My harem shared confused glances. “What ruler isn’t
 evil?” Eri asked, cocking an eyebrow.

Ouch. Point taken.

“Reina’s alignment actually works in our favor,” Mariah explained smoothly. “Her subjects are already used to taking bizarre, sadistic and contradictory orders from their monarch. If you corrupt her to your cause, my Lord, the people of Byratz might not even notice she’s ours.”

“They won’t,” I said firmly, zooming in on the city of Vellum. “We’re not going to attack these people, team - we won’t need to. Give me five minutes alone in a room with the Princess and the entire duchy will belong to us. Not officially, or on paper, but it’ll be ours just the same.”

Mariah cleared her throat. A worried expression settled on her face, and the succubus grew nervous. Clearly, she wasn’t expecting me to like the part of the presentation that came next.

“I’m not terribly worried about our immediate neighbors,” the succubus said, looking to the rest of the harem for back-up. “The more pressing concern, my Lord, is the Virago. Perhaps someone else should take over at this point…”

Eri raised her hand first, the way I knew she would. “You’ve 
kept us in the dark,” the slime girl said, glancing sideways at Necessity. “The elf used to be
 a Virago. Yet we still have no idea why the rest of her girl power crew abandoned the walls of Wrathholme once you stepped into that weird door behind the throne. We want to know: what are they planning?”

“Should we be freaking out a lot
,” Kyoko asked, “or only a little?”

That brought a chuckle out of me. “Yeah, I think it’s time. Go on and explain it to them, Necessity, the same as you explained it to me.”

The former Virago Shieldmaiden rose to her full height, towering over the rest of my harem. Not long ago, Necessity would’ve been wearing golden armor and carrying a massive two-handed sword on her back, but all of that had changed when she’d joined the cause. My Touch transformed her into a lithe, sinister assassin - one who preferred to wield vicious-looking twin blades and wear about a postage-stamp’s worth of clothing. I liked the new Necessity way better than the old one - she tried to kill me less frequently, for starters.

Necessity cracked her knuckles before addressing the table. “When Craig entered the Inner Choir,” she explained, “he became the first potential Darek in a hundred years to regain his powers. Despite the fact that we
 know Craig only left the Inner Choir with knowledge, and not advanced control of all Darek’s Corruption Magic…”

“Yeah, don’t go spreading that around, by the way,” I told the harem. “Everyone thinking I’m the big, bad villain is the only thing keeping them from rushing Wrathholme and killing us all.”

Necessity smiled. “Despite that, the Virago now believe Craig is fully the Darek of one hundred and eleven years ago. His memories, his powers: everything. Which means that the first directive of the Virago Shieldmaidens has failed.”

“What do they do now?” Mariah asked, drumming her nails 
on the table. “What’s Plan B for your old sisterhood?”

Necessity’s face was grave. “To gather their power,” she said, the words falling from her mouth like heavy stones. “And make war upon the Corruption Lord.”

There was a pause while the harem digested this disturbing fact. Mariah looked thoughtful, almost hopeful; Kyoko was straight-up panicked. Eri sat quietly, somewhere in-between the two.

“As soon as I stepped into that room,” I said, taking the lead, “every Virago Shieldmaiden felt a summons in her head. Even Necessity, although fortunately she didn’t have to accept it because of the bond between her and me.”

“I’m not the Mother Superior’s lapdog
 anymore,” Necessity growled through her teeth. “I don’t have to bark at her command…”

“But the rest of the Virago do,” I finished. “They can’t help it. They’re all going to the same place - every last one of them.”

Mariah’s face fell. “Thessalia
,” she whispered, wincing. “Craig, there’s no way we can mount an assault on that city…”

I shook my head. “They’re not going to Thessalia,” I said, standing up. “Can you zoom the map back out, sweetheart?”

With a start, Mariah did just that. The bottom half of the croissant turned into the whole thing, showing the Realm of Continent from stem to stern. Gesturing with my hands, I guided Mariah into showing the room just the top third or so of the map.

“I’m not one-hundred percent sure where it is, exactly,” I admitted, motioning at Necessity. “You want to point it out?”

The elven warrior touched the map with a finger, almost at the top of the Tundra. Where she did so, a small circle of light appeared, highlighting the spot.

“There,” Necessity said, her tone one of deep satisfaction. “Every Virago Shieldmaiden has been recalled to the North. They’re going to see the Valkyries.”

“Valkyries,

” I repeated with a smirk. “You know they actually have those back on my world? In the legends, at least. Guess there’s one thing the Realms and Earth have in common.”

Eri stared at me blankly. “What are Valkyries?”

Mariah, on the other hand, clearly already knew - and didn’t like the implications. “They’re going to the Queenmakers? But that means...no. They can’t! The Virago haven’t held a moot in-”

“One hundred and eleven years,” Necessity said with a grim smile. “Just like last time.”

“The Valkyries are a small subset of the Virago,” I explained for the members of my table who didn’t
 make the study of warrior lore their hobby. “They patrol the far North, which Necessity tells me makes them even wilder and more dangerous than usual. They also serve one more function, although it’s something they haven’t touched in a century. They can crown a Virago Shielmaiden as Queen.”

Kyoko’s furry eyebrows pressed together. “The Virago don’t have a Queen,” she protested.

“They haven’t for a hundred years,” Necessity replied. “After Queen Ariadne was seduced and corrupted by Darek, the role was ended - in favor of the less-powerful role of the Mother Superior. Now, at the Queensmoot, the Virago will elect one of themselves Queen. It will almost certainly be the current Mother Superior. Serenity.” Necessity shuddered at the name. “She’s a monster.”

“From the look on everyone else’s faces,” Eri said, “I’m guessing this lady becoming Queen would be a very
 bad thing.”

Necessity nodded. “Serenity’s first act as Queen will be to access the fount of power left in the North by the few scattered Virago left alive after Darek was slain by the Great Hero. Queenhood will make her more powerful, but more importantly it will bring the entire
 order of Virago Shieldmaidens under her direct control. They will become an 
extension of her body, her will - little more than pawns for her to sacrifice in her quest for power.”

“In other words,” I said, swallowing down bile, “she’ll be me
. Just a ‘lawful’ version of me.”

“Without the fun parts,” Mariah muttered.

“Once this is done, the entire force of the Shieldmaidens will march on Wrathholme.” Necessity stared down at the polished stone of the tabletop, watching it right through the map. “They will tear the walls down, dismantle the towers piece by piece, and crucify the Corruption Lord.” Her gaze rose to meet mine. “Then they’ll salt the ground a hundred miles in every direction just for good measure.”

Kyoko covered her mouth with her hands. Mariah’s face was ashen as she stared at the ground between her legs. Only Eri was still in the denial face, glancing around the room like a caged animal.

“We can stop this, right?” the slime girl said, aghast. “If Craig corrupts Princess Reina before then, turns all her people to our side - we can fight them off?”

Necessity shook her head. “No power in the Realm can defend against the unveiled might of a Virago Queen,” she said with a heavy sigh. “With the entire Order at her back, she’ll destroy any enemy that dares to stand before her. By the time she’s done, this Realm will belong to the Shieldmaidens as utterly as it once did to Darek.”

At Necessity’s words, general panic broke out at the table. I only let it go on for a few moments before raising my hands, demanding silence.

“Don’t freak out,” I said, seizing command of the room. “I order you all not to freak out.”

For everyone present except Eri, this was enough to quiet them down. The slime girl looked around, realized everyone else was calm, and plopped back in her seat with a deflated expression.

“Don’t worry about the Virago,” I told them. “I have a plan.”

At this news, the table relaxed for real.

“I can’t tell you what it is right now,” I continued. “For obvious reasons. But the Virago will fall, the same way they fell one hundred years ago. They’re going to kneel to us
, not the other way around. You can bet on it.”

Mariah flashed a fierce grin. Her long, forked tongue lolled from her mouth, lapping at the tops of her cleavage.

“Wonderful, my Lord,” she said with real vigor. “What can we do to help?”


Exactly what I want to hear
. “Start planning for an assault on Vellum. I want you all getting ready in case we have to go toe-to-toe with Reina’s forces. And if there are any spies in Wrathholme - from the Shieldmaidens or anyone else - I want them to think that’s exactly what we’re about to do. Got it?”

There were nods all around the table. “I have one more question,” Eri said, meekly raising a hand.

“Yes?”

She giggled. “When’s your new bed getting installed?”

I laughed. So did everyone else.

“Soon,” I assured my harem. “There’s going to be a party as soon as it’s done.”

“Yay, a party!” Kyoko’s face lit up. “I can bring cake!”

Eri rolled her eyes. “Not that kind of a party,” she snorted. “You can bring your
 cake, though. I’ve heard from Craig it’s pretty sweet…”

They all fell to flirting at that point, and I left them to it. I’d have some quality time with my harem soon enough, but first, I had a ghost woman to interview.

As I left the chamber, I hoped like hell that Cara had the answers I needed. About Darek’s conquest one hundred years ago - and how he’d turned the Shieldmaidens into his submissive, erotic slaves.

Because the awful truth was this: I didn’t
 have a plan.






Chapter Four









As I made my way up the tower to Cara’s quarters, I finally let the anxious expression I’d been holding back all afternoon show on my face. I’d acted like the smug, cocky bastard my harem expected an heir of Darek to be - but the truth was, I’d been stumped ever since Necessity told me about the Virago’s plans.

I knew one thing for sure: if I didn’t find a way to either kill or corrupt Serenity before she and the other Virago reached Wrathholme, I was finished. It wouldn’t matter how many of the surrounding kingdoms I brought into my dominion; the Shieldmaidens would pull down every castle and rip my harem apart. I could never let that happen.

Somehow, the Darek from one hundred years ago had found a way to turn the leader of the Virago Shieldmaidens into his corrupted second-in-command. I’d seen as much on the murals in the Shrine where Mariah and I had camped out: Darek being worshipped by the Virago, banging the Queen’s brains out while her subordinates pleasured themselves in front of them like something out of a porn movie. So it was possible
 to win. I just needed to figure out how.


Hopefully this woman remembers more than she did yesterday,
 I thought as I ascended the stairs. She ought to, after all - apparently she was my wife…


The thought sent a strange thrill through me. Because Eri was right: not only had the previous Corruption Lord turned women into his submissive thralls, he’d married
 them, too. At least a few. I wondered what kind of powers being married to Darek might have given them…

I knocked on Cara’s door, but there was no answer. With a shrug, I opened it - only to find the ghost girl on her knees on the other side. She stared up at me, her semi-transparent hands clasped behind her back and her mouth open. Cara didn’t say a word - just waited for me to do whatever I wanted to her.

Oh, and she was naked
, too. The thin wispy robe she’d been wearing when she first walked through my wall was nowhere to be found. Her skin was just as pale as the fabric had been.

“Woah - what are you doing?” I grabbed hold of the doorknob to keep from losing my balance, even though I probably could have walked right through her. “I almost tripped right over you.”

Cara looked confused. “My lord, this is how you preferred me to wait for you. Is this not what you want?”


Holy shit,
 I thought. This is what Cara had done for her ‘husband’? After a long day of being evil, he’d open the door to find her on her knees, her mouth open and waiting for his use. I had zero doubt the old Darek took advantage of it whenever he could.

“He was a no-nonsense guy when it came to getting his needs met,” I said, realizing I’d just learned something new about the previous Darek. “Why don’t we sit down on the bed, Cara? I’m not saying I’m not interested in...that. I’d just like to get to know you a little bit better, first.”

“Of course, my Lord.” Cara rose, and as if her nudity were completely natural to her, sashayed across the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. What a babe,
 I thought, watching her go. From where I was standing, I could see at least
 three 
reasons why Darek had chosen this woman to be his wife.

I sat down next to her, incredibly aware of the closeness of our bodies. I brushed up against Cara, just to check, and found that my arm met solid flesh. Now that she was no longer insane, the ghost had better control over her body. Although I could still mostly see through her.

“How may I please you, my Lord?” Cara’s face was open and inviting, the perfect image of a loving housewife. She looked like she was just waiting for me to tell her about my day - and would’ve been equally happy listening to me vent or
 letting me take my frustrations out on her body.


I really like this girl,
 I thought, surprised. Maybe there is something in each of the Dareks that links us. Because we definitely seem to have the same taste in women.


“First, I guess, I’d like to know how you’re here at all,” I said. “Considering you’re dead, and I haven’t seen any other ghosts since coming to this world. Mariah tells me they’re rare.” I watched Cara nod. “Did Darek do this to you? Maybe with some kind of spell?”

Cara’s forehead scrunched up in thought. “I’m not certain, my Lord. My memories of my time with you are vivid, and wonderful
 of course. But they end not long before you conquered the Seventh Realm. I’ve been told by some of the cultists that you fell to the Great Hero and were slain, but I have no recollection of those events, my Lord.”

“You can call me Craig for now,” I said. “So you don’t remember that.”

“No. But as for the spell…” She closed her eyes, making a low humming sound. “It’s old and powerful magic - but I can’t tell exactly where it is. All I know is that I must be bound to some enchanted item within Wrathholme. I can feel the limits of where I may wander safely, and they extend only just past the gates of the fortress.” Her eyes opened. “Have you seen anything in the tower that might be magical in origin, my Lord?”

I had no freaking clue. I filed the information in the back of my mind for later - I had to figure out where that deep, powerful bond inside of Cara had come from. Eventually.

“No - I’ll look,” I assured her. “I won’t let anyone throw it away, whatever it is. So you don’t remember the Great Hero - but you do
 remember being Darek’s wife?”

She smiled like I’d just handed her a dozen roses. “Your
 wife, my Lord. You are the Corruption Lord.”

I backtracked a bit. “You’re part of my harem, for sure,” I stammered, “but that doesn’t make you my wife. I don’t think I’m ready to take that step with any of my Followers just yet.”

Again, she flashed that Mona Lisa smile. “You should think about it.”


Enough chit-chat,
 I told myself. I leaned forward, hands on my knees, and made myself loom over Cara as much as I could. I wanted the truth from her, and that meant exploiting the bond between us. Even if it was a rotten thing to do, it didn’t matter. I was the bad guy
, damn it, and I’d use people however I wanted if it gave me power.

“Listen, Cara,” I said, gazing into her eyes. She watched me like I was the whole world, and I felt pride rising in my chest. “I want you to think about this question very deeply. And tell me everything.
 Understood?”

She looked excited as could be to finally get a direct command from her Master. “Yes, my Lord,” she whispered, leaning in so close I could’ve kissed her. Maybe she wanted
 me to do that. She certainly looked like she was down for anything.

“How did Darek conquer the Virago Shieldmaidens?” My heart skipped a beat as the words left my lips. Everything depended on this woman’s answer, everything
.

She shrugged.

“You didn’t even think
 about it,” I snapped, a heavy weight filling my chest. “What the hell?”

“I’m sorry, my Lord - I don’t know. Darek concealed his plans from even his inner circle - he feared treachery like nothing else.”

My hand hit my forehead. Dammit! This woman was undoubtedly a font of erotic memories, but when it came to strategy, she was completely useless.

“So you don’t remember anything about it,” I grumbled.

“One day, you told us you were going to make Queen Ariadne kneel,” she said in a quiet voice. “Then you entered the Inner Choir - and the next thing I knew, Ariadne had fallen. She rode straight to Wrathholme and laid her sword down before you.” A grin lit up her face and she shuddered with remembered lust. “You took her right in front of all of us, my Lord. I watched her come on your cock dozens
 of times before you finally finished with her. I was so jealous…”

Her revelations made me throb. I was about to ask for more when something clicked in the back of my mind.

“Wait, the Inner Choir?” I lowered my voice, as if someone might be listening in. “I don’t know if you’re aware of this, Cara, but...the Inner Choir is just a room. There’s some...well, some interesting knowledge in there, but nothing that could bring the Virago Shieldmaidens to heel…”

Or was there? Had I overlooked something in that boring beige office?

“That’s all I know, my Lord,” Cara purred, clearly turned on now. She bit her lip, a war going on behind her eyes. There was clearly something she wanted to say, but didn’t know if she’d get in trouble for saying it.

“Speak,” I commanded.

“My Lord,” Cara whispered huskily, “I could show
 you more. Will you let me?”

Show me? Show me what?

“Huh? Like a spell?” I thought of Mariah summoning the map of Continent in the war room. Perhaps she was talking about 
something of a similar nature. “Sure, go for it.”

Cara smiled - and shoved her fingers right between my eyes.

Instantly, I was no longer in Wrathholme. Instead I was on top of a raised dais in the middle of a circular chamber, with windows in all directions looking out onto a beautiful, vibrant landscape. From the rich furnishings and thick columns supporting the room, I knew this could only be one place: Thessalia. The home of the Virago Shieldmaidens.

It wasn’t the location that enticed me, however. It was the women.

A gorgeous blonde beauty lay beneath me, her legs all the way up to her shoulders. Her face was ageless and supernaturally perfect, her expression was one of utter submission. A golden robe covered in sigils lay splayed beneath her naked body, and there was a shield and sword laying by the couch, like the woman had casually discarded them before climbing up and giving herself to me.

“Claim me, Master,” the woman panted. She had the sexiest voice I’d ever heard. “Make all of us yours. The Virago Shieldmaidens are yours to command…!”

Looking up, I understood what she meant by all of us
. The couch wasn’t the only place to rest in this room. It looked like someone had dragged every bed and cot in the Virago’s palace into this one chamber, leaving them all over the floor.

Every single one of them was occupied. By sexy, writhing, naked elves.

The Virago pleasured each other shamelessly, using their fingers and their mouths and sometimes just grinding their pussies together in spasms of delight. More women than I could count lay on the couches and beds, engaged in just about every form of lesbian sex my feverish mind could think of.

The woman beneath me watched me watching them. “Any one of them would gladly join us,” she purred, rolling her hips 
in a circle around my cock. “Just choose one, my Lord, and command them to do whatever you desire. I promise
 you, they live to give you pleasure…”

What the hell was this? I craned my neck to look out the window, but everything beyond a certain point was...fuzzy
. As if this were merely a dream, or a memory. That was it - someone else’s memory. I had a pretty good idea of whose it was, too.

“Ariadne.” I gazed down at the naked woman. She was in the middle of wrapping her fingers around my cock, intent on guiding into her soft, dripping folds. “You’re Queen Ariadne, aren’t you? The leader of the Shieldmaidens when Darek conquered them…”

The woman’s face filled with confusion - but only for a moment. “You conquered me, my Lord,” she whispered, her expression going slack as the head of my cock entered her. “Oh fuck, Darek, you’re so big
! You’ve turned me into such a nasty little whore for your cock…!”

I wanted to fuck her brains out. Hell, I wanted to fuck the brains out of every sexy warrior woman there, one after the other.

But even more than that, I wanted to know how I did this. How did I turn the brilliant leader of the Virago Shieldmaidens into my personal pornstar?

As the vision faded, I looked around for some sort of clue. “Wait,” I groaned, the head of my cock pulsing as I drove another few inches into Ariadne’s pussy. Gods, she was so tight I could barely fit! “How did I do this? How did I make you mine?”

Ariadne wasn’t listening. She arched her back, flexing her thighs to get more of me inside of her. “Harder, Master! Pound my wet little pussy. Pump that Virago
 pussy full of your big, evil dick…!”

There was something next to me on the couch - my clothes. 
As the memory collapsed completely, I gave myself over to it and thrust deep into the Queen’s cunt. Awareness that it was all just a memory faded. I was claiming the Queen bitch of the Virago after so long, and every inch of her glorious body was mine-

-the vision panned backwards until I could see myself fucking Ariadne’s brains out on the dais. My black robes sat in a pile next to the couch, with an even darker sword pinning it to the ground. I was watching the debauchery through the eyes of someone standing on its periphery - someone who was very, very excited to be seeing it.


It’s not my memory
. The thought cut through Darek’s awareness. It’s hers. She watched this. I brought everyone to watch me claim the Virago Queen personally...


I blinked - and was back inside of Wrathholme. Cara stared at me, her wrist protruding from my forehead. There was a look on her face like she’d just knocked over something very fragile and broke it.

“What the fuck!?” I slid backwards on the bed, removing her hand from the inside of my skull. “How did you do that?”

“Do what, my Lord?” Cara was on the verge of tears. “I...I thought I hurt you! You just trailed off, you were staring into space like I’d broken something in your head…”

I put my hands on her shoulders. “There was a vision,” I said thickly. “I...I think it was one of your memories, Cara. Were you there when I...claimed
 Queen Ariadne for the first time?”

Until that moment, I had no idea a ghost could blush. “I was, my Lord. You had your inner circle around you at all times - we shared in your conquests
.”

The emphasis she put on that word made my cock throb. All of a sudden I realized I was hard as a rock: the memory had affected more than just my mind. I kept thinking of the way my cock felt sliding into that tight, elven pussy over and over 
again…

“When you say ‘shared’,” I growled, “that means you participated in them?”

Cara nodded. “Always, my Lord. I don’t know how I transferred this memory to you - but perhaps it will help you. Maybe you’ll find something in them that lets you remember how you defeated the Virago.”

Maybe. These memories were the only connection I had with the Darek of one hundred and eleven years ago. It would’ve been nice if he’d maybe explained things to me a bit more,
 I thought, remembering the terminal in the Inner Choir. I really needed to check that room out again, hunt for clues. But first…

Cara seized on it before I did. “My Lord, I see this memory has aroused you,” she whimpered, grabbing hold of my bulge. I couldn’t stop myself - I growled at the touch of her fingers, weak with need. “It’s been a century since the last time I felt the slightest pleasure. May I please
 relieve your burden, Master?”


Oh yeah.
 She could definitely do that.

“Come here, Cara,” I growled, pulling back the covers. “I think it’s time for me to remind you who your Master truly is…”






Chapter Five









Over the next hour, I quickly learned two things about my new ghostly Follower. First, she liked pain.

Second, the ability to turn parts of your body insubstantial opens up all kinds
 of fun sexual positions.

I’d barely had time to pull up the covers when Cara tugged them right back down again and mounted me. She straddled me as we kissed, her dripping slit inches above my throbbing cock. My hands went to her back, finding none of the warmth I normally associated with women’s bodies but tons
 of enthusiasm. Her pale skin was smooth and flawless, from the valley between her shoulders all the way down to her round, shapely ass. I grabbed and spanked it, pulling her cheeks apart as I prepared to thrust upwards deep into her tight, supernatural cunt.

Cara’s lips left mine and went to my neck, kissing the cord of muscle there. Her pale, ghostly cheeks were flushed red - if she’d been a living human, they’d have been warm as an oven. Her long, dark hair hung in a messy halo around her face, her eyes wild with desire.

“You want to go deep
 to start?” the ghost whimpered, grinding her wet cunt against me. “Like, really deep?”

“Always,” I growled taking hold of her hips. “Let me inside you…”

Cara surprised me. She put her hands over mine and guided them further up her body, almost all the way to her belly. “Hold me here,” she whispered, her face filling with excitement. “My Lord,” she hastily added.

“You don’t need to be so formal in the bedroom,” I told her. “A simple Master
 will suffice. Or Daddy
 - more than a couple of my girls seem to be taken with calling me that…”

Cara’s mouth formed a little ‘o’ of surprise. “Oh fuck, I think I could do that. Okay, are you ready?”

She was still sliding her wet lips up and down my cock, so I thought that’s what she was referring to: teasing me before she took me inside her. What else could she mean?

“Now
,” I growled, my fingers tightening on her sides. They sunk into her gently - damn it, why had she moved my hands so far up? Her hips were much better handholds. “Don’t make me wait, you beautiful slut-”

Cara let out a squeal of delight - and sank
 into the bed.

Her legs went insubstantial, dropping right into the mattress. Everything at Cara’s waist or lower went right through the blankets and disappeared - except
 for the tight, wet slit between her legs. Suddenly I was inside of her, at an angle I’d never felt before - an angle that would’ve been literally impossible with any other woman. Even my slime girl Eri couldn’t have managed it.

Cara screamed
 with pleasure, tossing her dark hair over one shoulder and arching her back.

“Fuck!” the ghost growled, grinding her hips in a circle around my prick. I was so deep inside her that I could feel her core pulsing around my cock. “I’ve missed this so fucking much, Master! I love you, I worship
 you! Ohh I worship you, my Lord!”

The words coming from her lips were sweet as honey. Meanwhile, I was discovering how to use Cara’s ghostly body to my advantage. I upthrust deep into her, the slick walls 
gripping my cock on every thrust. It didn’t take long to realize that I could hold onto Cara as hard as I wanted: digging fingers into her in ways that would bruise a normal woman didn’t even faze her.

In fact, the more pain I caused her, the harder she ground her folds around me. I think you like this,
 I thought, reaching up and mauling her heavy, swinging breasts.

All of a sudden, Cara was leaning over me. I have no idea how she did it - the angle should have sent her sprawling on the bed, so maybe she was bracing her feet against the floor in a way I couldn’t see.

“Come on, Master,” the ghost panted, guiding my hand to her slender throat. “You’re treating me so much nicer than you used to. Don’t you want to use
 me?”

I did. I really did.

I took her neck and squeezed tight, watching with pride as her eyes rolled back in her head. If I was with a non-undead member of my harem, they’d have been gasping and passing out, but Cara just leaned in harder and moaned. I felt her tight walls clenching around me, milking my cock as I pounded her slit harder and deeper.

It was too much for her to handle. Her ghostly, transparent legs kicked out to either side, clipping through the bed like a video game character who’d gone out of bounds. At the same time she slammed her hips down on me even harder
, taking me balls-deep so fast her folds were a blur around my cock.

“I’m going to come!” Cara winked in and out of the room as she approached her orgasm, shuddering like one of Mariah’s illusions. “Fuck, Master, I’m going to come all over your cock…!”

A moment later, a flood of juice coated my thighs as Cara unraveled. The beautiful ghost screamed my name, her hands gripping the headboard tight as she rode me with insane, desperate strength. I couldn’t fucking believe
 how tight and slick 
she was, welcoming me deeper and deeper inside of her as she spread for me. It was so much more than anyone else had ever given me.

As Cara came down from her peak, she pulled off me with a wet sucking sound. I grunted in frustration, but she was just turning around, presenting her big ass to me as she mounted me from behind.

Her legs did the sinking trick again, her slit sliding allll
 the way down on my cock. Orgasm had made her so tight that the friction nearly sent me over the edge: it was like she was throwing sparks around my cock.

“Spank me,” the ghost begged, gathering up her hair in a ponytail for me to hold on to. “I’ve been a bad, wicked girl, Master! I’ve spent an entire century haunting this place instead of being the wife you needed! I want you to take every second
 of it out on my body! Hurt me, Daddy - it’s what I deserve…!”

Grinning, I brought both hands down on her ass. Bruises formed on Cara’s skin, then faded in moments - leaving nothing but smooth, pale skin. The way she could absorb punishment was amazing, and my mind instantly filled with all the possibilities.

“You have no idea what you’re doing,” I said, rapidly losing control. “You’re awakening a monster, Cara.”

“I know
, Master!” She watched me over her shoulder, grinning. Her eyes traveled down to where my cock pistoned in and out of her and her face filled with amazement. “Tell me! Tell me what you want to do to me!”

“I’m going to tie you up,” I growled, tugging her hair so hard that a normal woman would’ve cried. “Then I’m going to whip you until you beg for my cock. When I’m done, you’ll be so wet that you won’t even be able to talk
 - just mewl like a cat while I stuff every one of your holes full of my dick…”

“Oh fuck,
 I’m going to cum again!” Cara covered her mouth with her hand, biting it deeply as she stifled a moan. Her palm 
came back with deep puncture marks - another wound that instantly vanished. “It’s not fair - you should get to feel good, Master, not me!” An idea occurred to her. “Master - may I finish you with my mouth? I think you’ll really like it…”

An image appeared in my mind: Cara on her knees, mouth open wide with her tongue sticking out as I exploded all over her face. Suddenly I wanted to make it a reality.

“Actually, I command
 you to,” I growled, pulling out of her. Her legs turned back to real ones as soon as they were over the mattress, nearly kicking me in the face in her enthusiasm. “Show me how you use that hot little mouth, Cara. Worship
 me. Don’t make me regret adding you to my roster…”

After a dare like that, I was expecting her to jump on me and ram my cock down her throat. Instead, Cara took my hands and led me to the edge of the bed.

“One second,” the ghost girl purred. “I promise this’ll be worth it. Sit right on the edge, Master - then lay back a bit.”

I did exactly as she said, wondering what the fuck she was planning. My ass hung slightly over the side of the mattress, my elbows resting on the blankets. I looked sort of like an office chair tipped all the way backwards. A perfectly nice position to have a girl ride me in, but for a blowjob?

“Close your eyes.” Cara let out a mischievous little giggle. “I want this to be a surprise.”

“Alright,” I grumbled. “But this had better be worth it.” My cock was so hard that it hurt. Cara’s juices dripped from it as it swayed gently from side to side. I closed my eyes, the room disappearing.

I heard the telltale sound of Cara going insubstantial. She kept on giggling, so I could hear where she was in the room, but it didn’t make any sense. She seemed to be behind
 me. How was she supposed to suck my dick like that…?

Suddenly there was something hot and wet around my cock. Only it felt like nothing I’d ever experienced before. Instead of 
warm, soft lips kissing the swollen crown and working downward, whatever this was moved up
 from the base. It felt strange...but good. Really
 good.

I opened my eyes - and got the shock of my life.

While I’d been waiting impatiently for her to please me, Cara had sunk right through the floor. She’d come up between my legs, her head poking right through
 my hips. She was facing away from me, like the figurehead on a ship, so it almost looked like my cock was poking through the back
 of her throat.

With a dexterity I had no idea she had, Cara was giving me a reverse blowjob
. Her lips gripped my shaft, shimmered into the real world, and rolled up my shaft so tight that I cried out in pleasure. When she added her tongue into the mix, swirling it beneath my shaft to tease that sensitive spot under my spongy head, I was in heaven.

“Holy shit,” I panted, my balls pulsing right through Cara’s ghostly neck. I was fucking done
 - and she knew it.

“Aaaah,” the ghost groaned, opening wide and letting me feel the back of her throat from the other
 side. She tilted her head back further and winked at me, then sucked in her cheeks and started blowing me as hard and fast as she could.

It was too much - I couldn’t hold back. The pleasure built and built, the dam inside of my head bursting. My fingers dug white-knuckle tight against the bed sheets as climax washed over me, ripping away the rest of the world in a blur of pleasure.

I erupted like a fucking geyser. Cara giggled and moaned around my cock as I shot, leaving just enough of her mouth open for my seed to arc into the air in thick, hot ropes. She kept right on sucking as I came down from my peak, sending sensations down my shaft that I was pretty sure no man had ever experienced before. By the time she was done, I felt like I’d been milked dry.

“Oh fuck! Oh yes!
” Cara moaned, her shoulders rising and 
falling in huge shuddering sobs. It was then I noticed her hand was moving beneath the bed, playing with her freshly-fucked slit. “May I cum for you, Master? Have I been a good enough girl to deserve it?”


God, you are TWISTED
, I thought, watching the ghost girl get herself off. No wonder you’re my wife.


“No,” I growled, lifting her right through the bed. “You don’t use your fingers, little girl. You use this
…”

And I rammed hilt-deep inside of her.

Cara’s elbows hit the floor with a grunt, only her ass and legs remaining on the floor. I did my level best to fuck her right into the ground, pumping my dick in and out of her like a piston as I worked my way up to a final, incredible orgasm.

I felt her cum beneath me, her cheek pressed against the floor. To her credit, she kept herself in a physical form, even as her head slammed against the stone. She didn’t want to loosen the friction or ruin the leverage - everything about her was totally devoted to giving me the hottest experience possible. I loved that about her already.

Shit. Did I love
 this girl? Was I even capable of using that word about my harem?

One more hard thrust inside of Cara and I was gone. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I came, pumping her ghostly pussy full of my hot, white seed. When I pulled out of her, Cara slumped bonelessly to the floor, curling up like a cat as she bathed in afterglow.

When I finally opened my eyes, she was beaming up at me. “Did I make you feel good, Master? That trick was always your favorite - you used to have me do it at parties.”

That brought a laugh from me. “Did I, now?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, my Lord. We usually decided beforehand which woman in the crowd you wanted to claim next. When you were just about to cum, we’d aim me at her - and when you painted her with your seed, everyone there 
knew she’d been chosen as your next conquest.”

“That...is the filthiest thing I’ve ever heard,” I said, a little shocked. Holy shit, this girl.


That Mona Lisa smile spread across her face. “Oh, that was far
 from the naughtiest thing we used to get up to,” she said with a coquettish gaze. “Maybe my memories will tell you more. Would you like to try that again? Or perhaps you’d prefer to cuddle me for a while. You did love that - you could be surprisingly gentle once your masculine needs were met…”

Both of those options sounded amazing - but not right for the moment. Thanks to Cara, I finally had a lead on where I could find information about Darek’s conquest of the Virago. It had been under my nose all along.

I had to get to the Inner Choir. Preferably without alerting the rest of my harem. It was late, but the chances that they’d gone to bed without me was practically zero. And after Cara’s treatment, I was going to need at least a little bit of time before jumping into that new, big bed with all of them.

“Not right now,” I said, treating the subject gingerly. The rest of the harem always hated this part. “I’m going to go follow up on what you’ve told me. I’ll see you soon, though…”

Cara gave me a confused little look. “You don’t need to worry about my comfort, Master,” the ghost girl explained. “I belong to you
 - not the other way around.” She giggled. “I’ll use the time to get closer to the rest of your harem. I’d like to find out more about these new women who serve you.”

“Yeah, you do that,” I said, feeling amazed. They’re not going to know what hit them, are they? The bar has just been raised.
 “If you run into any of them, don’t tell them where I’m going, alright?”

She made a ‘zip-the-lip’ motion, and for a moment her mouth actually
 sealed shut. Then she blew me a kiss, formed a wispy robe around herself that revealed more than it covered, and sank into the floor.


It’s going to take me a while to get used to that,
 I thought, putting 
on my pants. Hopefully I’d have the time to get used to it.

If I didn’t find something good in the Inner Choir, there was no telling how I’d get out of this mess.






Chapter Six









It was getting late by the time I made it from Cara’s quarters back to the throne room. As much as I liked them, I hoped my followers were all passed-out by now. It would’ve been damned disheartening for them to see me leave the Inner Choir empty-handed.

When I’d first started exploring the castle, the whole place had been dark as a tomb. The cultist’s renovations had gone well; there were now torches in every wall, blazing with green light. I’d literally never seen one go out - whoever was responsible for keeping them lit moved like magic, replacing them without leaving a trace. Just one of the things I took for granted as the Lord of Wrathholme, I guess.

There was no one in the throne room; just the big chair and some new rugs laid out on the floor. They muffled my footsteps as I made my way behind the massive seat, which was easily twenty feet tall and covered in glossy black protrusions. I kind of hoped no one ever actually
 expected me to sit on the damn thing.

The door to the Inner Choir was just behind the throne. But as I made my way to it, I heard a cough just behind me.

“Good evening, my Lord.” I turned to see Mariah leaning against the back of the throne, her arms crossed beneath her breasts. A stony expression was on the succubus’ face, as if 
she’d caught me with my hand in the cookie jar.

“Uh, hi.” I glanced back at the door, mentally calculating how quick I could be inside. “What’s up? Kinda busy here…”

She held the expression a moment longer - then grinned from ear-to-ear. Suddenly the demon was all excitement.

“Did you fuck the ghost girl?” she asked, teasing her chin with her long, forked tongue. “You were up there for hours
.”

“Look, I really need to check something in here,” I said with a sigh. “Maybe you should look in on the others…”

Mariah gasped. “You did
 fuck the ghost girl!” A teasing lilt entered her tone. “So how was it? Was she a trick, or a treat?”

I rolled my eyes. “Really?”

Her eyes twinkled with mischief. “The others have been coming up with puns ever since you used the Gaze on her. Trust me, that’s one of the less
 horrible ones.”

“Great.” I let out a groan. “As if you all didn’t tease me enough before.”

“Don’t worry,” Mariah assured me. “We won’t discriminate against her just because she’s a ghost. That would be wraith-ist.”

I put my head in my hands. “God help me,” I said, starting to laugh.

Mariah bumped me with her ass. “I hope she sticks around so we can tell you all of them. Man, it would suck if she ghosted
 you-”

“Enough,” I said, giving her a swat on the backside. “You all had better not do this in front of her, by the way. She’s going to start thinking the rest of my harem doesn’t like her.”

She had the temerity to look offended. “Not a chance,” the succubus said, making a serious face.

I glared at her. Her chin trembled the slightest little bit. “Go on. Say it.”

Mariah started to giggle. “We all know that she’s your boo
!”

“Okay, that’s it,” I said, rolling my eyes. “You’re out. 
Someone give Necessity the good news that she’s my new First of the Corrupt.”

Her hands slipped between my legs. “Never
,” the succubus growled, actually serious about it this time. “Don’t even joke about that, Master. I
 am your First. I’d be more than happy to remind you why: right here, right now…”


If only there weren’t an army putting itself together to march on us right now,
 I thought, letting my gaze travel up and down Mariah’s curves. I might take you up on that…


A moment later, Mariah realized the same thing. Her hand left me, her gaze shifting to the simple door marking the entrance to the Inner Choir.

“What clue did she give you?” the succubus asked, her eyes narrowing. “And why does it take you away from the rest of us?”

There was no way around it - I had to lie. Telling Mariah the truth would’ve meant admitting I didn’t have a plan to deal with the Virago Shieldmaidens. She couldn’t be allowed to know that I was hunting for something that would help me resist them - otherwise news would spread to the entire harem. The cultists would abandon me, leaving Wrathholme even more defenseless than it already was.

“There’s a...a bond linking Cara to this fortress,” I said. It was a half-truth - uncovering that bond was
 something I wanted to do, as well. “She told me the old Darek cast it on her a century ago. It’s what’s been keeping her alive. Apparently there’s some sort of enchanted item within the walls of Wrathholme linked to her spirit. I thought if I found it, it might help with the memories.”

Mariah looked confused. “What
 memories?”

Briefly, I explained what had happened when Cara’s fingers entered my head. The succubus’ eyes went wide with shock when I relayed the vision about Darek fucking the Queen of the Virago. By the time I was done, her breasts were rising and 
falling faster, and there was a sheen of sweat on her rich red skin.

“That sounds...hot
,” the succubus purred. “Yeah, I can definitely
 see why you’d want more of those.” The demon girl’s gaze traveled to the simple door, filling with frustration. “But I can’t go in there with you, Master.”

I shrugged. “Who says you can’t? If I give you permission you can, right? I could use a second set of eyes in there.”

Mariah’s jaw dropped open. “Master, we’re not allowed to know what’s inside the Inner Choir-”

“Well, tough.” I shrugged again, showing her just how little I cared. “I already told Cara all about it. So if you don’t go with me, she’ll know something you don’t. How comfortable would my First of the Corrupt be with something like that?”

I didn’t need to be a mind-reader to see how Mariah felt about the idea. A fierce look lit up the succubus’ face, and for a moment she was that same commanding woman who’d pulled me through the portal so many weeks ago.

“Very well, my Lord. Lead the way. I will admit, I’ve often wondered what’s in there…”

“It’s going to disappoint you,” I told her. “Sorry to say.” I took her by the hand and led her through the doorway, into the narrow hallway that led to the Inner Choir.

Inside, it was exactly as I remembered. A simple, austere office, barely the size of my bedroom back on Earth. The chair was a little ways back from the desk, where I’d left it after watching the message the previous Corruption Lord had left for me on the terminal. The terminal itself was still on, it’s old-school green-and-black screen making a faint humming sound that filled the room. The section of the wall where I’d summoned the portal was bare, as if whoever had maintained this office wanted to have room for it to open at any time.

“Ta dah,” I said sarcastically, spreading my arms like a realtor showing off a home to a client. “The big mystery. The 
Inner Choir. Not what you thought, right?”

Mariah looked around the small room, her face filled with confusion. It didn’t take long before she’d seen everything.

“I expected...I don’t know what
 I expected,” Mariah said, shaking her head. “As an inner sanctum, it certainly affords you some privacy. But there’s not even one skull? Really?”

“Why would there be skulls?” I asked, sitting down at the desk.

Mariah scoffed. “My Lord is the Master of Corruption - the most evil leader in the Realm of Continent. Of course
 there should be skulls.”

“Duly noted.” I scrolled through the options on the terminal, looking for anything that could help me. “The next time a cultist kicks the bucket, you have my permission to rip all their bones out. For decorative purposes only, of course.”

“Of course.” Mariah stuck out her forked tongue and got to searching.

There wasn’t much room to search, but she got to it with admirable aplomb. Though I couldn’t help but notice she spent a lot of time checking beneath the desk, making sure to stick her big ass in the air and wiggle it while she did so.

“This place is pretty small,” the succubus purred a few seconds later. “Nice and cozy, though. Good place to get away from the rest of the harem.”

“Uh huh.” Just like before, there were only a few options on the terminal available. I could replay the message the previous Darek had left me, but I wouldn’t do that with Mariah around. Too risky. “I haven’t really been in here since the first time…”

Mariah straightened up and regarded the terminal. “Such a strange box,” the demoness whispered, gently raking the top of the plastic with her claws. “Is this one of the devices you mentioned having back on Urth
?”

“Earth
,” I corrected her. I’d stopped scrolling through the menus and was just hitting random keys on the keyboard now, 
hoping one of them did something. “Yeah, we had lots of these - although they were a hell of a lot faster than this one. This looks like one of the ones that came out around the time I was born.”

“Ah.” Mariah sank to her knees, grinning from ear-to-ear. “Am I misremembering, or did you once tell me you had a fantasy of being pleasured while playing games on one of these?”

The succubus reached for my belt - when suddenly a ball of light blazed to life across the tiny office.

It expanded across the table top, filling it from corner to corner. A shape coalesced, and if I hadn’t just had a meeting in the war room, I wouldn’t have recognized it. It was a map of Continent.

Mariah let out a yelp and sprang to her feet. “Master! You did something!”

I had. But what?

“This...this is just a map,” I groaned, looking the thing up and down. “It doesn’t give me any information you couldn’t tell me, Mariah…”

There was something different about this map, I realized. Tiny glowing dots rose from it in places, like pushpins in a conventional map. There were about two dozen of them in all, almost all of which were clustered around the bottom third of the croissant-shaped landmass. Other than one or two near the waist of the world, they were all close to us.

I stared at them, trying to figure out what they represented. I was lucky that I’d brought Mariah with me - because she realized it immediately.

“My Lord,” she said, reaching her hand through the digital projection. “These lights...they’re your Shrines
.”

“The Shrines?” An image filled my mind of the one that Mariah and I had visited while we were on the run from Necessity. The large cave had been hewn from a nearby 
mountain, filled with murals depicting Darek’s rise to power. “There’s that many?”

Mariah sounded awestruck. “Yes, my Lord. Look - this is the one we visited just outside of Heatherhill.” And she touched one of the balls of light.

Suddenly the bare section of wall ripped open. Green light filled the office, bathing us in its radioactive glow. Mariah’s hand grasped mine instinctively, as if she feared something might step right through and try to take me away.

“What the hell!?” I scanned the keyboard again, trying to remember which key I’d pressed. I made an educated guess, and the portal slammed shut just as quickly as it had opened. There was a whoosh
 of air as the pressure restabilized in the office.

When Mariah recovered, she spoke. “My Lord, it seems as if this technology of yours can open portals. Ones that lead to any Shrine within this Realm.”

I stared at the terminal with a new appreciation. My heart thudded in my chest like a jackhammer. This is what I’d been looking for! The advantage I needed to turn the Virago Shieldmaidens into my harem servants.

Wait, no. Bitterness filled me.

“It doesn’t help,” I spat, indicating the entire map with a gesture. “Look at the Shrines, Mariah. They’re all clustered near us. There are none in the Virago lands - not even one in Thessalia.” I sat down heavily in the chair. “Not that getting to Thessalia would even help us. The Virago are all headed to the far north, to see the Valkyries. Shit
.”

Mariah, however, didn’t share in my frustration. There was a thoughtful look on the succubus’ face as she examined the keyboard.

“It was this button?” she asked.

I nodded. She pressed it, and my hair flew into my face as the portal opened.

I felt Mariah’s fingers intertwined with mine. She pulled me to my feet and led me to the portal.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I want to verify that this portal does what we think it does,” my First said matter-of-factly. “And if it does...perhaps there are ways we can use them to our advantage. If nothing else, they’ll make infiltrating Princess Reina’s territory much easier.”

There was
 that. Mariah was definitely right on that score. I swallowed bile in the back of my throat. From her perspective, this was probably a big win. She had no idea how defenseless we truly were against the Virago - and if she suspected, she was doing a damn good job of keeping it to herself.

“Very well,” I said, shrugging off my worries. I’d figure something out. I had to, right? “Shall we?”

With a giggle, Mariah took my hand and jumped into the portal. The green light enveloped us, ripping away the world, and we were gone.






Chapter Seven









The air crackled with magic as Mariah and I stepped out of the portal. Immediately the smell of moss and earth hit my nostrils; my boots touched down on a bare rock floor. The portal slid closed as soon as we were clear, removing the cave’s only source of light. It was so dark I couldn’t even see Mariah.

“One moment, my Lord.” The succubus snapped her fingers, and torches all around the cave blazed to life. The map had been right - this was the Shrine just outside of Heatherhill, the same one Mariah had flown me to right after our fight with Necessity. I recognized the bed and the fire-pit - not to mention the erotic murals painted all over the walls.

Mariah put her hands on her hips and surveyed the room, evidently pleased. “This is incredible, my Lord,” the succubus whispered. She turned around, the wheels already turning around her eyes. “This
 is how we’re going to corrupt Princess Reina to our cause. A sneak attack. She’ll never see us coming!”

I agreed with Mariah, although I wished I shared in her enthusiasm. “I wish there were some Shrines further north,” I said, letting a little bit of the mask I wore around everyone else slip. “We could use them to ambush the Shieldmaidens.”

A stricken look appeared on Mariah’s face. Her shoulders sagged, as if I’d knocked the wind right out of her sails. Damn 
it - I hadn’t meant to do that.

“I’m sorry, Master,” she said, her gaze traveling to the ground between her feet. “The fault lies with me. Had I spread the Cult of Darek further north, the cultists might have erected Shrines right in the Virago’s backyard. I’m sorry I did not work as hard as I could have, my Lord…”

“Shit.” I rubbed the back of my neck. “I didn’t mean it like that, Mariah. You’ve worked your ass off. Hell, if it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t be here in the first place.”

She nodded - but the sad look on her face didn’t fade. “Of course, Master. I didn’t mean to upset you.”


Huh?
 What the hell was up with her?

“What’s upsetting me is your attitude,” I growled, taking a seat in front of the fire-pit. “Get this thing going, then we’ll talk about it.”

The succubus got to work stoking the green flames. “I’m sorry, Master,” she said, shaking her head as she lit the brazier with a puff of magic. “The last thing you want to do is listen to my
 problems.”


Well, hell
, I thought. It’d probably take my mind off how we were all about to die, in any case. “I think you’d be surprised by what your Master is interested in,” I said, kicking a chair in her direction. “Sit. What’s on your mind?”

Mariah still looked reticent. “It’s silly,” the succubus said, but the look on her face told me it was anything but. “Nothing for you to worry about. Just a trifle-”

“Mariah, if you don’t stop being passive-agressive and tell me what’s wrong, I’m going to withhold sex for a month.”

Her mouth dropped open. “You wouldn’t! I’d have no way to recharge - I’d be stuck in bed, completely powerless!”

“Uh huh.” I crossed my arms over my chest and leaned back. “So get talking.”

She stared at me a few seconds longer, waiting for me to take it back. When I didn’t, she sighed.

“Fine.” The succubus scratched behind a horn, gathering her thoughts. “Ever since the Orchid’s Den, things have been...different
. Since Heatherhill, really.”

“Different how?” I leaned forward, my interest piqued.

“Well...you changed me, my Lord,” Mariah said. “Your magic transformed me, from a scarred, ugly woman to this.
 I have no illusions about what I am, Craig - I radiate
 sex. When I walk down the street, every man for a hundred feet in every direction pops a boner.”

“But you’re mine
,” I growled, the words springing from the back of my throat. “Don’t forget that.”

“I never do,” she said with a smile. “But the Orchid’s Den...it really messed with my head. When Eri used me as a distraction, I mean. You remember?”

I remembered. We’d needed a diversion so the slime girl could get me upstairs to where Necessity was meeting with the brothel’s madame. So we’d had Mariah strut into the crowd, half-naked with all her powers unveiled. Everyone had gone nuts
. Eri was still joking about how many men and
 women had thrown desperate marriage proposals the succubus’ way.

“Yeah, that was fun,” I said breezily. “What’s wrong? Did you not like being objectified by the crowd? Uncomfortable with being treated like a sex object?”

Mariah looked at me like I’d grown a second head. “Are you kidding me? Where’d you learn to talk like that?”

I just shrugged and smiled.

“It’s not that,” the succubus said, staring down at herself. “I like being stared at and lusted over, of course - especially by you and the rest of the harem. It’s just different
 than it is with you, my Lord. It’s hard to explain…”


I think I’m beginning to understand you, Mariah
. I put a hand on her thigh. “It’s not like when you were a human, right?”

Mariah nodded. “When I was a cultist, those people wouldn’t have given me the time of day,” she said bitterly. “Not 
with my scars. Or my face, or my hair. And yet, even though nothing has changed about me except my appearance, everyone wants to fuck
 me! Except you, my Lord,” she hastily added, patting my wrist. “You wanted to fuck me from the start.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said. “I know exactly what you mean, Mariah.”

The succubus cocked an eyebrow. “You do?”

I started to laugh. “I do. Did I ever tell you I used to be fat?”

Mariah’s brows drew together in confusion. “Fat?” She pointed back at the murals on the wall. “Darek has always been an imposing, muscular specimen of masculinity…”

“Not here,” I said, smirking. “Back on Earth. When I started college, actually.”

I’d always been a big guy when I was in high school. Consequently, I’d also always been a bit of a loner - I wasn’t the type of guy who was very lucky asking out girls, or getting invites to the best parties. So when I got into college and moved to a whole new state, I decided to change that.

“I lost a lot of weight,” I explained. “Hit the gym every day, stayed away from the Chik-Fil-A and the McDonalds in the campus cafeteria.”

Mariah stared at me blankly. “What are those?”

“The kinds of foods that make you fat when you eat too much of them,” I said, dismissing the question with a wave of my hand. “The point is, by the end of my first semester, I was way
 thinner. By the end of my second, I was pretty much the same weight that I am right now.”

Mariah nodded, looking pleased. “That’s wonderful, Master.”

“It was. And it broke my fucking brain.”

Her jaw hit the floor. “How?”

I grinned. “The same way it broke yours, Mariah. The same people who were too ‘cool’ for me suddenly wanted to hang 
out. I got invites to parties at the dorms. Hell, there were even a couple times girls hit on me
 instead of the other way around. And it completely shocked me.”

“Why, Master?”

“Because nothing about me
 had changed. I was still the same person. But because I looked different, looked better
, suddenly girls who wouldn’t have given me the time of day before wanted to go on dates with me. Flirting with them didn’t get me weird looks - it got them giggling and giving me their number. You wouldn’t understand what that is, I guess.”

“I think I understand.” Mariah’s eyes lit up. “It is
 the same, Master. I feel like...like it was so unfair. Something as tiny and unimportant in the grand scheme of things as a scar on my face could so utterly change how I’m treated.”

I nodded. “It made me realize how shallow people are,” I said. “Like I said, it sort of broke my brain - I turned into a total jerk for a while. I treated the women I went out with like shit, because they were the kind of people who would’ve laughed at me behind my back before I lost weight. I blew off parties, because even though the people throwing them seemed ‘nice’, they weren’t nice enough to invite a fat guy.” I shook my head, remembering. “People really fucking suck, Mariah. That’s part of why I’m happier staying here than going back to Earth.”

The succubus was staring at me in a whole new way. A strange smile played on her features.

“You’ve been telling me you’re not really the Corruption Lord,” she said, the corner of her mouth curling in a smirk. “Yet your thoughts on ordinary humans sound exactly
 like something he would have said.”

“Well, maybe I’m a little more evil than I let on,” I growled. Suddenly I was forcefully aware of how hot the air had grown between us. Green flames heated the cave, bathing everything in that pale, sexy glow. There was a half-naked succubus 
sitting next to me, commiserating about our deepest feelings, and all I wanted to do was throw her to the ground and bang her brains out. Maybe I really was
 the bad guy, after all.

I grinned. If that was being a bad guy, then I liked
 it.

“You weren’t afraid of me,” Mariah whispered huskily. She closed her eyes, puckering her lips. “It didn’t matter to you that I was a scarred, broken thing when I found you. You wanted
 me.”

“You’re goddamned right,” I said, sliding a hand to the small of her back.

“You even like me better as a demon,” she giggled, teasing the bulge between my legs with the end of her tail. “I can feel how fucking turned on you are right now, Master - and it’s making me so
 wet…”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I grabbed Mariah and kissed her hard, lifting her off her feet and carrying her to the nearest bed while I did it.

“Remind me how beautiful I am now,” the succubus purred, spreading her legs. “Remind me I’m yours
, Master.”

I parted Mariah’s legs with my knee and slid two fingers between her thighs, making her gasp. Beneath her belly, her armor clung to her mound like a pair of leather panties - it was the easiest thing in the world to slip them to the side. Grinning, I did so. My fingers were inside of her slit, warm and dripping with juice. Her inner folds gripped me tight, all soft and slick like she’d spent my entire story preparing herself for me. Making that body ready for her Master.

“How’s that?” I grunted, finding her clit and swirling around it, hard. “Does that make you feel like a sexy fucking demon, Mariah?”

“Oh fuck
,” she whimpered, grinding her hips against my hand. “Craig, fuck that’s so good…!”

“You used to look different,” I growled against her ear as I fingered her, “but deep down, you’ve always been the same 
person. The bad bitch cultist who bosses people around, but threw herself at me the moment she saw me. Only now you’ve got a fortress to command, and a whole harem of bitches by your side. God, you’re such a bad girl!”

“Mmmh, I’m glad
!” Mariah tugged off her top, her gorgeous breasts spilling free. She grabbed hold of my wrist and thrust my free hand between the firm red orbs, inviting me to pinch and squeeze her nipples. They were diamond-hard, aching beneath my fingers as I stroked her between her legs. “I’m your
 bad girl, Master. Your priestess. Your whore
. Everything I am belongs to you…”

I knew it was all true. And it felt amazing.

“I love you,” the succubus admitted, her face going shocked at her own boldness. “God, Master, I love you so fucking much. I’m on fire for you right now - can’t you feel how fucking wet
 you’re making me?”

“You’re fucking dripping,” I growled, pumping my fingers mercilessly. “You’re tight, too. Such a good demon…”

“You own
 me!” Mariah’s eyes rolled back in her head as she rode my fingers. “I’ve been training to be your property my entire life, Master! Your fingers inside me are, like, the second-greatest thing in the universe…
!”

I didn’t have to ask her what the first was. But I did anyway.

“Oh yeah?” I leaned over her, pinning her to the bed with my strength. “And what’s the first?”

I knew full well what she was going to say: which is why, before she could, I grabbed her by the back of the neck and smothered her mouth with mine. Mariah writhed beneath me, melting in the feeling of skin-on-skin as I pushed her to the edge with my pistoning fingers. She clung to me like a ragdoll, locking her legs behind me as her inner walls began to clench and quiver. Right before the peak she tried to pull away, but I gave her no mercy - just pushed her right over, watching her scream.

“Master!

” Mariah’s voice echoed across the walls as she unraveled beneath me. “Oh fuck oh yes I’m coming Master don’t stop I’m cumming…!
”

A torrent of juice coated my fingers as the succubus’ orgasm overtook her. My hand slowed, milking her clit as her ass sprung off the bed over and over again. When she was finally down from her peak, I slid my wet fingers into her mouth, letting her swirl her long tongue around them and taste herself.

“Now that,” I growled, watching the sopping wet mess I’d just made of her, “takes my mind off my problems.”

“Ungh, holy shit
.” Mariah actually looked a little sheepish at how hard I’d made her come. She covered her face with the back of one hand as her thighs quivered and clenched with the aftershocks. “Please
 tell me I can return the favor, Master?”

Let her focus on making me
 feel good? Hell yes!

My belt came loose, tossed into a corner of the Shrine. My cock sprang free from my pants, a thick bead of precum dribbling from the tip.

Mariah whimpered
 at the sight of it. “That
,” she purred, looking at my cock like a holy relic, “is the best thing in the universe, Master.”

I smirked down at her. “Use your mouth on me,” I commanded, resting my shoulders against the cave wall. “Make me come down your throat, you gorgeous succubus.”

It was like I’d given the order to a slave. She complied instantly, crawling on her knees to the edge of the bed. She wrapped one hand around my shaft, then slid the other between her thighs. It came up absolutely soaked
 with her pussy juices - which she immediately used to stroke my shaft, leaving it slick and dripping.

“There
 we go,” the succubus growled, leaning over me. “Does that make you feel good, Master?”

It did - so much that it was hard to hold back.

“You just wanted to taste yourself,” I grunted. “Nasty little 
demon slut.”

“You love it,” she purred, teasing the head of my cock with her tongue. “And yes, I love tasting my pussy on your dick, Master. Almost as much as I love tasting other
 women’s pussies on your dick…”

I let out a shocked moan as Mariah opened wide and swallowed me. My fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her deeper onto my shaft. Inch by glorious inch she took me shaft balls-deep, relaxing her throat until her nose lay buried in my pubic hair. Mariah took me down her throat like she wanted me to feel the back of it, like she genuinely wanted nothing
 other than to give me the greatest amount of pleasure possible.


A man could get addicted to this
, I thought, thrusting my hips against her face. Fuck yeah…


She bobbed up and down like a cork on my cock, working up a thick mixture of mine and her juices as she sucked me off. Every few minutes she fingered herself until her hand was dripping with her feral tang, then wrapped her hand around me until I was covered with more of her sweet succubus pussy juice.

“Fuck, I think I’m gonna come,” I announced, my head lolling back. I grabbed her horns with both hands - prior experience had taught me not only did Mariah not mind me using them as handles, she adored
 it - and stared up at the murals of Darek conquering, filling her throat with hard thrusts like I was trying to reach her pussy from the other side. “Oh shit, here it comes…”

The murals blurred before me as the pleasure reached its peak. Which was when I noticed something strange.

He was holding a sword. Clutching it high above his head as he led a bunch of half-naked Virago into battle.

Mariah told me Darek was a warlock. What did he need a sword
 for?

Just then the pleasure hit me like a tidal wave. The world dissolved, taking with it all my worries and concerns. My mind filled with utter ecstasy as I exploded, my cock shuddering against the back of Mariah’s throat before erupting with thick ropes of seed.

Mariah swallowed the first two, then pulled off and stroked me over the finish line, aiming my spurting cockhead at her smiling face. The succubus bathed in it, licking her lips as thick streaks of my load covered her face and tits. Finally, after she’d milked me completely dry, Mariah planted a kiss on the head, sucking it dry. She looked up at me with love and devotion, as satisfied as if I’d spent the last hour worshipping her pussy.

“Thank you, Master,” the succubus groaned, licking my seed off her fingers. “I love the way your cum tastes. Wait...what’s wrong?”

I was able to think again - which meant I was pointing at the mural. “That sword,” I said, gesturing for Mariah to look. “Why did the most powerful magic user in the Realm carry a sword
 into battle?”

Gingerly, the succubus rose to her feet. She was still cleaning my load off her face as she stared at the mural. A surprised look stole over her features, as if she’d never noticed the incongruity before.

“I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. She kept right on licking up my seed, doing it casually now as she pondered like it was a snack she’d brought with her. “It certainly looks like a fearsome weapon, though. Probably magical. If it was, it must’ve been lost after Darek was slain by the Great Hero. It might not even exist - he was
 a warlock. This painting may be just an embellishment.”

That was totally possible. But something inside me said it wasn’t.

In fact, I was starting to think it was very
 important I find 
out more about that sword. It wasn’t the lead Cara had meant to give me - but something in the back of my head rang in a strangely familiar manner when I saw that black-and-green blade.

“Let’s go back to Wrathholme,” Mariah purred, fastening her top. “We know how we’re going to conquer Vellum now - this fast travel system’s given me an idea. I can’t wait to share it with the rest of the group.” She gave me a sly look. “Besides, I only made you come once.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Only once?”

She giggled. “Just enough to take the edge off - I know there’s lots of girls that want a piece of you. I’ll tell them about our plans - right after we have a little naughty fun.”

So my harem would be waiting for me when I got back to Wrathholme. My cock throbbed against my thigh at the thought, rising back to life. Yeah, I could definitely use a little more R&R.

Now that a portal connection had been established between the Shrine and Wrathholme, it was easy for Mariah to reopen it with a spell. The portal blazed to life along the wall, showing a static picture of the office inside the Inner Choir. We stepped through, and were instantly transported back home.

“So what is
 the plan, exactly?” I asked Mariah as we crossed into the throne room. “With Reina, I mean.”

Mariah winked at me over her shoulder. “So first,” she said, stepping into the throne room, “you need to send her a reply to that angry little letter she sent you last week…”

Both of us froze. Mariah’s face went from giddy glee to horror in seconds.

The throne room blazed with alarms. We could hear shouts, screams - and the sound of battle.

Wrathholme was under attack.






Chapter Eight









We stepped through the portal and into a fortress steeped in chaos. Mariah took a defensive position instantly, her leathery wings unfurling their full span as she shielded me from whatever might attack.

“Back into the Inner Choir,” the succubus growled, gesturing at the door. “Stay inside while I figure out what’s going on, Master.”

“Like hell I will!” If the fortress was under attack, that meant my girls
 were under attack. Whoever had made the mistake of breaking into my home was about to find out I was much more than talk. I’d been itching
 for some real targets to practice my new magic on, and fate had just handed them to me on a silver platter.

I shoved Mariah out of the way and strode across the throne room. Just then, someone ducked through the entrance. I charged up a lightning blast, electricity crackling through my fingers - but stopped when I saw who it was.

Necessity stood in the doorway, looking half-mad with panic. She let out a sigh of relief as soon as she saw me.

“My Lord!” The elven warrior advanced, taking up a position in front of me with Mariah. Necessity had both of her long blades out, brandishing them in front of her like there were enemies waiting in every corner of the room. “There you 
are! Where in the Realms have you been?”

“Mariah and I were out on an errand,” I said, glancing over both women’s shoulders. “What the fuck is going on? Is it the Virago?”

Necessity shook her head. “I’m not sure who it is, but it isn’t them - otherwise I’d feel it. My Lord, when the alarm sounded and you weren’t anywhere to be found...I thought something terrible had happened!”

I should’ve felt like shit for worrying Necessity that way while I was balls-deep in Mariah’s throat. Instead, I felt a surge of annoyance that my two harem girls were keeping me away from the action.

“As you can see, I’m fine,” I grumbled, trying without much success to push past Necessity. Damn it, why did the woman have to be such a sexy slab of muscle? “Let me at these assholes - I’m going to fry them…”

A pink puddle rippled across the room. It stopped at my feet, rapidly forming into the bubblegum curves of my slime girl, Eri. As soon as she was in humanoid form, she threw her arms around me, sobbing.

“There you are!” She sounded even more panicked than Necessity. “We thought they’d taken
 you, Craig!”

“I’m fine
!” My roar was loud enough to stun all three women to silence. “And I am much more concerned with the fact that there are intruders
 within the fucking walls! Who and what are they, and when do we kill them!?”

Eri knew better than to argue with me when I was in a mood like this. “Whoever they are, they move fast
,” the slime girl said, following me out of the throne room. Necessity and Mariah were just behind her, hot on my heels. “They killed a few cultists and set fire to the armory. Lucky for us, we hadn’t put any actual weapons in there yet, but the building is still blasted.”

“Buildings can be replaced.”

Outside the main tower, the castle town was a mill of confusion. There were a good dozen cultists running buckets from a well to try and put out the blaze surrounding the armory. With a grunt, I fanned out my hands and fired a stream of ice directly at the building, snuffing the fire in seconds.

“Case in point.” I turned back to Eri. “Are they still here?”

“We sealed every entry and exit,” the slime girl said quickly, “but we don’t know how they got in to begin with. If it was a tunnel or a secret entrance, they might have used it to leave.”

Damn it. I was not
 about to let some raiding party get away. Not after taking a swing at my
 people.

“If they’re running,” I growled, thinking quick, “they won’t get far. It’s just waste for miles in every direction, right?”

Mariah and Necessity shared a look. “Yes, my Lord…”

I grabbed Mariah by the shoulder. “Fly me.”

The succubus looked at me like I’d grown another head. “My Lord?”

“I don’t have time for this!” I gestured all around the fortress. “You’re going to lift me up, then I’m going to bathe this valley in so much fucking flame that it’s going to look like high noon around here. Those assholes won’t have anywhere to hide!”

Mariah got it instantly. She grinned from ear-to-ear, already anticipating the carnage. “Yes, my Lord,” she purred.

“You two,” I said, indicating Necessity and Eri. “Get on the walls. If I don’t see them, one of you will. They’re not
 getting out of here. If we can’t capture them, we’ll kill them.”

On that point, Eri and I completely agreed. “Yes, Sir!” The slime girl saluted me smartly. “Craig…”

Mariah’s wings already beat against the sky, kicking up clouds of dust. I felt her claws digging into my shoulders as she lifted me off the ground. “What?”

Eri looked stricken. “One of the cultists they killed,” she said, glancing at a pile of bodies, “was the guy from the 
meeting. The one you praised about his report…”


I never read that damn report,
 I realized. Now I’ll never get to tell him what I actually thought of it…


“Fine,” I said, swallowing it down. It was an acceptable loss - after all, it had to be. “Let’s go, Mariah! Lift off…!”

The ground gave way beneath me as Mariah took flight, soaring into the air. Higher and higher we climbed, the chill air of Wrathholme growing colder still as we reached the clouds. From up here, the fortress looked like a toy - and the people running around its ground resembled ants.

I reached into my mind and summoned a high-level fire spell. A ball of pure molten light blazed to life between my outstretched palms, blowing back my hair. Heat rolled off it like an open oven, singing my eyebrows.

With a scream, the ball exploded. Hundreds of feet below, cultists and harem girls hit the deck as waves of fire filled the air over Wrathholme. In a flash, the wastes were lit up for miles in every direction. The fleeing attackers should have been as easy to spot as a black sheep in a flock of white ones.

Yet I didn’t see anything.

“Where are they?” I charged up a second blast and sent it in the other direction, not that it was necessary. The area around the fortress was as bright as the middle of the day. Either I was looking in the wrong direction, or they were doing something to obscure themselves from my eyes. Neither one felt possible.

Suddenly there was a presence at my shoulder. I gave a start as Cara rippled through the air next to me, floating through the night sky like a gentle breeze.

“They’re right over there, husband!” she yelled, pointing with a ghostly finger. “They’re using magic to hide! Get close enough and you should be able to see them!”

Now that I knew where to look, I could see it for myself - a strange shimmer moving slowly across the wastes. Illusion 
magic, huh? I know a little something about that!


Mariah was so startled she nearly dropped me. “Husband!?
” the succubus asked.

“I’ll explain later,” I said, keeping my focus on the raiders. “Take us down over there, Mariah. They’re not getting away!”

As she dipped lower in the sky, the illusion broke. It must have been a cheap one, used more out of desperation than careful planning. The shimmer turned into a half-dozen forms racing across the gray earth, two of whom were carrying some sort of bundle between them. Rage filled me - they’d stolen
 something from my fortress!

Green flames ignited across my hands. “Warning shot first,” I growled, letting Mariah know my thoughts. “I’d rather capture these people than kill them - I want to know who sent them. If they don’t surrender, though…”

Mariah’s long tongue brushed my ear. “Then we kill them,” the succubus purred. She sounded like she’d enjoy that. So would I.

Flames erupted across the wastes, exploding in a rough circle around the raiders. It was enough to freeze them in their tracks momentarily, but the instant there was a path forward, they took it. The two raiders with the bundle lifted it onto their shoulders and sprinted, leaving their fellows in the dust.

“Oh no you don’t,” I said, chuckling at the way they left their own friends to die. “You’re going nowhere-”

Right as I was about to release the spell, there was a scream at my shoulder. Cara grabbed my wrist, her hand turning physical long enough to throw off my aim. The magic vanished and I swore.

“No, don’t!” Cara sounded panicked. “Look at them, husband. They’re Ratha!”

Now that Cara had pointed it out, I saw what she meant. What I’d taken for the leather-and-fur armor of raiders was actually the thieves’ bodies
. They were covered in fine, downy 
fur, with tails protruding from beneath their robes. They were cat-people. Just like Kyoko.


Wait.
 Something horrible had just occurred to me. I hadn’t seen Kyoko since stepping through that portal…

One of the Ratha tripped over the blanket covering the bundle. It fell away, revealing that what they’d stolen wasn’t loot - it was a person
. It was Kyoko, completely comatose in the two men’s arms.

The world went red. They’d taken one of my girls
. How dare they walk right into Wrathholme and steal a member of my harem!?

I felt Mariah gasp. “My Lord, that’s-”

“I know
!” More than anything, I wanted to rain fire down on the bastards - but I couldn’t. Not while they were holding Kyoko. Ice would freeze her along with them; fire would burn. Lightning was impossible to control with any degree of accuracy.

No - if I wanted my catgirl back, I was going to have to save her from the ground.

Mariah dropped me to the ground before touching down herself, coming to a halt a few dozen feet ahead of the raiders. The first man in the formation was clearly the leader - he grabbed Kyoko’s passed-out body away from the other Ratha and held it in front of him like a human shield. Well, a human-ish shield, in any case.

“Don’t come any closer!” the man growled. Unlike Kyoko’s cute purr, his came out as a leonine roar. “Step back, or we kill the girl!” He held a dagger against her throat, close enough that a drop of blood stained the blade.

I went completely calm. The red at the edges of my vision retreated, turning into a long tunnel where all I could see was Kyoko. When was the last time I’d even kissed her? I could hardly remember.

“You do that,” I growled, “and you’ll be destroying your only leverage. What’s your name, cat

?”

The Ratha grit his teeth. Unlike his hostage, he didn’t enjoy being referred to by diminutive names.

“Not important, Corruption Lord. What is
 important is that you step out of my way.”

I held up my hands. There was no weapon in them, and I was careful not to allow even a hint of magic to touch my fingers. “I’m not going to hurt you,” I growled, “not unless you hurt Kyoko. Surely we can come to terms, Ratha. I ask again - what is your name?”

The man blinked. Evidently, he thought it was too much of a hassle to keep denying me. “Ardynn,” he said, refusing to meet my eyes. Smart man,
 I thought. He fears Darek’s corrupting powers. Not that I’d use them on an asshole like him - I’d have to shower for a week...


“Ardynn,” I repeated, glancing from him to his comrades. Each of them steadfastly refused to meet my eye. “Good. We’re getting somewhere. Now tell me: who sent you?”

Ardynn looked confused. “Sent us?”

I scoffed. “Don’t play dumb. Was it Princess Reina? Or did the Virago Shieldmaidens pay you to try and weaken my harem?”

The man’s mouth worked soundlessly for a moment. “Kyoko...is a wanted felon,” he said. “She’s a murderer - a murderer of clan
. She must submit to the judgement of the Ratha.”

An image flashed through my mind of the catgirl straddling me, using both hands to try and drive a dagger into my neck. “No witnesses
,” she’d snarled, trying to kill me quick like it was second nature to her. Obviously she’d left some witnesses at some point - because the rest of her species regarded her as a criminal.

Even for a bunch of traveling bandits, Kyoko must have been extreme. If the Ratha were willing to strike at 
Wrathholme…it might even explain why she was so susceptible to my entry-level corruption powers back in the forest.

I rose to my full height, looming over the party of cat-people. When I want to, I can loom
 with the best of them. It had a psychological effect on the group - they all shrank back before the might of the Corruption Lord.

God, I loved moments like this.

“She doesn’t belong to you anymore,” I growled, pointing at Kyoko. “The moment my power touched her, Kyoko became my property. She’s not your problem, Ardynn.”

I could see in the man’s eyes he wanted to let her go - if only to protect his own life. “If only the rest of the Ratha saw it your way,” he said, faking bravado. “This one harmed members of the clan, Darek. We Ratha have no home, no lands - the clan is everything
. She must be brought to justice…”

“I keep hearing about this justice
,” I grunted, rolling my eyes. “First the Virago, now you. It’s so stupid.” An idea occurred to me. “You say you don’t have lands of your own?”

The man shook his head, narrowing his eyes. “Darek should know that-”

“What if you did
 have land?”

This shocked him so much he nearly dropped Kyoko. Around him, his comrades gave me stunned looks. Some of them even forgot to keep from making eye contact - although I didn’t bother trying to use the Gaze on them. I had this situation under control now.

The man’s expression hardened. “What, in a barren wasteland? That would be meager pickings for my people.”

I shook my head. “Let’s just say the ruling families of Vellum are about to have a couple of openings,” I said with a smirk. “Large
 ones.”

The group shared looks. Just say yes,
 I thought, sighing internally. It was frustrating to have to go through all this back-
and-forth before getting what I wanted.

“You’re the Corruption Lord,” Ardynn said, bracing Kyoko against him with his free hand. What was he doing, trying to grope her? My vision flashed red as I pictured myself pulling out his entrails and feeding them to him.

“And?” I restrained myself with an effort.

After a long moment, Ardynn shook his head. “We can’t trust you.”

I couldn’t help myself - I laughed. “You’re not getting out of here without some
 kind of deal.” I willed myself not to look at whatever he was doing to Kyoko - if he wanted to spend his last few moments alive copping a feel, I’d just have to make him hurt worse for it. “Actually, this whole operation of yours feels like it was doomed from the start. How were a dozen Ratha supposed to escape across the Waste, right beneath the eye of the Corruption Lord!?”

Ardynn’s lips formed a tight line. “We were never meant to escape.”

Suddenly I realized he wasn’t
 groping Kyoko - he was charging some kind of spell. I sprang forward, but it was too late. The air ripped open, a tight vertical line splitting through the night sky like a crack in reality itself. Before I could reach the man, he shoved Kyoko through and jumped in behind her.

I caught the faintest whiff of a forest floor as the portal closed. The rest of his party was staring at me, resigned looks on their faces. They all knew what happened next - they weren’t even going to put up a fight.

I slaughtered them anyway.

By the time Mariah and Cara reached me, the Ratha were dead. Fire erupted from their skin like the world’s worst case of spontaneous combustion - those who escaped the flames were fried to a crisp by bolts of pure electric power.

Mariah’s claws came down on my shoulder. “You can stop, my Lord! They’re dead!”

They were? Then who was screaming?

It took a few moments to realize it was me.

My magic stilled. The three of us stood in a blasted crater, surrounded by the smoking bodies of Ratha. I’d killed them all.

It didn’t mean a goddamn thing. Kyoko was gone.






Chapter Nine









“We’re going after her. That’s final
.”

By the time the three of us made it back to Wrathholme, the cultists had extinguished most of the blaze. The flames that had been in the middle of consuming the Armory were smouldering, and the fire hadn’t spread. The same robed figures who’d been carrying buckets of water were now burying bodies.

It was a grisly scene - and it matched my mood perfectly.

Eri met us at the steps of the main tower, coming down them right as we came up. “Craig,” she said, sounding panicked, “I can’t find Kyoko anywhere-”

“She’s gone,” I growled, brushing past her. “But not for long.”

“My Lord, please!” Mariah was doing her best to follow me, but even the succubus was having trouble keeping up. The theft of Kyoko had me completely furious, magic amplifying my every move as it coursed through my body. “I know you want to save her, but we have to think
 about this-”

“No!” I whirled around at the top of the stairs. “Fuck that! I’m getting her back, right now! No one gets to steal my property and get away with it! Those fucking cats are going to bleed
-”

Someone behind me coughed. I turned around and found 
myself face-to-face with Necessity. She kept her expression neutral in the face of my rage, trying in her own way to calm me down.

“What did they steal, Master?” From the look on her face, I could see Necessity had figured it out already. “Or who
?”

“It’s Kyoko. And you’re coming with me, Necessity.” I grabbed the elven warrior’s shoulder, motioning for her to follow me. “There’s no time to waste!”

Necessity followed, her longer strides matching mine effortlessly. “Yes, my Lord,” she said. “Why me?”

“You’re the best tracker I know,” I said as we entered the throne room. “I have an idea of where that portal might have touched them down. Once we get there, we’re going to need to pick up their trail.”

Necessity frowned. “My Lord, it is at least a day’s travel across the Wastes. Any trail they’ll have left will have faded by then…”

“We’re not going across the Wastes,” I said triumphantly. “We’re going through the Inner Choir. I’ll explain once we get there.”

Something whizzed over my head. It was Mariah, using her wings to fly herself over us when her legs refused to carry her. She landed just in front of the throne, holding her hands in front of her like she was trying to stop a boulder.

“Master, think about this,” the succubus said, her eyes wide with worry. “She’s only one woman. There are two very
 powerful enemies bearing down on us right now…”

I refused to hear it. “Move,” I grunted. “Or I’ll move you myself.”

Mariah swallowed hard, her natural desire to submit to me warring with what she knew was right. “My Lord, it could be a trap. This could be exactly what the Ratha were intended to do - move you out of the safety of Wrathholme to where you can be ambushed and destroyed by the Virago.”

Necessity stalled in her tracks next to me. “Wait, where
 
are we going?” She turned to me. “My Lord, I think you had best explain this to me first.”

I screamed in utter frustration. “What the fuck
 is the use of having a harem if they don’t even do what you say!? I’ll go myself if I have to…”

A ghostly presence materialized from behind the throne. Cara walked right through
 Darek’s seat, phasing through the solid wood as if it weren’t even there. She passed through Mariah and Necessity, tears rolling down her cheeks as she floated to inches in front of me.

Unlike the rest of them, Cara didn’t try to argue. She threw her arms around me, hugging me tight, and began to sob.

“I’m so sorry, husband,” the ghost girl whispered, clutching me to her chest. “It hurts so much having her gone - and I know it must hurt you so much more
. I wish there was more I could do for you, my Lord…”

I hugged her back - and something tore loose inside of me. All the frustration, the utter rage
 I’d felt at not being able to protect Kyoko drained through me, melting as I caressed Cara. I felt hot tears sting my own cheeks, and she moved in a way that no one else could see them.

“Those sons of bitches,” I growled, holding Cara’s slender waist. “They stole her…”

She lifted my face to hers. “I know, husband. You are going
 to get her back. I know you are…”

The rest of my harem watched Cara with naked awe. She’d intervened so smoothly where they’d been utterly unable, soothing me and commiserating like we’d been together for decades. Which, technically, we had.

“Thank you,” I said, finally letting my hands drop. “At least one person here isn’t trying to talk me out of this.”

That Mona Lisa smile spread over Cara’s smile. “You just need to explain it to them, my Lord. Let them know what 
you’re thinking, and they’ll follow you. You can’t leave them in the dark.”

It was so stupid and simple I didn’t know how I hadn’t thought of it. “Yeah. Yeah, you’re right.”

“I’ll
 say,” Mariah said, looking like she’d just been chastened.

Eri cocked an eyebrow. “Why did she call you ‘husband’?”

“Long story.” I turned to Necessity, the person who most needed a briefing. “Mariah and I found something in the Inner Choir. A...a machine
, one that opens portals between Wrathholme and all the Shrines in the Realm. We used it right before the attack - it’s why you couldn’t find us at first.”

The elven warrior nodded. “You think you know which Shrine is nearest where the Ratha’s portal led.”

“Pretty sure I do. If there’s a trail, you think you can follow it?”

Necessity gave me a disbelieving look. “Are you kidding me, my Lord? Even among the Virago-” here she spit on the throne room floor without an ounce of self-consciousness, “I was accorded the greatest at tracking and capturing targets. Why else would I have been chosen to bring down the Corruption Lord?”

“I dunno,” I asked with a smirk, “‘cause you’re hot?”

She winked.

“Mariah,” I said, startling the succubus. “While Necessity and I are gone, I have a task for you.”

I figured she’d want the chance to prove herself after being blown out of the water by Cara, and I wasn’t wrong. The succubus’ eyes flashed fiercely, her tail caressing her ass in anticipation. “Yes, Master!”

“Get every cultist searching the south for my missing sword. No lead is too flimsy, no rumor is too crazy. It has
 to be somewhere on Continent. There might be someone out there who’s seen it. If there is, I want to speak to that person.”

Mariah nodded smartly. “Yes, my Lord. We’ll be very gentle with them - until you arrive, that is.”

With a grin, I opened the door to the Inner Choir. Necessity watched it with some anxiety - just like Mariah, she’d heard that no one was allowed to enter besides the Corruption Lord himself. I gave her a slap on the ass and hustled her inside, the door closing behind us.

“This is...wow.” Necessity took in the sight of the small office, her eyes widening. “This is not how I pictured the heart of Wrathholme, my Lord.”

I’d have loved to have given Necessity the guided tour, but we needed to get moving. Instead of taking my time the way I had with Mariah, I booted up the terminal and opened a portal to a Shrine just outside of Vellum. The first time I traveled through that region, there’d been a particular scent to the plants there. It was the same smell I’d briefly caught as the Ratha’s portal closed.

Kyoko’s people stayed in the forest, moving around a lot. It was as good a starting place as any - if we could pick up a trail, Necessity could find them. Could find Kyoko. I hoped so.

On the other side of the portal was a Shrine much like the one outside of Heatherhill - only this one was a trifle bigger. Green torches blazed to life as I stepped inside, illuminating the murals painted all over the walls. These were a little less artful, but no less enthusiastic about Darek’s conquest of the Realms.

Outside, the night sky was filled with stars. The moon hung heavy over the trees, bathing the forest in so much light a blind man could’ve found his way. It didn’t take long at all for Necessity to pick up signs of fellow travelers.

“Master.” Necessity knelt down in the dirt and leaves, gently brushing a small pile of sticks into a circle and staring at it. “There were people here. Recently.”

My heart pounded with excitement. “Was it Ardynn? Did 
they have Kyoko with them?”

Necessity’s nose wrinkled. Confusion shown on her features. “I don’t believe this was them,” she said slowly, gazing deeper into the woods. “But I think they’re headed for the same goal. These were a dozen or more Ratha, traveling very
 fast.”

“Why do you think they’re with our group?”

“They took no measures to hide their passing - and the Ratha always
 take such measures.” Necessity frowned. “Even the children. There must be a great clan emergency to make catgirls in this area travel like this…”

“Yeah, I just bet
,” I growled, picturing every Ratha in the forest surrounding Kyoko. “We’d better get there before they do something drastic…”

Necessity and I raced through the forest. Once in a while, the tall warrior would stop at a tree or a bush, checking the direction of branches, but mostly she just hustled through the woods as unerringly as a hunting dog with a scent. It wasn’t long before she froze, her hand cupped around one pointed ear.

“Do you hear that?” she asked.

I did. Voices - excited voices.

We both took off at a dead run. The woods thinned out, then ended so quickly I nearly fell over. The ground sloped downward, revealing dozens of hastily-erected tents. In the center was the remains of a village, with a half-completed palisade cutting through the middle of the gathering like a makeshift wall.

“Oh shit.” Necessity’s face paled further as she pointed. “Master, look…!”

I saw. As dozens of Ratha turned in surprise, staring at the intruders who’d just stomped into their gathering, my vision narrowed to a single point. As if I were staring at a long, narrow tunnel leading into the darkness.

At the end of that tunnel was Kyoko. Tied to a stake, surrounded by tinder.

With a half-dozen catgirls getting ready to set it all ablaze.






Chapter Ten









Every cell in my body screamed for me to unleash the full power of the Corruption Lord and vaporize the entire village. But I couldn’t. Not with Kyoko in danger.

Instead, I walked past the Ratha’s tents like I already owned them. “Ardynn!” I called, cupping a hand around my mouth as I approached the growing pile of wood. “Come out here, you son of a bitch!”

A figure appeared from behind the stake. I hadn’t realized how tall and muscular Ardynn was before seeing him like this - but it didn’t matter. I couldn’t take him in a fair fight, but I had no intention of ever having
 a fair fight.

“Corruption Lord.” He spat on the ground and motioned some of the Ratha near the pile into action. “Kyoko has been tried and found guilty, Darek. Her sentence is death. If you try and stop it, you’ll find every hand in this camp raised against you.”

“Yeah, what a camp!” I turned in a slow circle, taking it all in. Most of the Ratha had been sitting around their tents eating, waiting for the bonfire to begin. Necessity and I caught them completely by surprise. “Real wonderful place for all you catgirls and catboys to live! What was it you told me, Ardynn? No lands, no home of your own?”

Fear filled the Ratha’s eyes. “Cover your ears, people! The 
Corruption Lord speaks only lies!”

“Pah!” I waved a hand at him, dismissing him completely. “I made my offer to you
 already. You turned me down. Now I’m making it directly to the people!”

The people
 were a mixture. Mostly they just looked terrified to have the Corruption Lord in their midst: yet some were already listening to my words, perking up their furry ears.

“What offer is this, Corruption Lord?” One of the other elders stood up, glaring at Ardynn. “We’ve heard nothing of it.”

I pointed at Kyoko. “I offer you lands of your own,” I said. “In exchange for that woman.”

“Stop listening!” If there’d been a torch near to hand, I believe Ardynn would’ve turned against his own kind and tossed it into the kindling before they could stop him. I was fortunate that they weren’t that prepared. “He’s evil
, people! Have we forgotten what that means?”

“Princess Reina is evil,” I said, spreading my hands.

“And we hate her too!” someone yelled, provoking fits of laughter from the crowd.

I let myself laugh along with them. “As do I. In fact, it’s her
 land I intend to give you.”

A young woman, braver than the rest, took to her feet. “Reina would never accept that,” she meowed. “She’s a vicious, selfish bitch!”

I chuckled. “Soon the only thing Reina will care about is worshipping my cock,” I boasted. “Things like lands and titles won’t make a dent in her silly little head. So how about it? Castles of your own. Farms. Villages. All it’ll cost you is one little catgirl!”

Several of the elders shared glances. Ardynn could tell he was rapidly losing control of the situation; the crowd was against him. They wanted to roast one of their own, sure - but freedom?
 Freedom that took power away from the nobles who 
oppressed them? Those were things they wanted even more.

“How,” one of the elders asked, “do we know we can trust you, Darek? Once you receive the girl, you might decide to murder us all for sport.”

There were shouts of agreement.

I shook my head. “If I wanted to kill you, I’d have done it already,” I said, letting myself go imperious and regal. “None of you would’ve been able to stop me. And if I merely wanted the girl, I would have charmed you all and forced you to give her to me. Can any of you doubt this?”

None of them could.

“I don’t just want the catgirl,” I said, laughing. “I want to jab my thumbs into the eyes of the nobility of Vellum. You think they’ve treated you
 poorly? You should see what they’ve done to me and mine!”

The crowd began to shout. Ardynn’s face filled with disgust - and beneath that, a stony sense of purpose. He was like a cornered animal now, and I knew from experience that that was when a man was at his most dangerous.

“Cut the bitch down!” someone yelled. Catgirls ascended the pile of timber, slashing through Kyoko’s bonds with their sharp claws. Still half-conscious, Kyoko slumped over, falling face-first into the kindling. Two girls helped her to her feet, carrying her away.

“This is madness!” Ardynn looked for support in his fellow Ratha, but it was growing increasingly clear that he had none. “We cannot trust this man! He’s a monster! He nearly destroyed this entire Realm one hundred years ago!”

“Who cares about a hundred years ago?” One of the catgirls in the crowd meowed. “I want a castle now
!”

Something changed in Ardynn’s face. It was like a dam burst in his head; his leonine face contorted in rage. He stomped down the pile of tinder, forgetting that he was in the middle of his clan. He forgot about Kyoko, about dispensing justice or 
what was good or evil.

All he could see was me.

“He’s twisted you all!” Suddenly there was a blade in Ardynn’s hand - the moonlight flashed off the steel as his eyes went wild. “I won’t let you do it to me, Corruption Lord! I’ll save my people from you!”

Necessity moved past me to intercept the man, but I shot out an arm and stopped her. “No,” I said, stepping around her lithe frame. “How would it look to these people if I let an underling do my dirty work?”

The elf’s gaze traveled to the Ratha, then back to me. Evidently she liked what she saw, because she nodded.

“Take him down,” she whispered, giving me a pat on the ass where the crowd couldn’t see. “I’ll be watching, stud.”


I know you will
, I thought.

Ardynn was on the warpath - there was only a single line of huts now separating the Ratha chief from me. Madness filled his eyes as he lifted his sword high, filled with the righteous energy of someone who knows
 deep down in their bones that they’re doing the moral thing. That their cause is just.

It almost broke my heart to summon a fireball and burn him to a crisp. Almost.

A finger-thin line of pure flame erupted between my outstretched hands. It struck Ardynn right between the eyes, stopping his march in mid-stride. His eyes rolled upwards in his head, like he was trying to see how bad the wound was, then continued rolling as he crumpled like a paper doll. The fire traveled right through his skull and to the other side, striking the stake where Kyoko had been tied up just a few minutes ago.

It caught fire instantly, just like Ardynn had wanted. Only now there was no sacrifice. Kyoko was curled up in a ball a few feet away from the bonfire.

Ignoring the cries of the Ratha, I scooped her up and threw her over my shoulder. She’s so light,
 
I thought, hefting her through camp. When we get back to Wrathholme, I’ll have to start forcing her to eat more. Especially if she’s carrying my child…


It was the worst possible time to think about that, though. Making babies with my harem could wait until I didn’t have the entire Realm trying to kill me.

“Our pact is sealed,” I yelled, turning back to the assembled Ratha. “My First will be in touch. When I am ready for you to assault and claim Reina’s holdings, she will appear in your village and guide you.”

I spared a glance at Ardynn’s smouldering body. “Bury that one,” I commanded.


I could’ve used a sword there,
 I thought, shaking my head. Would have been a more fair fight, at least. Given the Ratha a bit more of a show.


Thinking about the sword reminded me of my other objective. I figured maybe the Ratha could help me with that, too.

“In the meantime,” I bellowed, shocking the crowd into silence, “there is a task I would like you to perform. Search the Duchy for a black-and-green sword. It is very old, and I would like to have it back.” Thinking fast, I added, “the one who brings it to me will be rewarded with all the gold in Wrathholme.”

I saw the Ratha’s eyes go wide and greedy at my offer. Every single one of them would be combing the forest now, I knew, hunting for that sword. If it was out there, they’d find it.

We were halfway back to the Shrine when Necessity finally spoke. “That was some quick thinking back at the village, my Lord. You turned your enemies into your allies so quickly, when I expected a fight. You truly are the Lord of Corruption.”

I stopped mid-stride and gave Necessity an amused gesture. “Allies? Really? You actually think I’ve forgiven them for trying to hurt Kyoko?”

Necessity’s eyebrows drew together. “Are you not going to keep your promise to the Ratha, my Lord?”

My laughter echoed through the forest. “Ardynn was right, Necessity - I’m a monster. Those people almost killed a member of my harem. One of us
. Of course I’m not going to honor the deal.”

It took a lot to make a big, strong warrior like Necessity look surprised - but that did it. “Yes, my Lord.”

The mountain cave loomed in the distance. “For now, their goal is my goal: bring down Reina. Betrayal can come later.”

I had big plans for this Kingdom. Plans that most definitely did not
 involve sharing power with a bunch of furry ne’er-do-wells. Meeting with them regularly would let me interview new girls for my harem, however. Some of those catgirls I’d seen back at the camp were almost as cute as Kyoko.


I’m going to conquer all of it,
 I thought, starting up the hill. And once it’s all mine, even the Virago Shieldmaidens won’t be able to take it from me.


Or so I hoped.






Chapter Eleven









“Wow,” I said, examining my newest piece of furniture. “That really is
 a big bed.”

Necessity and I stood in the doorway to my private quarters, barely able to fit inside of the room itself. In the short time the two of us had been gone, my cultists had been busy. The new bed Mariah had been harping on about - big enough to hold me and my entire harem - was finally here.

“Look at the thing - they must have had to bring it into the room piece by piece and assemble it inside.” Necessity stuck her head in and took a tentative step towards the mattress. “It would never have fit through that doorway, unless they did it with magic…”

My new sleeping arrangements made a king-size bed look positively small. The bed absolutely dominated my private chambers, stretching from one end of the wide chamber to the other. The cultists who’d installed it had pushed my writing table and other effects to the corner nearest the door. I could tell I was going to be able to move the chair back all of five inches to sit down - I might as well have knelt on the edge of the bed to use the thing.


Maybe that’s the point,
 I thought, grinning. With a girl underneath…


“I wouldn’t put it past Mariah to do a whole ship-in-a-bottle 
routine with the bed,” I said, looking around the room. “This was probably good old fashioned manpower though. Well, cultist-
power, that is.”

Necessity turned around, biting her lip. It was an odd expression on her supernaturally gorgeous face - a legendary warrior like her shouldn’t have looked so girlish
. It was a side of her that only I could bring out.

“Let’s see how soft it is!” The elf put her hands on the side of the mattress and pushed down. Then, apparently liking what she felt, she climbed on and crawled across with her hands and knees. “Ooh, it’s very
 nice!”

I definitely agreed with her on that. I opened my mouth to say so, when Necessity leaned backwards and unfastened her top. The narrow band of fabric binding her breasts fell away, revealing her toplessness in all its glory.

I stared at her openly. She saw me seeing her and chuckled.

“You don’t mind if I get naked, right?” The elf reached down to her boots, sighing with contentment as she unlaced the tight leather. “This bed’s going to be pretty crowded soon, so I’d better enjoy your undivided attention while I can.”

“Why Necessity,” I said, grinning from ear-to-ear. “Coming from you, that almost sounds like foreplay.”

She grinned back. “It is. Among the Virago, we were not very...subtle
 when it came to potential lovers.” She removed her boots and placed them in the corner, moving to her belt. “We don’t really do long courtships.”

“It’s more of a you’re hot, I’m hot - let’s fuck
 thing?” I asked.

The warrior laughed at that. “Yes, my Lord. And you are so very
 hot.” She tossed her hair over her shoulder as she tugged off her bottoms. “What do you think of me?”

Necessity ran her hands across her inner thighs, spreading her legs. Her pubic hair was a narrow band over her dripping slit, glistening with her juices. She squeezed her breasts together with her elbows as she spread her folds for me, her 
ass rising off the bed as she posed for her Master.

“Come the fuck on,” I grunted, tugging off my shirt. “You know you’re fucking gorgeous, Necessity. I’m hard all damn day walking around with you…”

“If you’re hard,” the warrior purred, “then you should tell me. Because you make me so
 wet, Master. You are the first thing I think of when I wake up in the morning - and the very last thing I think of before I go to sleep. Ever since you freed me from the Virago and their made-up laws, the only thing I yearn for is having you inside of me…”

“I can do that,” I growled, climbing on top of her. Fuck, she was right - this bed was
 soft. I made up my mind right then and there to start allowing myself to enjoy this sort of luxury from now on. Meanwhile, I had an elf to please…

Just as I put my face in between Necessity’s cleavage, there was a knock on the door.

The elf sighed, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Oh great. Here we go.”

I jumped back, lacing my pants up just enough to hide my erection. “One sec,” I panted, treating myself to another few moments staring down at Necessity’s naked body. “I’m sure it’s just business…”

“Go let her in,” Necessity said with a chuckle. “I’m sure they’ll all be here soon.”

I went to the door and opened it. A beautiful, half-naked redhead stood in the doorway.

“Good evening, Master.” Mariah was in human form, wearing nothing but a lacy black bra and matching panties that looked like they’d come straight out of a Victoria’s Secret catalog. Fishnet stockings hugged her long, tanned legs, ending in a pair of six-inch fuck-me heels. My First of the Corrupt looked like sex on a stick - and from the look in her eyes, she knew
 it.

I rested my elbow against the doorframe and smirked. “Hey 
babe. You’re looking great tonight.”

Mariah blushed happily. “Thank you, my Lord. I heard you were successful at retrieving Kyoko - and you secured new allies for us. I’m very proud - but as you can see from looking at me, that’s not why I came here…”

She moved to enter the room, but my arm held her back. “Ah ah ah,” I said, licking my lips. “You know that’s not what I want, Mariah. That’s not the real
 you.”

Mariah rolled her eyes - and dissolved the illusion with a wave of her hand. Instead of a beautiful human woman, I was now staring at a red-skinned succubus with long black horns and an even longer tongue. Her tail swayed back and forth between her legs, slapping gently at her round ass like she was anticipating the spanking I was going to give her.

The bra, panties and stockings all stayed the same, though. Those weren’t magic - they were just what she wore to a booty call. I liked that about her.

“You really prefer this form to my human one?” Mariah’s eyes shined as she looked me up and down. “You’re so bad, Master…”

I grabbed her ass and kissed her hard. When I broke the kiss, the succubus was gasping.

“Yes I am,” I agreed. “Come join your battle-sister. She was just talking about you.”

Mariah climbed onto the bed eagerly, sticking her big ass in the air like an open invitation as she crawled over to the elf. Without a trace of self-consciousness, Mariah slid her hand between Necessity’s thighs and started fingering her. Her long black claws spread Necessity’s folds, playing carefully with her hard, throbbing nub.

“We play well together,” Mariah said with a smirk, planting a kiss on the elven warrior’s cheek. “Isn’t that right, Necessity?”

“Ungggh...yes
,” she panted, burying her face in the pillow and screaming. “Aww fuck, Mariah don’t you dare

…”

“But you need to come,” the succubus pouted. “Master’s going to want everything nice and tight between your legs before he fucks you…”

It didn’t take long for the succubus to push Necessity right to the heights of passion. I suspected there was more than a little magic involved: Mariah’s skin faintly glowed with it as she sipped from the room’s sexual energy. Necessity’s ass shot off the bed once, twice, her thighs glistening with juice as the succubus’ hand milked her clit. Finally she roared with bliss, biting down on her hand as she unraveled beneath Mariah’s skillful fingers.

“Good girl,” Mariah panted, looking almost as satisfied as the warrior. Succubi were like that. “Now you’re ready for his cock. Why don’t you beg him for it, slut? Make it worth Master’s while to pound your wet little cunt?”

“Please
,” Necessity gasped, spreading her pink folds. “Please fuck me, my Lord. I’m so hot and wet - I’m ready for you. I can’t resist...”

That was interesting. Did Necessity want
 to resist, just a little bit?

I climbed on top of her and pinned her arms down, laughing cruelly. She tried to close her legs, but I forced them right back open with my knee and thrust myself between them.

“You want to be conquered? Is that it? Don’t say anything - just nod, Necessity.”

The former Virago was suddenly a fucking bobblehead. Necessity nodded so eagerly I was a little surprised her neck didn’t break.

Mariah and I both got into it at the same time. The succubus held Necessity’s shoulders while I buried the head of my cock in her soft, slick opening, pushing inside an inch at a time.

“Finally we’ve captured one!” I said, slipping so easily into my Corruption Lord persona that it was scary. “I’ve wanted so long to break
 
one of these Virago Shieldmaidens, Mariah. To feel them squirm around my cock as I force my seed into them…!”

Necessity moaned as my thick cock pushed into her. Her body shook, her legs kicking out with the pleasure, but she stuck to the script.

“N-no,” she whimpered, playing the part of a beaten warrior. “The Virago will never succumb to your evil, Darek! We...we can never be defeated...corrupted…”

“Shut the fuck up
,” I growled, bottoming out inside of her. I thrust all the way inside of Necessity, hard, her inner walls clenching around me as Mariah added her swirling fingers to Necessity’s clit. “Maybe we should tie this one up! Let her whimper and cry for her sisters, beg them to come and help her!”

“Turn
 her, my Lord!” Mariah leaned over and started grinding her wet pussy against Necessity’s side. “Make her evil! Turn her against the Virago, make her hate
 them…!”

I stared into Necessity’s eyes - and opened myself up to the Gaze. I had no idea what was going to happen next.

The force of my power struck Necessity’s mind like a hammer against an anvil. The elven warrior came instantly
, screaming my name as she slammed her hips against me over and over again like a porn star. Raw submission coursed through every inch of her body as she gave herself over to me, locking her legs behind me and squeezing me tight.

I felt the pleasure, too. Felt it slipping through the bond between us, adding to my own. Suddenly my cock jerked against her inner walls, the spongy head slamming through her ridges, and I couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Fuck, here it comes,” I growled, watching the elf and the succubus writhe together beneath me. “Oh fuck, I’m going to fill you up…!”

Green fireworks exploded behind my eyelids as I came, 
firing thick ropes of seed into Necessity’s waiting womb. Her walls ground around me tight enough to throw sparks, clenching as she sucked
 my load deep into her core. I’d never felt anything like it before - the elf literally milked my cock dry like the world’s most expensive sex toy.

“Oh fuck, you’re putting it so deep!” Necessity pressed her body against me as a second orgasm cascaded through her body. Next to her, Mariah writhed with pleasure, experiencing both
 mine and Necessity’s orgasms at the same time. “Give it all to me, Master, give me every last drop…”

I did. Holy shit I did.

When I was finally done, I rolled over, exhausted. I tugged the covers up over my naked waist, leaning back against the plush pillows. As I came down from my peak the soft luxury of the bed overwhelmed me, mingling with the sensation of the two gorgeous ladies curled up next to me.

“That was awesome
,” I growled, throwing an arm over Mariah’s shoulder. “God, you made me feel so good…”

Someone dropped through the ceiling.

I sat up in a panic, expecting some kind of magical attack. But it was only Cara, floating down to the bed in a fit of giggles. Unlike my other two servants, the ghostly harem girl had decided to show up at the party with her foot already on the gas - she was completely naked, her long dark hair streaming over her milk-pale skin. She was a vision, the sort of thing you’d see if you opened your eyes in the middle of the nastiest, sexiest wet-dream of your entire life.

“I should’ve figured you’d take an unconventional route,” Mariah said with a giggle. “Sorry to start the party without you, Cara.”

“No worries.” The ghost sank right down on top of me, going from insubstantial to real in an instant. My half-erect cock pulsed against her thigh, leaving a streak of come across it. “Unlike you two, I remember the sort of parties my husband 
once threw. I was always more than happy to arrive at the end to clean everyone up.”

Necessity stretched languidly. “You keep calling Craig your husband,” she said, her voice thick with pleasure. “Did he truly marry you?”

Cara nodded. “Yes.”

“Maybe you should do the same thing with us,” Mariah giggled. “Lock us all down. Make honest women out of us - well, as honest as corrupt skanks like us can be, anyhow.”

“I don’t know that I’m ready for that kind of commitment,” I said, devouring Cara’s breasts with my eyes. I already felt ready to go again.

Mariah snorted. “So we’re fine to have as your monster girl fuckbuddies, but not your wives? I see how it is…”

“You love it,” I panted. Already my vision was shrinking to just Cara. The ghost beamed down at me, an understanding in her eyes that just wasn’t there among any of the other girls in my harem. Not that I didn’t love them all - I did, a lot
. Cara was just...special.

“Well we’ve learned I’m no actress,” Necessity said with a chuckle. “I can’t even pretend
 to be fighting you, Master. I enjoy your cock inside of me too much.”

Cara’s hand slid between my thighs. She stroked me back to full hardness, giving me her sexiest bedroom look as her fingers gripped my cock.

“I’d like to enjoy it too,” the ghost whimpered. “May I ride you, husband?”

A grin lit up my face. “Actually, why don’t you do that trick you did to me earlier?” I glanced from one woman to the other, feeling a little giddy with anticipation. “You two are going to love this. Check it out!”

Cara sighed happily - and sank right through the bed. Mariah and Necessity let out yelps of surprise as the ghost girl disappeared into the mattress.

“My Lord, where did she go-”

“Wait.” I adjusted my hips, my cock standing straight up in the air and throbbing gently. “Here it comes…”

Cara’s head slowly rose from between my legs. The ghost winked at both Mariah and Necessity, then tossed her head back and wrapped her lips around my base from the bottom. Those lips and that naughty tongue winked in and out of existence as she bobbed up and down, blowing me from my base to my tip.

“Holy shit,” Mariah whispered, leaning over to get a better look. “That’s insane…”

“What’s
 insane?” At the foot of the bed, a pink puddle rose into the form of a girl. Eri had joined us, liquifying herself and sliding right underneath the door to my private quarters. “Damn it, I was going to sneak up on you-”

The slime girl’s jaw dropped open when she saw the blowjob Cara was giving me. “Ghosts
,” she said, her tone mingled derision and amazement. “I guess being dead robs you of any sense of shame…”

From there, the scene devolved into an orgy. Necessity and Mariah fingered each others’ pussies and ate each other out as Eri and Cara took over, sharing my cock between them. The two figured out quickly how to make out during the blowjob, with Eri swirling her tongue around my swollen head while Cara gave me tight, fast suction around my base.

The friction of both their mouths together was almost too much for me to take: and then Eri mounted me. The slime girl replaced her mouth with her soft, pink pussy, molding herself around me the way only a monster girl like her could. Her inner walls became ridged, pulsing, rippling
 up and down my prick everytime Cara retreated - the heat and pleasure in jumping between the ghost’s mouth and the slime girl’s pussy was way, way
 too strong to handle for long.

My balls pulsed against my thighs as I prepared to fire a 
second, thick load. Eri felt it and jumped off of me, motioning to the other girls on the bed.

“Come here,” she giggled, sliding between my legs. “He’s about to fucking shoot
!”

In a flash all four women were kneeling before me. Cara, Necessity, Mariah and Eri took turns passing my cock from one mouth to the next, each girl doing their whorish best to be the one to send me over the edge. They kissed, licked and sucked my manhood, kissing with it between them and fingering each other shamelessly to give me something hot to watch while I got head.

I couldn’t hold back - the sight of the four of them worshipping me was too much for any sane man to bear.

“I’m gonna fucking shoot,” I panted, grabbing hold of Necessity’s hair on my left and Cara’s on my right. “Fuck, girls, don’t you dare
 fucking stop!”

“Paint our faces, Daddy!” Mariah giggled like a schoolgirl, licking Necessity’s cheek as she wrapped her tail around my base. She squeezed it while Cara went insane on the head, using her decades of experience to hit every sensitive spot on my cock at once. “Make us all pretty with your load! Show us how much you love us!”

The wave crested, and crested,
 and suddenly I was in the fucking stratosphere. The foundations of Wrathholme shook beneath me as I came, filling the room with rippling waves of green magic as my cock spurted all over my harem’s faces. They fought each other to be the first to get it on them; then passed it from one girl to the next. Necessity bathed in it, licking her lips as I sprayed across her model-perfect face; Mariah squeezed her tits together and took the load all over her breasts. Eri jerked me hard
, squeezing my balls as she milked me dry all over her chin. Cara came in right as I ebbed, wrapping her lips around the head and sucking every last drop of seed from my balls.

When I finally came down from my peak, the four girls were comparing cumshots and giggling. Eri licked my load off Mariah’s tits, while Necessity and Cara made out with long strings of seed between their lips.

“We love you so much, Master,” Mariah purred, winking at me. “Aren’t you glad we finally got that bed installed?”

I was. I really, really was. I looked at my harem - the women who served me, worshipped me, helped me become the true Master of this Realm - and smiled.

“We’ll have to do all this again when Kyoko is feeling better,” I said dazedly. “You know she won’t like being left out.”

The four women shared a look. “None of us mind doing all this again,” Cara said smoothly. “We’ll do this whenever you want
, husband. Our bodies are yours.”

The room was filled with eager, cum-drunk nods.


Husband,
 I thought, leaning back against the headboard as my harem began working each other up for round three. I might just start doing that, girls. Wouldn’t you all be surprised?







Chapter Twelve









“Dearest Reina,” I read, squinting at the tiny words on the paper before me. “Your silence over the last few days has only increased my lust for you a thousand fold. I can’t wait to break your pathetic army and see your tied-up body awaiting my pleasure in the dungeons beneath Wrathholme. Once I’ve disrobed you, I will bring out the whips…”

I glanced at the next page, and then the next. “This letter goes on for quite
 a while,” I said, glancing up.

Mariah sat on the other side of my desk, watching me with a casualness too practiced to be real. “I know,” the succubus giggled. “It’s eight pages. Eri and I worked very
 hard on it - it’s smutty as all hell. Check out the part about the collar…”

“I thought I understood why we were doing this,” I said, letting the pages fall to the desk. “Sending Reina a bunch of alpha male bondage fantasies is going to piss her off, sure - and that’s fun in its own right. But why so long? And why are we sending three
 of them?”

Mariah and I were inside the Inner Choir, planning our strategy for dealing with Princess Reina. As soon as I sat down, she’d presented me with a fat sheathe of letters for me to approve and send by raven to Vellum. The handwriting was much neater than mine (probably Eri’s, if I had to guess), but since no one in this Realm had ever actually seen
 Darek’s 
handwriting, they’d never know I hadn’t written them.

“The three letters will be sent over the next few days, my Lord.” Mariah leaned back with a satisfied leer. “As long as you approve the letters, I’ll send the first immediately. Reina will likely have it in her hands by nightfall.”

“Explain it to me again,” I sighed. I didn’t like all this sneaking around and subterfuge - what I really wanted was to attack the walls of Vellum and turn Reina into a quivering puddle of submission. But I understood how outnumbered we were. “We’re pissing her off.”

“She’ll be pissed off, of course, but what she won’t
 be is suspicious.” The succubus’ grin widened. “She’s going to assume you’re sitting around Wrathholme jerking off, thinking about all the nasty shit you’re going to do to her body once you win this war. Meanwhile, we’ll be actually winning
 the war before she even knows what hit her.”

“I see.” I blinked - and for the first time, noticed a new decoration on the side of my desk. “And what is that
?”

Mariah stared at the paperweight evenly. “It’s a skull,” she said.

“Who told you to put a skull in my office?”

“You did.” The succubus pursed her lips. “I told you, my Lord, the inner sanctum of the Corruption Lord requires
 skulls!” Her tail flashed, caressing her cleavage. “You promised I could use the bones of your cultists for decorative purposes, and so I did.”

A horrible thought occurred to me. “This skull. Did it come from the guy who tried to read me that report?”

Mariah’s eyes widened. “You know, I’m honestly not sure. Would that be a problem, my Lord?”

My hand went to my forehead. “It doesn’t matter. Poor bastard in either case. Alright, so this is all a ruse to make Reina think I’m still in Wrathholme so she’ll let her guard down. What about the Ratha?”

The question took Mariah by surprise. “What about
 
them, my Lord?”

I tried not to look at the skull. It’s empty eye-sockets seemed mighty accusatory all of a sudden. “They’ve seen me outside of Wrathholme. Even if they haven’t figured out about the Shrines - why would they? - they know that the Corruption Lord travels fast. If one of them talked to Reina, she’ll know
 she can expect an attack at any time. She might be waiting for us.”

But the succubus was already shaking her head. “They won’t talk,” she assured me. “Not if they know what’s good for them. Besides, Reina hates the cat-kin almost as much as she hates you
.”

“She doesn’t hate me,” I said after a moment. “She wants me for her pet
, Mariah. The woman is pure evil.”

“All the more reason to claim her,” Mariah said triumphantly, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “Are you good with the letters? Would you like to peruse them further before they’re sent?” A naughty look filled her face. “Perhaps I could pleasure you beneath the desk while you read them over…”

That sounded amazing - but we had business to attend to, first. Besides, we had a long ride ahead of us.

“What about the sword?” I asked, not answering her question directly. “Any progress on finding it?”

The abrupt change in questioning took Mariah off-guard. Her demeanor shifted as she realized she’d just been thrust on to much less certain ground.

“I have something
, my Lord.” From the look on her face, it couldn’t have been much. “I delight in bringing my Master completed work, however - not rumors and fables…”

“Even rumors and fables sound better than what I’ve got to work with,” I admitted with a sigh. “Go ahead and lay it on me, Mariah.”

“Of course. Master...does this sword have anything to do with your and Necessity’s plan?”

“Our plan?” For a moment, my stomach lurched sickeningly as I realized I’d almost given the game away. “No, of course not. Our plan is secure. I merely want this sword.”

Mariah nodded. If she had doubts about whether or not my plan actually existed, she knew better than to share them.

“The Ratha are a nomadic people,” she explained, “but they do keep excellent records. Some of which date all the way back to the previous conquest of the Eight Realms by the Corruption Lord. There are reports in their history that Darek wielded a mighty blade called Lightslayer
 - and that it amplified his corruptive magic a hundredfold.” She sniffed dismissively. “Likely they’d just never seen
 magic like yours before, my Lord. They would have needed a scapegoat for how soundly they were defeated.”

Maybe - but I found myself salivating at the prospect. A magic sword that could make me one hundred times more powerful? With a weapon like that in my hand, even the Queen of the Virago would be putty before me.

“I want it,” I said, gritting my teeth. “Redouble our efforts. Get every cultist you can out there, turning over every stone.”

“Yes, my Lord,” Mariah said with a smart little nod. “Now shouldn’t we get dressed?”

I grunted and rose from behind the desk. “If you insist,” I said, glancing down at the dark, loose robes I preferred to wear. “How long do you have to wear illusions before you get comfortable with them, Mariah?”

She paused, a spell half-formed between her fingers. “You never
 get used to it,” she said with a giggle. “But that doesn’t mean I won’t do it for you…”

With a cold, tingly sensation, Mariah’s illusion magic engulfed us both. Unlike most of her deceptions, this one wasn’t aimed at making herself look as young and pretty as 
possible. Instead, I found myself staring at a severe, middle-aged matron - the kind of entitled, snarky-looking woman who embodied the lower realms of the nobility.

I didn’t have to look at myself to know that I matched her perfectly. “So who are we this time?” I asked.

“This,” Mariah said with a grimace, “is Lord and Lady Cainhurst. Two minor nobles from a rural house of Byratz. I’m sorry I couldn’t find more attractive people for us to imitate, Master.”

“No worries. I’m assuming the real
 Lord and Lady Cainhurst are at home, tied to chairs by our cultists?”

“Exactly. They’re going to miss their invitation to Princess Reina’s weekend-long soiree at her estate just outside of Vellum, but that’s alright - we’ll attend for them. No one will know the difference, as they’re not terribly popular.”

I nodded. “I can see that. All we have to do is get into a room alone with Reina and use my Gaze. Two minutes, tops. If you can give me that much cover, I’ll put my commands in her head. After the party, she’ll slip away to a Shrine and we can extract her back to Wrathholme.”

It was a simple enough plan. But it relied on one very important thing: that no one saw through Mariah and I’s disguises. I thought of the stealth games I’d loved so much as a college student, stuff like Hitman
 and Dishonored
. Those missions were fun, but they always had a way of going off-the-rails at the halfway point, turning what should have been a simple plan into a harrowing series of life-or-death decisions.


I hope that stuff is just in video games
, I thought. I really don’t want to have to murder a whole mansion full of nobles…


Her explanation complete, Mariah started fiddling with the terminal. As the portal opened on the far wall, Cara walked right through the door to the Inner Choir. The ghost girl had been sporting a big, dumb grin ever since the ‘party’ in my bedchamber, and it didn’t seem like it was going away any time 
soon.

“Oh - I’m glad I caught you!” She didn’t even do a double-take at seeing Mariah and I in our disguises. “I wanted to wish you good luck, husband! Bring that Princess back to us, and I’ll make sure she learns exactly how you like to be served…”

Cara came forward and embraced me. Her body turned physical, and she melted against me with copious giggles.

“My disguise doesn’t turn you off?” I joked. “I’m not exactly the best-looking nobleman…”

She squinted strangely. “I don’t even see it,” she whispered, glancing from me to Mariah and back again. “I always see you
, husband. And I always will.”

Mariah rolled her eyes and brought the portal up to its full power.

“Cara,” I grunted. God, I wanted to bang her right here and now, but Mariah would never let me hear the end of it. “There’s something I need you to do while I’m gone.”

“Name it.”

“I want you to search Wrathholme,” I commanded her. “Find the source of the enchantment binding you to this place. I know you love it here, but chances are this won’t be my capital forever. I want you to be able to accompany me wherever I go.”

Behind Cara’s shoulder, Mariah made a surprised face. Was she starting to suspect the truth? Had she figured out that I actually liked
 being referred to as husband, and I was planning to start making my harems girls into my wives - starting with Cara? Maybe she did.

“Absolutely.” Cara gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek - and squeezed my cock through my trousers. “I’ll find it and present it to you when you return to Wrathholme, my Lord.”

“Good girl.” I turned to the portal. “I’m ready, Mariah.”

Green light enveloped us as we stepped through. In a burst of magic, Wrathholme was replaced with the cool, dank 
atmosphere of a cave. Mariah fussed with her dress as she waited for me to recover.

“We may not be the most stylish people at Reina’s ball,” the succubus told me, “but at least we’ll be traveling there in style. Come see, Master.”

Outside of the Shrine, a large, expensive-looking carriage waited for us. A pair of black horses stood at the ready, snorting at Mariah as she opened the door. One whinnied, nearly throwing itself off the yoke.

“What’s up with them?” I asked.

Mariah smiled. “They’re much smarter than people,” the succubus said, cocking an eyebrow. “My illusions don’t fool them
. They’re seeing me the way I actually am - they don’t particularly like it.”

The interior of the carriage was richly appointed. Thick seats trimmed in plush velvet awaited me. There was a narrow window in the front, so that whoever sat inside could give orders to the driver without having to exit. It was open, and I noticed a man waiting impassively for Mariah to tell him it was time to go.

“Nice digs,” I said, glancing around the enclosed space. “How long is it going to take us to get to Reina’s?”

“A couple of hours.” Mariah rapped the wood next to the window with her knuckles three times. The driver nodded, and Mariah closed the curtain with a giggle. I heard the sound of a whip cracking and the carriage began to move. “Boring trip, I know. But the prize at the end should be worth it.”

I smiled and put an arm around her. “Definitely.”

Mariah sighed and curled up against me. After a few moments, she started playing with my zipper, teasing me with her fingers.

“We’ve got nothing else to do for a while,” she purred naughtily. “How about I take you in my mouth while you watch the countryside pass by, Master?”

“Sounds great.” I leaned back and unfastened my belt. “Don’t stop until I tell you to, Mariah. I want my head nice and clear when we get to this party.”

Mariah lowered her head into my lap. “As my Lord commands…”

As the succubus wrapped her soft lips around the head of my cock, my mind turned to the mission at hand. I stared out the window, watching the dark hills pass by me as the horse’s even steps carried us on.


Reina,
 I thought, wrapping my fingers in Mariah’s hair. Soon you’ll be mine...







Chapter Thirteen









The party was in full swing by the time we arrived.

Situated on a high plateau above Vellum, the rural estates of the Princess Reina were the envy of the entire region. It’s orchards provided rich produce for thousands of people; the wine that came from its vineyards was sought by the wealthy and discerning all across Continent. Once this region had been held by a dozen squabbling lords, each intent on bumping off the others and taking everything for themselves.

Through a coordinated campaign of blackmail, bribery and murder, Reina had brought all of it under her control. The simple, stately buildings that had once housed minor members of the nobility had been torn down, so that a traveler to this place might think that everything their eye could see had belonged to Reina’s family for generations.

It was exactly the kind of move you’d expect from a Chaotic Evil ruler. It reminded me that not only was Reina unpredictable - she was ruthless. To a fault. She wanted to make the Corruption Lord her pet
, and if I gave her half a chance, that’s exactly what she’d do.

“Get up.” I bumped Mariah with my knee, startling her from her slumber. “We’re almost there.”

Mariah blinked rapidly, half-asleep and lust-drunk. She’d gorged herself on sexual energy, swallowing load after load of 
my seed, and by the time we were halfway to Vellum she’d passed out in my lap. I didn’t mind - it was cute as hell. And after head game like that, she deserved a rest.

“Huh?” Mariah sat up and opened the curtain. “Oh dear. I meant to brief you before we arrived.”

“So brief me now.” The carriage wound up a well-turned path, with rows of vines on either side. The grapes looked like they were almost ready for harvesting.

“Alright. The most important thing to remember is that we’re country bumpkins. Most people will neither know who we are or care very much about us, which works to our benefit. You’ll get some leeway for not knowing about current events, but try not to engage anyone too
 deeply in conversation. The more of a story you have to spin around Lord and Lady Cainhurst, the harder it’s going to be to keep up appearances.”

“Understood.” We turned the corner, and suddenly I was staring down the lane at Reina’s mansion. “Wow - that’s some house. Vellum didn’t have any residences that huge.”

“They build them big out in the country.” Mariah winked at me, glancing down at the big
 thing she’d been playing with our whole trip. “Reina’s mansion is very large, which means it’s likely very easy to get lost in. Try and stay near me.”

“Can do. At some point I’m going to have to make a play for Reina, though. I might have to do it alone.”

Her gaze told me she understood, but didn’t like it. “I know. The first night of this shindig shouldn’t be too
 debauched. From what Eri told me, these nobles don’t really ramp up the orgies and blood drinking until Saturday.”

“Hold up.” I cocked an eyebrow. “Blood drinking? Eri was fucking with you, right?”

Mariah flashed a wide, wicked smile. “Welcome to the top of society, Master. The cream of the crop - every one of them a bigger monster than we are.”

The carriage ground to a halt, and a gray-liveried man opened the door. “Ah, Lord and Lady Cainhurst,” he said, with about as much warmth as a dead fireplace. “Right this way.”

Up close, the mansion was even more enormous. Four stories of brick and marble loomed above my head, the massive windows spaced close together and watching us like eyes. I had no doubt that Reina was at one of those upper windows, watching her guests arrive.


Please don’t let her be able to see through Mariah’s illusions,
 I thought. The succubus had leveled up so much since arriving at Wrathholme that piercing the veil should’ve been impossible - but there was no telling what tricks Reina might have in store.

The vestibule was clearly intended to impress visitors with its size. Two identical staircases wound up both sides of the chamber, leading to a balcony from which the master or mistress of the house could watch people enter. There must have been at least a hundred rooms in the place. Dimly, I wondered how many servants Reina employed to keep the place clean.

The gray-liveried man handed us off to a butler in a black suit, who turned and led us down a hallway with little ceremony. I glanced over at Mariah, looking for tips on how to act. The succubus was clearly enjoying her illusion - she exuded a perfect sense of discontent with everything she saw, exactly the way an over-fed member of the nobility would.

“Your rooms will be prepared shortly,” the butler curtly informed us. “For now, Princess Reina is entertaining guests in the main hall. Refreshments are being served, as well.”

“Great,” I said. “I’m famished.” I shot a look over my shoulder at Mariah and wiggled my eyebrows. “My wife ate on the way over here, I’m afraid.”

Mariah had the temerity to blush.

“No matter,” the butler sighed, leading us to an ornate 
door. “There is plenty for all.”

The butler stopped in the doorway, his hand on the knob. With a frown I moved to push past him. Mariah’s arm shot out and grabbed me, holding my back.

“My apologies,” Mariah said. “My husband is weary from our long trip. He’s forgotten his manners.” To me, she whispered, “He has to introduce us, Master! I told you.”

“No, you didn’t,” I growled. I hated having made a mistake already, even if it was in front of a servant. “My apologies, my good man.”

The butler shrugged. At a signal neither Mariah or I could hear, he opened the door. “The Lord and Lady Elric and Karen Cainhurst!”

A few heads turned as we entered the great hall - but not many. Any hope that Mariah might have exaggerated how rural and backwards the Cainhursts were was dashed by the utterly lukewarm reception the butler’s announcement received.

“Tough crowd,” I muttered, heading straight for the table in the center of the room. It was laden with all sorts of delicacies, from wafer-thin slices of raw fish to sweets piled high on risers. If I couldn’t mingle with the biggest monsters of Vellum society, I could at least get something to eat on their dime.

I felt Mariah next to me as I grabbed a few choice morsels. “I know you’d rather be the center of attention,” she whispered. “But this will work out better for the mission. Keep grabbing those with your bare hands, by the way - that’s exactly
 how the people here will expect a country bumpkin to act.”

Crap. I wiped my palms on a napkin and grabbed a fork. “Duly noted.”

When I turned away from the food there was a slender woman with a mouse-like face staring at me. She came forward hesitantly, as if I’d cut her place in line and she wasn’t sure whether or to make a big deal of it or not. Her looks put 
her close to middle-age; a little older than me but much younger than Lord and Lady Cainhurst were supposed to be. She wore a simple but elegant dress of green silk, and deep in the valley of her cleavage was a gold pendant featuring a scythe and a sheath of wheat.

Her face lit up at the sight of me. “Elric?”


Oh shit.
 This woman knew me. Well, not me - the guy I was supposed
 to be.

“Hey there!” I flashed my smuggest grin at the woman, faking like I was glad to see her. “What’s a girl like you doing in a place like this?”

She put her fingers against her lips and giggled. “Oh Elric, you’re simply incorrigible.
 I thought you said you weren’t going to make it to Reina’s soiree this year…?”

The woman trailed off. Her eyes went wide with shock when she saw Mariah staring next to me. “You
.”

Mariah turned slowly, the wheels spinning behind her eyes. Neither of us knew this woman’s name, but she clearly
 knew both of us - and she was staring daggers at Mariah.

The woman further shocked us by dropping to one knee. “Lady Cainhurst,” she said, her voice dripping with venom. “I am truly surprised to see you here, my Lady. Truly
.”

She rose to her feet, prompting the few people who’d taken notice of the strange behavior to go back to what they were doing. Mariah stiffened, evidently as confused as I was about how to proceed. There was hate in this woman’s eyes - and beneath that, a kind of terror.


And Mariah said nobody here would even recognize us,
 I thought grimly. This mission hadn’t even had a chance to start before it went off the rails.

“Almost as surprised as I am to see you,” Mariah replied after a moment’s pause. “Hello.”

The woman clasped a hand to her breast, her eyes shining with some inner turmoil. “My Lady, I…”

Suddenly the room was filled with commotion. A figure had just appeared at the top of the stairs, commanding the full attention of everyone in the hall. The woman broke off what she was going to say and stared, her jaw dropping open. A moment later, I realized everyone else around us was making the same face.

“My subjects,” a female voice purred. “I am so very glad you all chose to spend this weekend with me here, in my favorite of my many
 homes.”

Princess Reina stood at the top of the stairs, smirking down at all of us like a Goddess ensconced in the heavens. Well,
 I thought, there’s one thing you can say about Reina. She sure knows how to make an entrance.


Her dress was the pale blue of glacial ice, made out of overlapping sequins like some sort of baroque chainmail. It clung to her perfect body, hugging every curve like a second skin as she sashayed her way down the steps. A v-cut in the front stretched all the way down to her belly button, showing off more of her pale, creamy cleavage than the fabric hid. Rich blonde hair curled down her back in ringlets that must have taken her servants hours to craft, reaching all the way down to her round ass. Dragon-scale boots completed the ensemble, wrapped loveringly around her tanned legs all the way up to mid-thigh. She was hot enough to stop traffic; sexy enough to make strong men literally fall to their knees and weep.

The worst part, though? Any person with two brain cells to rub together could plainly see she didn’t have a stitch
 on underneath that dress.

One look at her and my cock was ramrod-stiff in my pants. I couldn’t help it - there was something about Reina that touched my brain on a level more primal than civilization, that made me want to clunk a club on her head and drag her back to my cave. I knew instantly that every man in this room wanted Reina - and every woman wanted to be
 her. Their jealousy was 
palpable as she descended to the level of the great hall. It wasn’t just her looks, either: from her boots to her jewelry, just what she had on her body was probably worth more than most of these people’s estates.

Look me in the eyes, Reina. Let me use the Gaze on you, you gorgeous bitch. I swear I’ll rip that dress off you and fuck your brains out, right in the middle of this crowd of people you despise so much…

Reina’s imperious gaze swept the room. At no point did she lock eyes with me, however - Lord and Lady Cainhurst were clearly beneath her notice.

“This weekend,” the Princess said, “we members of the nobility meet to re-pledge the bonds that have held together the City of Vellum and the Duchy of Byratz since time immemorial.”


Lies,
 I thought with a smirk.

“We shall drink
,” she said, savoring the word, “feast, and revel. On Monday you shall all depart - and of course, never speak of what has happened. For that which occurs on my estate stays
 there, am I right, my subjects?”

From the guffaws and grins around the room, I could tell these people had heard this speech before.

“As always, every servant who waits on you this weekend is in on the fun. Any of them, male or
 female, will be more than happy to join your games. As will any nobles who consent.”

There were nods along with the grins. The woman who’d engaged Mariah and I in conversation was staring guiltily ahead, her hands clenched in front of her waist. What did she have to feel so bad about?

“I will be among you all - watching, judging, flickering about like the goddess I am.” Princess Reina looked formidably pleased with herself. “Should I like what I see, a few lucky ones among you may even get to spend some time with me in my private chambers
 beneath the mansion.”

There was considerably less good cheer at this 
announcement. From the sorts of things Reina had told me while I was in her dungeon, I had a pretty good idea what kind of fucked-up stuff went down where nobody else could see.

“Let’s see, is there anything else…”

Suddenly Reina made a face and threw her hands in the air. “Oh! My servants - I have a very special announcement to make before the fun begins!”

There were confused looks all around the room. Obviously this wasn’t part of the usual yearly program. The woman edged closer to me, her mouth opening and closing like she was working up the nerve to say something.

“This year,” Reina purred, “one of my subjects is actually an intruder
!”

The room froze. You could’ve heard a pin drop in the great hall.

“That’s right! One of you is not who they claim to be!” She spread her arms wide, taking the whole crowd in with a psychopathic smile. “They are not one of my subjects at all - but Darek,
 the Corruption Lord!”






Chapter Fourteen









“We need to leave, Master,” Mariah whispered, her nails digging into my palm. “Now
.”

There was a moment of stunned, confused silence. People checked each other’s faces, looking for any trace of Darek beneath their placid expressions. It was obvious they weren’t sure if Reina was really telling the truth, or merely adding a fun wrinkle to the weekend’s revelry.

Finally, an older gentleman somewhat braver than the rest of the crowd cleared his throat. “My Lady, is this some sort of joke? Surely the Lord of Corruption is not truly among us?”

Reina tossed her head back and laughed, startling many of the guests. “I assure you, this is no jest. My information comes all the way from Serenity, the newly-crowned Queen of the Virago Shieldmaidens. For the first time in a century, the Virago have a true leader: and one of her first official acts was to contact me
 via portal and command me to capture Darek.” She grinned from ear to ear. “Oh yes, subjects - I have the ear of the most powerful woman in the world!”

The man who’d asked the question looked like he regretted it. “My Lady, if the Corruption Lord is truly here, then we must summon a high-level Mage! They will be able to see through Darek’s evil, and divine his true form…”

Mutters of assent filled the room. Nobles stared at each 
other with new eyes, as if realizing for the first time that there might be a snake in their midst.

Reina cocked her head to the side. “I could,” she whispered coquettishly. “But I won’t.”

“Won’t?
 My Lady, why not?”

Reina made a show of examining her nails. “My guards have sealed the estate,” she said. “No one will be able to leave. Serenity does not wish for the Corruption Lord to be dead
 - she merely wants him captured.” Her grin widened. “She has promised
 him to me as a pet!”


Holy shit.
 My heart sank into my stomach. Mariah and I were trapped - caught like rats in a trap.

“Who talked?” I whispered, grabbing hold of Mariah’s wrist. “One of the Ratha?”

Mariah shook her head. “There must be a mole inside of Wrathholme,” she whispered, careful to keep her voice low. “One of the cultists, perhaps. I’ll conduct a thorough survey of our people if we make it back, Master.”

“When
 we make it back,” I assured her, giving the succubus a pat on her ass. “The mission hasn’t changed, Mariah. All we need to do is pretend to be Lord and Lady Cainhurst. Then bumble our way into a room alone with Reina. Once she’s ours, it won’t matter if the Virago knows I’m here. She won’t just let us go - she’ll come with us.”

“Of course you will, my Lord.” Pride filled Mariah’s eyes. “This will just make things more interesting.”

From the atmosphere in the room, it looked like most of the nobles still thought this was some sort of tasteless joke. Reina seemed more than happy to let them keep their delusions: with a clap of the hands, she summoned a cadre of servants carrying goblets of wine and green liquor in small, metallic shot glasses.

“Revel, my subjects,” Reina commanded. “Do not worry. We will find Darek soon enough. In the meantime, enjoy yourselves - and if your playmate seems a bit more sinister
 
than usual, let me know.”

As the nobles filled their bellies with alcohol, the mousy-faced woman grabbed my shoulder.

“Elric, I need to talk to you,” she whispered, motioning with her chin towards a shadowed alcove in a corner of the room. “Can you perhaps leave Lady Cainhurst for just a few moments…?”

I didn’t want to leave Mariah by herself - but it was
 the sort of thing Lord Cainhurst would do. The last thing I wanted was to give this person a reason to be suspicious of us - one word to Reina and I’d end up stretched on a rack in the dungeon.

“Of course,” I said magnanimously. “My Lady, if you’ll excuse me…?”

Mariah shot me a look. “Don’t worry,” I whispered, leaning forward. “You heard Reina. No one’s looking for you
. Just act natural, and I’ll catch up with you soon.”

“Yes, Master,” Mariah grumbled. She snatched up a piece of fish on a skewer and mauled it with her teeth. “Don’t keep me waiting - I don’t know how long I can turn down offers from nobles without seeming suspicious.”

“Use your charm,” I joked, taking the mystery woman by the arm. “You’ve got plenty of it!”

The woman led me out of the hall. Along the far wall, several deep grooves had been cut into the stone, leaving enough space for two or three people to sit comfortably. The furthest was already occupied; the silhouette of a man and woman canoodled in the back, just barely visible.

“Alright, we’re alone.” My gaze traveled from the woman to the two revelers and snapped back again. “Well, alone-ish. What’s going on-”

The woman kissed me.

“Elric,” she groaned, nibbling my bottom lip with a passion that was fierce. “What the fuck
 is Karen doing here?”

The pieces clicked together in my head. Suddenly I understood why this woman had been so happy to see me - and why she looked at my ‘wife’ with that strange mixture of fear and disgust. Old Elric was apparently stepping out on his missus.


He did damn well,
 I thought, my hands going to the woman’s waist. While her face was a bit plain, she was far more attractive than either Lord or Lady Cainhurst. She was practically out of his league.

“Oh, you know,” I said, keeping my voice light. “I just couldn’t keep her away…”

The woman snorted. “Does she even understand what debauchery goes on at Reina’s parties?”

I shrugged. “Sure she does.”

Suddenly the woman’s hands tensed on my shoulders. “Elric,” she whispered, her eyes going wide as saucers. “Does she know about us
?”

I shook my head. “She doesn’t suspect a thing, sweetheart. Trust me.”

The woman relaxed. “When I saw the two of you together, I thought she was going to pull out a knife and stab me,” she confessed with a laugh. “I figured the only reason she didn’t was because she’d be admitting to everyone present that Amanda Breunig’s been banging her husband.”


Oh thank God,
 I thought. I’d started thinking I would have to ask her for her name.

“Hey, everyone’s a playmate here, right?” I said, doing my best to reassure her. “Trust me, Lady Cainhurst’s going to be fine. I’m more worried about the Corruption Lord - did you hear
 what Reina said?”

Amanda waved the question away. “Please - the Corruption Lord is not
 here in secret. This is all just another one of Reina’s games. ‘Darek’ is just going to turn out to be the most eligible bachelor with the biggest cock; his prize will be a one-way trip 
to Reina’s dungeon.” She grimaced. “The poor bastard.”

I twirled a lock of her chestnut hair around my fingers. “Good thing we don’t have to worry about that, right?”

“Right.” Amanda’s eyes turned sly. “You really talked the old ball-and-chain into letting you roam this playground all weekend, Elric?”


She is cute
, I thought, looking the woman up and down. There’s something about her that’s just...open. Honest. Which is strange, considering I’m apparently cheating on my wife with her…


“Sometimes,” I said, “I can do miracles.”

She shook her head in amazement. “I get to spend the whole weekend with you,” she whispered, sounding like the luckiest girl in the world. “Gods, Elric, we’re going to have so much fun…!”

“We sure will.” Now that I had this woman on my side, it was time to pump her for information. Discreetly, of course. “Do you think Reina will join the festivities tonight?”

“Oh, who cares!” Amanda grinned and scooted closer to me, tying her hair into a ponytail. “Princess Reina can go suck eggs for all I care, not that I’d say that to her face. Elric…”

She trailed off, biting her lip. “Yes?”

“Do our special thing,” she panted, tugging me closer. “Do it right now.
 I don’t care who sees…”

Uh oh. “Our special thing?” I didn’t have a clue what she was talking about.

She wrapped her legs around me, giggling. “You know exactly what I’m talking about, Elric. Make me scream…”

That...didn’t exactly narrow it down. I slid a hand between her legs, grabbing at her inner thigh. Amanda let out a squeal, her ass rocking back and forth on the bench.

“I think I might need a reminder,” I growled against her ear. “It’s been so long since we were together, Amanda. Too damn long.”

“Mmmh hmm!” Amanda buried her face against my chest, 
her cheeks going red as apples. “Well, first you touch me here
…”

She grabbed my wrist and forced my fingers deeper. Then deeper
. With a start, I realized Amanda wasn’t wearing any panties - and she was about as turned on as any woman I’d ever felt.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpered. “Elric, yes, rub me right there!”

Her ass jumped off the seat as she ground her soaking wet pussy against my hand. My fingers pumped in and out of her channel, filling the narrow alcove with wet squelching sounds. Her inner walls gripped me tight, leaving my fingers slick with juice as I fingered her.

“Leave your wife for me,” Amanda groaned suddenly. Her body tensed like a coiled spring, full of nervous energy as the words slipped out. “Gods, I love you so much Elric. I’d be such a better Lady Cainhurst than her - I know
 I would…”

God, this poor thing. She was helplessly in love with the man I was supposed to be. Didn’t she deserve better than a life of being the side-chick to some minor rural noble?

“It’s not that simple,” I growled, my nostrils full of the feral tang of Amanda’s pussy.

“I know. But I can give you what you really
 want.” Amanda unfastened my belt, reached in and grabbed hold of my cock. “I’m not like her, Elric - I can give you all the heirs you want. Fuck, I’m so fucking fertile right now! Make me pregnant, please? Please pump me full?”

So Lord and Lady Cainhurst were having trouble making babies. Interesting. The mention of babies made me think of Kyoko back in Wrathholme, and whether the fact that she was late meant anything for a catgirl or not. It distracted me for a few moments - which Amanda took for hesitation on the part of Lord Cainhurst.

“I know,” she whimpered. “I was supposed to take a birth control spell before the party like everyone else. But I...I want
 
this, Elric.”

I wanted it, too. Was I a big enough bastard to do it, though? If I had sex with Amanda and knocked her up, she’d think the kid was Lord Cainhurst’s. She’d also think he was going to leave his wife for her. That was major drama.


If you do this,
 a dark little voice in the back of my head whispered, she’ll be yours as deeply as if you used the Gaze.
 It was true - with a word and a quick fuck, I could have Amanda eating out of my hand for the rest of the weekend. It would be easy to enlist her in my mission to corner Reina alone. Hell, I wouldn’t even have to be alone - Reina, me and Amanda together would do the trick.


I’m going to Hell for this,
 I thought with a smirk.

My hand left her pussy. With a grin, I slid my dripping fingers between Amanda’s lips, watching as she sucked them shamelessly. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she tasted herself, her legs quivering in anticipation.

“I want you,” I growled, burying my face in her cleavage. “So much more than I’ve ever wanted Karen.” It wasn’t even technically a lie.

Amanda’s face lit up. “Tell me you’ll leave her,” she panted, grinding her body against me. “Elric, say you’ll marry me…!”

I spread her legs with my knee, pushing her against the wall. “The moment this weekend is over,” I said, my eyes staring right through her, “I’ll annul my marriage to Lady Cainhurst. I’ll make you my bride, Amanda - but only
 if you’ve already got my heirs in your belly when we walk down the aisle.”

Amanda’s mouth dropped open. She stared at me like she’d never seen me before, shocked by the change in the man she thought she knew. She likes the new Elric,
 I thought, tugging up her dress. Poor guy’s gonna be so confused when this woman shows up pregnant on his doorstep…


With a grunt, I pushed into her. I let out a gasp as Amanda’s 
tight, wet walls enveloped me, welcoming me into her pussy. Holy shit
 she was so turned on.

Amanda groaned with delight. “Oh my Gods, is that all
 for me? Oh shit, you just barely fit inside my tight little kitty! How are you even bigger than last time?”

I pulled one breast from her dress and sucked on it, thrusting deep into her. I had to hide my smile - I much better endowed than the ‘real’ Lord Cainhurst, too. No one had probably ever made Amanda scream like this before. The thought made me even harder, and I started slamming her bare ass against the marble with every thrust.

The people in the alcove a few down heard our moans and started going faster. The fact that they were watching me, getting turned on at the sight of me pounding Amanda made it even better.

After a few more good, hard strokes I pulled out and ran the head of my cock in circles over Amanda’s clit. She sobbed and whimpered beneath me, words of love and devotion spilling from her lips. I own this woman now
, I realize. There’s nothing she won’t do for me - not when she thinks I’m going to make her my Lady
.

“Turn around,” I growled, twisting her hips. “I want to fuck you from behind.”

“Really? But Elric, you’ve never…”

The doubt in her eyes melted away as the head of my cock pushed into her folds. Amanda flipped around in an instant, dropping to her hands and knees in the stall and sticking her big ass in the air, back arched as she presented herself.

“Yes, my Lord.
” Amanda let out a naughty little giggle. “Breed me, Elric. Put the future Lord of Cainhurst in my womb…”

In response I slammed into her, burying my cock hilt-deep inside of her tightness. My hand went to her hair, using it as leverage to go as hard and deep as I wanted. Amanda moaned 
in surprise and delight as my cock filled her in ways no other man’s ever had, stretching her walls as I plunged inside of her.

“You’re fucking me so hard,” the noblewoman whimpered. “It must have been so frustrating for you, cooped up in that big manor with Lady Cainhurst’s legs closed all the time. Take all that frustration out on me, my Lord! Fuck me the way you wanted to fuck her…!”


Damn she’s got a mouth on her,
 I thought, thoroughly enjoying myself. I might have to take this one with me. Let’s see if she can handle a little taste of the real me
.

I let myself go completely. My hand tightened in her hair as I pushed Amanda against the wall, flattening her breasts against the stone. I pinned her down with my strength while I fucked her with long, fast strokes. This wasn’t making love, or even fucking - it was using
 her, fucking her like a ravenous monster.

Amanda took all of it - and then, amazingly, started fucking me back.

“Elric, you’re fucking me so hard! Oh...oh fuck
…!”

I felt Amanda unravel beneath me. A flood of juice dripped from her pussy as it clenched around me, spasming in time with her heartbeat as a mind-melting orgasm coursed through her body. Everything between her legs was suddenly so tight I could barely stand it - the friction was so intense. I grit my teeth and went harder, the world shrinking to the beautiful woman beneath me and her quivering, primed womb.

“Come in me,” she begged. “Please, please
 make me pregnant! Give me your babies, Lord Cainhurst…!”

One more hard thrust and I came apart. Amanda let out a cry of triumph as I exploded inside of her, filling her to the brim and then some. Spurt after spurt of thick seed erupted against her walls, headed straight for her willing womb.

As the pleasure ebbed, I pulled out and leaned back against the booth, completely satisfied. The couple in the alcove a few notches down had left; evidently watching us had made them 
finish even faster.

“That was wonderful,” Amanda groaned, resting her head against my chest. She smoothed her dress down over her thighs, making no effort to hide the stains. Shit, she probably wanted
 those - now she could show off the fact that she’d won my affections. “Thank you, Elric. You’d better get back to your wife - she should enjoy this weekend while it lasts. She’s in for a rude surprise on Monday…”

“Definitely,” I agreed. “One thing, though. Remember what you were saying about Reina earlier?”

There was a dull look in Amanda’s eyes. Like every woman there, she knew full well how her beauty paled in comparison to the Princess. “Yes?”

“Let’s say we wanted
 to be her playmates this weekend. Get invited down to that dungeon of hers. How would we go about doing that?”

Amanda stared at me like I’d grown a second head. “Why would you want to?”

I shrugged. “I think it’d be fun?”

The noblewoman began to laugh. “Look, no offense, Elric - you’re a wonderful lover, the best I’ve ever had, truly - but people like us aren’t what Reina is looking for in a partner. We’re not...you know…”

“We’re not young and hot,” I said, shaking my head. “There’s got to be something else Reina loves.”

Amanda’s lips pursed in thought. “There really isn’t. The only thing that messy bitch loves more than breaking young, beautiful people is drama. She’s already indulged the latter plenty with this game about the ‘Corruption Lord’-”

“Drama, huh?” I sat up. “Well I better get back to the old ball and chain. Catch you later?”

“Uh, sure. Don’t forget about me, alright?”

Giving Amanda a kiss, I buckled my pants and headed back to the great hall. She had no way of knowing it, but she’d just 
given me one hell of an idea. So Reina loved drama?

I was about to give her an entire reality-show finale’s worth of it.






Chapter Fifteen









“No, I’m not joking.” I plucked a canape out of Mariah’s hand before she could eat it and plopped it into my own mouth. “I want you to go over there and slap her in the face!”

By the time I made it back to Mariah, she’d acquired quite a crowd of hangers-on. While the Lord and Lady Cainhurst were far from the most popular or wealthy of nobles, Mariah had a lot more going on in the looks department than the wives of most men in attendance. The fact that she was still a flirty, sex-obsessed succubus beneath her illusory mask didn’t hurt either, I supposed.

“Give me that.” She grabbed the plate of hors d’oeuvres before I could snatch them all up, slapping it away from my hands. “Have you gone insane, Crai...Elric
? We’re supposed to be keeping a low profile here.”

I pushed aside an elderly noble who’d been trying for several minutes to get Mariah’s attention and leaned in closer.

“Listen,” I whispered. “I just got finished fucking Amanda’s brains out. That’s who that lady you talked to is - she’s a minor noble who’s neighbors with the Cainhursts. And get this!”

Mariah stared at me flatly. “She’s screwing Lord Cainhurst on the side.”

“Exactly!” My excitement boiled over. “She wants to be you
, babe. Apparently you’re infertile, or maybe I’m
 infertile - either 
way, no babies for Lord and Lady Cainhurst. Unless she gives me some - which she totally wants to do! She wants to move in on your turf and give me heirs!”

“This is all fascinating,” Mariah drawled sarcastically. “Truly, the inner lives of petty nobility make for riveting
 drama. What does this have to do with our mission?”

“Just go over there and start a fight,” I said, glancing at the corner of the room. “I’ll do the rest. Remember, this homewrecking bitch is trying to take your man! She’s trying her best to get knocked up on the sly and steal your title, and Lady Cainhurst is not
 standing for that shit!”

Mariah’s eyes narrowed. “She’s only doing what you
 told her to do.”

“Not me.” I scoffed. “Lord Cainhurst.”

“Whatever.” Mariah sighed and rolled her eyes. “You’re sure we won’t be found out instantly, my Lord?”

“Trust me,” I told her. “Nothing will make us less
 likely to turn out to be the Corruption Lord than what’s about to happen. If anything will get Reina to let her guard down around us, it’s this.”

“Well…” Mariah sized up the mouse-faced noblewoman and shrugged. “Alright. I’ll go start some shit.”

“Good girl.” I gave Mariah a pat on the ass. “Don’t lie to me - you love it. Fuck, are you a demon or aren’t you?”

She glanced back over her shoulder and grinned. For the briefest moment, the illusion slipped and there was a lusty monster smiling at me.

“Oh, I am
.” Mariah cracked her knuckles. “Amanda’s about to find that out real quick…”

Mariah stomped across the room, sending nobles scattering in every direction. Heads turned as she growled with pure, animal rage, her eyes fixed on the slender woman leaning against a corner of the room.

Finally she stopped a few feet away, her shoulders rising and falling with rage. “You

,” Lady Cainhurst yelled, pointing an accusatory finger. “Get over here, you bitch
!”

Amanda looked like she was about to piss herself with fear. “L-Lady Cainhurst,” she stammered, her eyes going wide with fright. “What’s wrong…?”

“You know perfectly damn well what’s wrong!” Mariah’s voice echoed through the hall, silencing all conversation. “You cheating hussy
! You actually think my husband is going to divorce me in favor of you!?”

The surprise around the room turned into open astonishment - and excitement. The people of this Realm might have been different in a hundred ways from the people of Earth, but there was one constant that carried between different cultures and even different planes of existence:

Everyone loves a good catfight.

“I don’t know what you’ve heard, Lady Cainhurst,” Amanda began, holding up her hands in a gesture of submission. “I can assure you, your husband and I are just friends-”

“Oh? Do you often beg your friends
 to put a baby inside of you!? Maybe you do, you fucking whore
.” Mariah spit at Amanda’s feet for good measure, prompting oohs
 and ahhs
 from the crowd.

Suddenly Amanda’s face twisted. Her back was to the wall - there was only so much a woman could take.

“At least I have
 a working womb,” she snarled, smirking savagely. “Elric can have all the babies he wants with me! I’m not some barren, worthless, dried-up old cunt
-”

The hall echoed with a sickening crack
. Mariah had just backhanded Amanda right across the face.

Embarrassment and anger warred on the noblewoman’s face. She held her reddening cheek, her eyes glazing for a few moments at the pain. The shock wore off, and she stared down Mariah with a whole new level of rage.

“You fucking skank!
” Amanda sprung forward, leaping
 from 
the ground and barrelling into the camouflaged succubus. “How dare you-!”

In front of the entire assembled party, the two women began to fight. Amanda locked her fingers in the succubus’ hair, trying to force her to the floor. Her leverage slipped; she had no way of knowing that the long brown hair she grappled was shorter and darker on the demon woman’s real body. Mariah struck out with a leg, taking advantage of the mistake.

Amanda’s ass hit the ground with a thump. There were yelps and cheers from the crowd, but I was more than a little nervous. Mariah’s speed and strength were far beyond that of a normal human being. If she lost control, she could do serious damage to the noblewoman - and if Reina saw a middle-aged woman fighting like some kind of hellcat, she might realize Mariah’s appearance was a disguise.

Mariah slapped at the woman’s cheeks again, looking to humiliate more than harm. In response, Amanda growled and lowered her shoulders like a linebacker, smashing head-first between Mariah’s breasts. Both women went down this time, Mariah with more surprise than actual pain.

“Gods,” someone in the crowd shouted. “She’s trying to kill her!”

“Lord Cainhurst has two women fighting over him - we should all be so lucky!”

Amanda’s nails raked Mariah’s face, striking out blindly. Where they hit, the illusion shimmered for a fraction of a second, adapting to the blow. Mariah realized it and rolled onto her stomach, kicking out to try and put some distance between herself and the noblewoman.

Shit! This was going all wrong! I’d meant to cause a scene, not to accidentally unveil my First in front of a crowd of hooting idiots. If they realized she was a succubus, we were going to have to fight our way out of here.

Buffeted by blows, Mariah grabbed the heavy pendant 
between Amanda’s breasts and started to choke her with it. The noblewoman’s face turned red, then blue as Mariah’s enhanced strength held her tight. Amanda’s grip loosened around the succubus until she was flopping against her instead of hitting, struggling for air.

“Looks like it’s old Lady Cainhurst who’ll be doing the killing,” someone grunted. Through the crowd, I could see people placing bets on which of them would win.


Jesus, don’t KILL her,
 I thought, trying to communicate it to Mariah with my eyes. Let her go, please, stop…


“What the fuck
 is going on!?”

Mariah let go of the chain. Amanda slumped to the floor, clutching at her throat as she wheezed back to life. Standing above both of them, looking both irritated and enthralled by the madness, was Princess Reina.

“When I said any consenting nobles were allowed to play together,” she said in a bratty tone, “this was not
 what I meant! Explain this. Now.”

I saw fear flash in Mariah’s eyes as she looked up at the Princess. Would she be able to see through our disguises up close?

She swallowed down the fear and assumed a furious expression. “This cunt
 has been sleeping with my husband!” Mariah growled, giving Amanda’s necklace a final tug.

Princess Reina glanced up at me for a fraction of a second. Even that short contact made me try and open the Gaze - it failed. Too brief.

“This whole weekend is about you all screwing each other,” the Princess said with a wide smile. “No room for prudes here, dear…”

“Not here
.” I had to hand it to her - Mariah played the part of a scorned woman very well. “She’s been fucking him behind my back for months! Trying to get pregnant and usurp the title of Lady Cainhurst right from under me!”

Princess Reina giggled like she’d just hit the naughty twist in a reality TV show. “Now that is
 interesting,” she purred, looking over the two women with a new expression. “Lord Cainhurst!”

Every eye in the great hall turned to me. I forced down the rush of panic in my chest and cleared my throat. “Yes, your Grace?”

Reina cocked her head to the side. “You’ve had both of these women. Which of them would you say fucks better?”

There was shocked silence in the hall. “My...my Lady,” I stammered, not sure what Reina was planning. If I picked one, would she slit the other’s throat right in front of me? “I could never speak such a thing…”

The Princess scoffed. “It’s not a difficult question,” she giggled, gesturing first at Lady Cainhurst then at Amanda. “Which of these sluts feels better around your cock when you put it inside them? A one or two word answer will suffice.”


Yeah right,
 I thought. From the look on Reina’s face, something awful was definitely
 going to happen to whichever woman I didn’t choose. She was already savoring the moment, picturing the disgusted looks on the faces in the crowd when she did it…

I thought fast. “I mean to say, your Grace, I could never speak such a thing in public.
 Given a bit of privacy, I would happily make a detailed list of each woman’s relative merits.”

Reina’s jaw dropped. For a moment, it looked like she was going to kill me. Then she tossed her head back and laughed, so loud and long that the room began to feel uncomfortable.

“Oh, you’re a bold one,” Reina said, turning away from both women on the floor. “Bold enough to have your wife and
 mistress appear at the same party. Bold enough to admit it in front of a room filled with your peers.”

Okay, now I
 was becoming the uncomfortable one. “The cat’s out of the bag now,” I said, glancing at Mariah. “Nothing I 
can do about it - might as well own it.”

“That,” Reina said, putting a finger to her chin, “is my very same philosophy.” She turned around suddenly, drawing every eye in the room to her fabulous ass. “Come with me, Lord Cainhurst. I’ll give you the privacy you so desperately seek…”

She did not go back up the stairs. Instead, she walked around them, opening a small door so inconspicuous that I hadn’t noticed it until now.

“The rest of you,” she tossed over her shoulder, “get back to your revelry. I want to see happy, drunken faces when I come back upstairs.” She pointed at Amanda and Mariah. “Make sure those two kiss and make up.”

They were more than happy to do that. Hands grabbed Mariah and Amanda, hauling them to their feet and pushing them into each other’s arms. It was hard to tell which woman looked more put out by the whole thing.

“Make up! Make up!” the nobility chanted.

“By the way,” Reina crowed, leaning through the open doorway. “I’ve changed my mind: you can go ahead and summon the High Mage. He should be able to scan you all for diseases
 at any rate!”

Laughter greeted her joke. I should’ve seen the trap slamming shut right then and there - but I didn’t. I was too focused on her
.

Reina slammed the door behind us, cutting us off from the rest of the party. Taking a torch from the wall, she lit it with a word. We were standing at the top of a set of narrow stairs, leading down into the darkness.

“Well done, Lord Cainhurst,” Reina said, starting down the steps without waiting for me. “You’ve earned the first golden ticket to my basement. We’re going to have some fun this evening, you and I.”

“I’m certain we are.” Excitement flared in my chest. I was practically rubbing my hands together behind Reina’s back - 
finally we were alone! She was mine! Thirty seconds with the Gaze and the Princess of Vellum would be on her knees, begging to serve me in any way I chose.

As soon as we reached the basement, I’d take her. She’d be my possession…

The stairs descended further and further into the bowels of the mansion. We were far beneath the ground now - the air grew noticeably cooler with every step.

“Don’t worry, it’ll be nice and warm,” Reina said, again not glancing over her shoulder. “My playrooms are heated by vast boilers underneath the kitchens. This chill will only last until we arrive.”

Feeling bold, I reached out to put my hand on Reina’s waist. “You’re plenty warm, your Grace,” I growled, feeling every bit the middle-aged rake the real Lord Cainhurst could never be.

I froze mid-step. He’s not like this at all,
 I thought suddenly, catching a glimpse of Reina’s smile. Oh fuck. She knows…


She laughed and continued walking. “Of course
 I knew it was you. I knew the moment your face didn’t scrunch up at the sight of me like all the other sheep
. You know what your biggest weakness is, Darek?”

Reina was still right in front of me - just a step or two ahead. I could grab her, force her to face me - or push her down the steps…

“You’re so used to getting what you want from women,” Reina said smugly. “All that power goes right to your head. You never even stop to think about what might be going on behind the eyes of those who serve you.”

I froze. Was Reina saying she knew who the mole was inside of Wrathholme? That it was a member of my harem
?

“I know who serves me,” I growled, unwilling to let the remark slide. “And I know who’s going
 to serve me, Reina.”

“Oh, that’s rich!” She glanced over her shoulder for the barest instant, just enough to frustrate me. “You’ve been so 
spellbound staring at my ass and tits that you haven’t even looked behind you once
 since I led you down these stairs, you know that?”

It was a trick. There was no one behind me. Right?

I glanced over my shoulder, exactly as Reina wanted. She sprang around like a viper, like something too fast to be fully human, and tugged my shoulders like a tidal wave.

“Whoops! Watch out, Lord Cainhurst-”

I lost my balance and toppled. For a moment I saw Reina’s face and opened myself desperately to the Gaze, trying to ensnare her.

It was too late. The stairs rose to meet me, smashing into my face so hard I saw stars. Then the world went black.






Chapter Sixteen









When I came to, I was tied up. And I wasn’t alone.

Reina was wrong - her private chambers beneath the manor weren’t just warm
. They were body-hot, like slipping into a sauna set to full blast. Sweat beaded in front of my eyes as I blinked, adjusting myself to the dim light of her sex dungeon.

For a sex dungeon was clearly where I’d ended up. This was the heart of Reina’s power, where she broke men and women at her leisure. It was exactly where she’d wanted to put me the first time we met.

I tried to move my arms and I found I couldn’t. They were shackled behind me, the chain looped around a long, vicious-looking hook on the wall. Similar restraints enclosed my legs, only these weren’t held together - instead, I was spread-eagled, like I was trying to do the fucking splits.

I was naked, which I actually appreciated. With clothes on, the room would’ve been disgustingly hot. I was less happy when I looked down at my body and realized my Lord Cainhurst illusion was gone.

“Reina!” One desperate thought sustained me - that if I could lock eyes with the Princess for thirty seconds, she’d belong to me. We were undoubtedly the only ones down here - Reina wouldn’t want guards to see the nasty shit she got up to - so once she was under my power, it would be easy to get 
free. At least I hoped so.

She came around the corner, completely naked. Naked Reina looked even better than skimpy-dress Reina. I barely had time to gawk, however, before my attention was caught by what she was wearing on her face.


She’s got on...glasses?
 I thought. But these weren’t like any glasses I’d ever seen - they were shot through in a half-dozen places, like a mirrored disco ball. How the fuck could Reina even see through them?

“Oh good,” the Princess said, downing her drink. From the sweat covering her breasts and her lopsided smile, this wasn’t the first thing she’d imbibed since coming down here. “You’re up. Someone wants to speak to you.”

She turned and stalked off, her ass swaying from side to side seductively.

“Hey...come back!” I reached for my magic, but it just...wasn’t there. I tried to summon a floe of ice between my fingers, or conjure a blast of fire to melt my restraints down to slag. Nothing worked.

I opened myself to the Gaze, and felt a rush of power. That
 still worked, at least.

By the time Reina came back, my eyes glowed faintly with the radioactive green of Darek’s power. “Reina,
” I commanded, a supernatural tone mingling with my voice. “Take those silly things off and look at me
…”

She giggled and shook her head. “She said you might still be able to access your Corruption powers, even with the drugs. So she gave me these
.” She pointed at the strange glasses, chuckling. “Hard as hell to see out of them, but I think you’ll agree the overall effect is worth it.”

“You bitch
,” I snarled, straining at my bonds. “I’m going to get out of here - and then I’m going to fuck you so hard…”

Reina grinned. “Well, you did
 make Lady Cainhurst and Amanda Breunig look like a couple of drunken co-eds in about 
a half hour. If anyone could turn the tables on me, it’d be you. You sure do like to cause trouble, Darek.”

A bolt of realization hit me: Reina didn’t know about Mariah’s disguise. She thought Lady Cainhurst really was
 Lady Cainhurst. I had to hang onto that hope, as fragile as it was.

“Alright, let me see if I remember how this thing works.” Reina leaned over and fiddled with a disc in her hand that hadn’t been there before - she’d brought it with her when she refilled her drink. “Gods, portals are so
 annoying…”

She touched a sigil on the disc, and a portal about the size of a basketball blazed to life above the stone. Unlike mine, this wasn’t green but the hazy red of an autumn sunset. It gradually revealed a spartan bedroom, carved out of a snowy cave.

“Hello? Is she in?” Reina leaned forward, swaying gently on her feet. “Damn it, she told me to check in…”

Suddenly a woman’s face filled the portal. For a moment I thought it was Necessity - then my heart dropped into my stomach. As beautiful as Necessity was, this woman was on a level that even she could never hope to reach. There was a fierce, imperious beauty in her eyes, as if she were accustomed to watching the most powerful men in the universe kneel before her and kiss her feet. Long ears as pointed as Necessity’s lay like daggers against her temples, marking her as an elf. But not just any elf.

There was only one woman this could be: Serenity, the newly-crowned Queen of the Virago Shieldmaidens. Which meant I was about as screwed as it was possible for a Corruption Lord to be.

Serenity sized me up, smirking cruelly. “Darek,” she purred, her voice like liquid velvet. “Finally, we have captured you.”


Don’t let her think she’s won
, I told myself. “Serenity! Sorry I’m not standing up - as you can see, you’ve kind of caught me with my pants down. Princess Reina and I were just enjoying each 
other’s company.”

The smirk turned into a sneer. “I don’t think any mortal has ever enjoyed
 the kind of company Reina provides in those chambers,” the impossibly beautiful warrior growled. She was a Goddess - no, even more than that. A Goddess of
 Goddesses.

If I didn’t stop her, she’d rule Continent utterly. And she wouldn’t stop there: she’d take all Eight Realms for herself.

“Mistress,” Reina said, speaking the word with poisoned obsequiousness, “it is him
. Do you confirm it?”

Serenity rolled her eyes. “I do. It’s Darek.”

“My name is Craig!
” If I could’ve, I would’ve risen to my feet and bitch-slapped Serenity right through her stupid portal. “You’re lucky this little slut has me tied up, Serenity. Otherwise I’d show you exactly what it feels like to serve me…”

As I spoke, I was already opening myself to the Gaze. If I couldn’t bring Reina into the fold, I could at least corrupt Serenity. It was what the old Darek had done a hundred years ago, right? Honestly, she was kind of stupid to stare at me for so long when she knew what kind of powers I had.

A wave of power flowed from my eyes to hers - and smashed face-first into a brick wall. The sensation was so disorienting that I groaned, shaking back and forth like a leaf.

Serenity laughed. “So feeble,” the Queen of the Virago clucked, shaking her head. “Your magic is useless against me, Darek.”

Something primal and angry reared up inside of me. “Oh, my
 magic, huh? What about Lightslayer’s?”

Fear showed on the Virago’s face - real
 fear. She quickly covered it up with bravado.

“You lie,” Serenity snarled. “You have not found it. You certainly wouldn’t be trapped by Reina
 of all people if you possessed it…”

I grinned with a confidence I didn’t really feel. Fake it till you make it,
 
I thought.

“All part of the plan, baby,” I said, laughing. “Come on down here and I’ll show you exactly how real Lightslayer is. I’ll even let you touch it - after I fuck you right up your tight little ass-”

Serenity growled
 and slammed the portal closed. Leaving Reina staring at the space where it had been, her face as shocked as if I’d pissed all over her face.

“I don’t think she likes me,” I said, starting to laugh.

“She doesn’t like anyone,” Reina said, her guard lowering for a moment. “She doesn’t have to - as long as we fear her, she’s satisfied.”

Maybe there was something there. A crack I could squeeze my fingers through and widen.

“You wouldn’t have to fear me,” I said, my voice dripping with corruption. “You’ve heard the way I treat my women, Reina. They want for nothing.”

She turned to me, almost considering my offer. Then that cruel smirk lit up her face, and I knew it was no deal.

“I already want for nothing,” she said, placing both the disc and her drink on a shelf. “I rule my lands with an iron fist, boss all my servants around, and spend my weekends ruining the lives of strong men and women like you down in my dungeons. What else could a woman want?”

“Fuck you, Reina,” I said, shaking my head.

“You think you’re civilized,” Reina purred, stepping closer, “but you will never understand. Or maybe you will…”

She reached between my legs. I didn’t want to react, but the feeling of her fingers around my cock combined with the sight of her flawless body made me stiffen.

“...maybe I’ll make
 you understand,” she giggled, reaching into a dresser placed against the wall. “What it truly means to serve an evil Queen.”

My eyes widened in horror. The thing Reina had just pulled 
out of a drawer was a rusty razor, longer than my middle finger and covered in nicks. It obviously hadn’t been sharpened in a long, long time.

“What are you doing?” I gasped, trying to wriggle away. The restraints held me fast.

Reina made a face. “I’m not really interested in your dick,” she said, “unlike the rest of your girls. So I’m draining your balls real quick, because after that you won’t need them anymore…”

“What!?”
 My cock jerked against Reina’s fingers, even as I struggled to get it away from her. “What the fuck!? You’re completely crazy…!”

“Of course I am,” she said, like I
 was the slow one. “I’m evil
, Darek. What did you think that means?”

I couldn’t do this. There had to be some way to escape.

“Don’t...don’t fucking do this,” I panted, trying to look as submissive and non-threatening as possible. “You don’t need to do this…”

She pursed her lips. “But Darek, I’m not doing it - you are.” Her fingers gripped me tighter, stroking me from the base of my cock all the way to the swollen head. “If you don’t want me to cut you, all you have to do is keep from draining your balls. Just don’t explode all over my fingers, and you’ll be completely safe…
”

This was madness. I could hold back, sure - for a while, at least. But Reina was seriously
 skilled.

“Just hold it all back,” Reina teased, licking her lips with anticipation. “Don’t come, and I won’t cut your balls off…”

This was insane. This couldn’t be real. “I...I won’t do it,” I gasped, trying to deny the pleasure. “You sick fucking bitch…!”

“That’s right, just don’t think about it.” Reina’s tone had moved from teasing into outright mockery. “Don’t think about exploding all over my fingers, Darek. Don’t think about how good
 it would feel to have my milk your cock dry while you 
stare at my perfect ass and titties…”

Damn it, I couldn’t resist. My eyes traveled over Reina’s body, devouring her luscious curves. She really did look fucking amazing.

She leaned in closer, her tits pressed against my thighs as she stroked me harder and faster. “Definitely
 don’t think about how great your dick would feel between my tits,” she said, looking so innocent it should’ve been illegal. “Fucking my big, sexy knockers, sliding between my boobs that are so soft
 with your cock that’s so fucking hard…
”

Before I could protest, Reina spit all over my cock. Then, with a grin, she wrapped her tits around my shaft and started bouncing up and down, the head popping in and out of her cleavage.

“Fuck you!” I growled, fighting as hard as I could.

“Oh, definitely don’t think about that
!” Reina’s breasts around my cock was the most heavenly thing I’d ever felt - but she had worse surprises in store. “You’re fighting me really hard, Darek - harder than any other man I’ve broken down here, honestly. The last
 thing you want to think about is my perfect princess pussy riding your dick…”

“Serenity doesn’t want this,” I tried to gasp.

“Serenity wants you broken
,” Reina giggled, climbing on top of me. “She doesn’t much care how it happens. I’m pretty sure once I take your balls, you won’t be giving the Virago any more trouble. Will you?”

“Stop-” I groaned, but it was too late. Reina slammed down her hips, taking me hilt deep into her tight, perfect pussy. I could already feel the wave building in my core, my balls tingling as her pussy ground around me over and over again.

I’d wanted to fuck her so bad. Now I was getting my wish - in the worst way possible.

“Come on!” Reina was starting to sound a little pissed off. “Fucking shoot
 in me already, you goddamn asshole! Fill my 
pussy with the very last load your tiny little balls ever make…!”

She bounced up and down on me like a cork, bringing me to the edge - and as she did, her new glasses bounced right along with her.

I couldn’t hold back any more. Two or three more pumps inside of Reina and I’d be done
. But there was one last thing I could do before she swung the blade.

I relaxed the tension in every muscle in my body. Instantly I went slack beneath Reina, her weight shifting on top of me. The glasses shuddered - but didn’t fall.

“What the fuck?” Reina glanced down at my limp form. “Nice try, you twerp-”

She reached for the glasses to steady them. As she did, I did the one thing someone trying to force me to come would never expect: I thrust straight upwards,
 burying myself hilt-deep in her tight, perfect cunt.

Reina’s body shot upward - and the glasses fell right off her face.

A look of comical surprise spread across her face. She grabbed for the fallen pair of specs - and as she did, her eyes met mine. She stared directly into the Gaze, meeting its corrupting powers head-on.

She was mine
.

“Look at me, Princess,” I growled, a surge of energy filling me as my magic pushed into her mind. Reina’s mouth dropped open, her back arching like a bow - but she never broke eye contact, even as she struggled.

“N-no,” she whimpered, her eyes beginning to glow green. “You evil
 asshole…”

“Takes one to know one,” I smirked, thrusting into her again. “Now ride me for real
, bitch!”

The razor fell from her hand, instantly forgotten. Reina put her arms on my shoulders, bracing herself against the floor, and slammed her hips down on me so hard I nearly passed 
out. The pleasure was incredible - the friction of her walls against me so tight that I almost suspected I was the first man to ever have her.

It was easy to corrupt a Chaotic Evil presence like Reina. All I had to do was switch the center of her moral compass from ‘herself’ to ‘me’.

Gasps of pleasure spilled from the Princess’ lips as she rode me hard and fast, worshipping me with her body. I was still tied up, but any pretense that Reina was in control was gone now - it was clear which person in the room was directing the action.

“Come for me, Princess,” I commanded. I wanted to make my control of her complete. “Make everything wet and tight for me before I put my seed in you…!”

Now it was Reina
 struggling not to give in. Only she wasn’t as good at it as I was - and with my magic whispering words like submission
 and obedience
 and worship Master
 in the deepest, most primal part of her brain, holding back her orgasm was like trying to keep a bomb from exploding by wrapping it in tissue paper.

Reina screamed
 with pleasure as she came, her inner walls clenching around me like a vise. A moment later I was right there with her, my hips bucking madly as I pumped her full of my hot come. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I shot, filling the Princess with my thick load as my now-safe balls drained inside of her. Reina slowed down as I erupted against her walls, grinding her pussy slowly up and down my shaft until I was milked completely dry.

When it was done, the two of us locked eyes again. Reina still had that smug, sinister smirk on her face - but any trace of resistance was gone. She was still a monster - she was just my
 monster now. My creature.

I loved her.

“Remove these restraints,” I commanded her, fully in control 
of the situation. “Free me, servant.”

Reina didn’t hesitate. “Yes, Daddy,” she panted, unlatching the irons around my wrists. I rubbed the feeling back into them as she did the same to my legs, unhooking them from the wall. When she was done, Reina dropped to her knees in front of me, the very picture of submission.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, looking over my newest conquest. “I’ve wanted to own you for so long, Reina…”

My cock jerked, depositing a streak of seed on the floor. Even I wasn’t prepared for what happened next.

With a groan, Reina came forward and started licking it off the floor. Then she pressed her cheek against the stone, whimpering with pleasure like a cat in heat.

“I love you so much, Daddy,” she panted, her eyes completely insane as she giggled up at me. “You make me tingle!
 I love the way your special cream tastes - it makes me want to touch myself down there so bad
…”

“Holy shit,” I whispered, honestly a little afraid of my newest Follower. “What the fuck am I going to do with you?”

The door to Reina’s dungeon slammed open. A wizened old man stood in the doorway, wearing the robes of a High Mage. When he saw Reina on her knees in front of me, he passed a hand over his face - and transformed into Mariah, in full demon form.

“My Lord!” Mariah looked like she’d been preparing to spring into attack mode until a few seconds ago. “I came as quickly as I could. I stole the High Mage’s form, and convinced the other nobles to let me come down here…”

“You’re late,” I said with a smirk. “If I’d had to rely on you, Reina would’ve cut my balls off!”

Mariah’s jaw hit the floor. “She was going to cut off your balls!? Really!?”

Reina writhed on the floor, her hands moving between her thighs. “That was before Daddy made me realize my place,” she giggled in a high-pitched octave. “I would never
 
hurt Daddy anymore - he’s supposed to hurt me! I’m just a soft little girl who needs to be tied up and spanked…”

Mariah stared blankly down at the Princess. “I see you used the Gaze on her,” she said, pointedly ignoring Reina’s masturbation.

“Yeah - it was a bitch though.” I picked up Reina’s special glasses and threw them to Mariah. “Better hope those never become standard wear in the Realm.”

Mariah examined the glasses with growing concern. “These kept Reina safe from your magic, my Lord?”

“Until I fucked her so hard they fell off her face,” I said proudly. “She was really going to do it, Mariah. She had a razor and everything…”

The succubus swallowed hard. “Normally I’d say I’m glad she’s on our side,” the demon girl said, “but looking at her now, I’m not so sure…”

There was a cough from the doorway. Mariah and I both turned to see Amanda standing at the entrance to the dungeon. Unlike Mariah, she didn’t seem the least bit surprised by Reina’s antics or
 her sex dungeon.

What she was
 surprised by, though, was me. “Darek,” she said, her face going shocked. “It wasn’t a joke. The Corruption Lord was truly among us all this time!”

“I was,” I admitted. “Don’t worry, I’m leaving now. In fact...I’d love to take you with me.”

“What?”

“You’re a pretty cool girl, Amanda.” I smiled. “You’d make a fine addition to the crew.”

Her eyes went hard and cold. “Cool!?
 You pretended to be my lover, you monster! You...you made me think Lord Cainhurst was going to leave his wife for me…!”


She’s got me there,
 I thought.

“I’m not saying I’m a saint,” I told her, glancing around the 
room. “I’m saying that life with me is probably a hell of a lot better than whatever you’ve got waiting for you back home. Do you want to spend the rest of your life pining for some fat, middle-aged nobleman who doesn’t really love you? Or do you want to join the hottest harem in the universe and get some cool magical powers?”

She stared at me, aghast. “You...you really don’t get it, do you?”

Mariah and I shared a look. “Get what?”

“We are not your playthings
,” the noblewoman said, her eyes filling with tears. “You had no right to make me think...to make me believe I was going to get everything I ever wanted…”

Oh, shit. Now I felt like an asshole.

“You can still have one hell of a life with me,” I said, taking a step forward. “I’m not saying I’m not an evil bastard, but you’ve lived under Princess Reina for your entire adult life. I can’t be much worse than her, right?”

Amanda just stared at the floor. “Go. I won’t tell anyone about this. The nobles won’t find out the truth until you’re long gone. It’s more than you deserve.”

I was shocked. “Amanda-”

“Don’t ever speak to me again,” she said, rubbing her arms. “Get out of here!”


Well, I can tell when I’m not wanted
, I thought with a shrug. Maybe Amanda would change her mind, maybe she wouldn’t. Right now she was pissed at me, sure - but how long would that anger last after a couple weeks back home in the boring, rural backlands? How long would it take before tying her fate to the Corruption Lord might look like a more fun time?

“Reina,” I said, kicking the woman at my feet. “Tell me we don’t have to go upstairs to get out of here…”

The Princess sat up. “Oh yes, Daddy! There’s a secret exit from the dungeon that leads just outside of the estate! I’ll be 
happy to take you there!”

“You’ll show
 it to us,” I said firmly. “You’re staying here for now. I don’t want Queen Serenity getting suspicious.”

Reina’s brows furrowed together. “But Daddy, she won’t even notice,” the Princess simpered, pouting from her position on the floor. “Her army’s on the move! She’s on her way to Wrathholme.”

My blood froze in my veins. “That portal showed me the far north,” I said, trying to deny it. As if Reina could still lie to me. “They’re still up there-”

Reina shook her head. “They set out yesterday - that was a base camp near the foothills of the Spineshank Mountains. Serenity told me they’ll be in Wrathholme within a week, and to keep you nice and comfy down here until all your friends could be destroyed.” She pursed her pouty lips. “That slut’s going to be so shocked when you show up stronger than ever…”

Reina was right about one thing: I’d be at Wrathholme when the Virago attacked. But I had no way to defend my home from them.

“Come on,” I said, grabbing Mariah’s arm. “We’re getting out of here. Amanda, if you change your mind - send me a raven. I’ll be looking to hear from you.”

She didn’t say a word - just turned around and marched up the stairs.

Princess Reina was mine to control. Her kingdoms and lands were mine, as surely as if I ruled them openly in my name.

So why did I feel like such an asshole?






Chapter Seventeen









When Mariah and I reemerged in Wrathholme, exhausted and happy, the entire rest of the harem was in the throne room waiting for us.

The air was heavy with anticipation. Necessity paused in mid-stride as we stepped out of the Inner Choir, startled out of her routine of pacing the throne room floor back and forth. Kyoko was curled up on the carpet, playing with a ball of yarn. Most surprising was Eri, who was actually sitting
 on my throne checking her pink-encrusted nails when she looked up to see us.

Cara wasn’t in attendance, but I had no doubt the ghost girl would join us soon. After all, I had some business that involved her specifically.

“Oh shit!” Eri shot off the throne, dissolved into a puddle and reformed a few feet in front of me. “I’m sorry!”

“No worries,” I said with a grin. “I haven’t even had the chance to sit on the damn thing myself. Is it as uncomfortable as it looks?”

Eri grinned. “Even moreso, dude.”

Necessity motioned the rest of the harem into silence. “Well?” the elven warrior asked, cocking an eyebrow. “Was the mission successful?”

With a flourish, I summoned my personal menu. I’d 
conferred with each girl before this, so all of them could see it - not just Mariah. A single blink was all it took to flip to my Followers:

Followers: Six (6) Currently. At your current level, you can have a maximum of Ten (10) followers at once.

Follower One: <ERROR>

Follower Two: Mariah - Level 50 Succubus.

Follower Three: Kyoko - Level 17 Thief.

Follower Four: Necessity - Level 43 Assassin.

Follower Five: Cara - Level ERROR Cleric.

Follower Six: Reina - Level 38 Royal.

“Princess Reina belongs to me,” I said, turning the floating box so that each member of my harem could see. “Her lands and titles are ours to control. She dances to our tune now, ladies.”

The entire harem broke out in cheers. Necessity clapped Mariah on the back like a co-worker celebrating their friend’s promotion, while Kyoko rolled around and meowed
 with glee.

“Did you fuck her?” Eri shot me a wicked look. “Was it as good as you’re always going on about?”

“Yes,” I said with a cocky grin, “and yes
. Although she was the one fucking me
 for a little bit there…”

After that, everyone wanted to hear the full story. I told it to them eagerly, embellishing a few details to make the fight between Mariah and Amanda even more sexy and awesome. When I got to the part about Reina and the razor, there were gasps all around the throne room.

“I’d kill
 her,” Necessity growled, grabbing hold of my side possessively. “Our Lord’s family jewels are the most cherished treasure in all of Wrathholme…”

“If that’s the case,” Kyoko giggled, “why are you always putting them in your mouth?”

Necessity colored and went silent.

By the time I was done, I could see one question on 
everyone’s minds. I wasn’t eager to answer it.

“So she really didn’t come with you?” It was Kyoko who asked, climbing onto all fours. “Amanda really turned you down, just because she didn’t want to be part of our harem?”

“She had her reasons,” Eri snapped. Unlike the rest of my harem, she understood why someone might reject such an offer. She’d accepted a position on my team of her own free will - no corrupting magic forced her to obey me. “Let’s not question them. Besides, Craig’s spread out thin enough as it is. It feels like ages
 since the last time I got laid by a man…”

“We’ll have to have a party!” With a giggle, Cara emerged. She’d actually been inside
 the throne, using her ghost form to lurk unseen. “This is a big step for us! We’re making real progress!”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah, about that. We might not have much time for celebrating. Reina told me the Virago Shieldmaidens are on the move.”

Six ashen faces greeted this announcement. “Well, that’s it then,” Eri said sadly, kicking a rock across the throne room. “Game over.”

“How long do we have?” Necessity asked.

“A week,” I said, trying to forestall the groans from my harem. “But look - I have a plan!”

Mariah cleared her throat. As my First, she was the only one bold enough to challenge me. “You’ve told us this,” the succubus said, giving me a look like she’d rather be saying anything else. “Yet...I saw the way you reacted when Serenity spoke to you. I watched you use Corruption Gaze on her - and fail
. We don’t have a plan, do we, Master?”

Before I could say anything, Necessity cleared her throat. “Craig and I agreed not to worry the rest of the group-”

“No! Necessity, you don’t have to make excuses for me.” I waved my hands in front of my face. “You’re right, Mariah - I didn’t
 have a plan. Not until I talked to Serenity and Reina. 
Now I do - and it’s going to work.”

The succubus’s face lit up. “You do?”

“Tell us,” Kyoko purred. “We want to help!”

“We get Lightslayer,” I told my harem. “Then when the Virago Shieldmaidens arrive, I defeat Serenity in hand-to-hand combat. I do that, her army won’t matter: they’re all forced to serve her, and she’ll serve me
. They’ll throw down their weapons, and the Realm will be ours.”

It didn’t have the effect I’d hoped. They definitely looked sceptical.

“My Lord,” Necessity said, glancing at the floor, “I know you’d hoped for some progress on the sword. Our cultists have combed the duchy, and the Ratha have been hunting for any sign of it as well. All have come up empty-handed.”

“We don’t have it,” Cara agreed sadly. “If the Virago will be here in a week, husband, then...I fear that’s not enough time.”

“We might as well just throw a big goodbye party,” Eri said. “Drink all the booze in the castle, bang each other’s brains out for seven days and face the music.”

The corner of my mouth curled up in a smirk. “I know exactly where it is.”

Jaws dropped open around the throne room.

Finally Mariah had the temerity to speak. “You do? My Lord, I heard all the same things you did at Reina’s mansion. I heard no one discuss Lightslayer.”

“Serenity discussed it,” I said, shaking my head. “You didn’t see the look on her face when I told her I’d found it, Mariah. She looked like she was about to piss herself with fear. Yet a moment later, she concluded I was bluffing. Why?”

“No idea. Let me in on the secret, my Lord?”

“She knows
 where it is,” I concluded smugly. “And she knows it’s somewhere she doesn’t think I can go. So put the pieces together, girls. If I was a magic sword that belonged to the greatest monster in the Eight Realms, where would the 
Queen of the Virago Shieldmaidens hide me?”

Mariah gasped. “Thessalia,” she said, reeling. “The home of the Virago.”

“Under lock and key,” I agreed. “When I told her, she thought for a moment that I’d stolen it - then decided I couldn’t have. Now I’m going to do it for real. That’s
 where we’re going. All of us.”

The harem looked half-excited, half-frightened. I didn’t blame them. Thessalia was far beyond enemy lines, deep in the heart of Virago territory. Although they’d certainly have only left a skeleton crew behind while the Queen marched, the city would still be filled with very dangerous women. It was possible that not all of us would make it back.

“My Lord…I think you might be right.” Necessity certainly didn’t sound
 like she was praising me, though. “Thessalia would be a logical place for Lightslayer to be kept. But there’s a problem with your plan.”

“Yeah,” Eri agreed. “We have a week
 until Serenity gets here. Thessalia isn’t a full week’s ride from here, but it’s still way too far to make it there and back and still beat the Virago to the punch!”

“I know,” I said. “Even if they handed the sword to me when I got there - and trust me, they won’t - it’s not enough time. Unless we use the Shrines.”

Mariah looked thoughtful. “There are no Shrines in Virago territory,” she said, tapping a claw against her chin. “But if we teleport to the one furthest north, we could reach Thessalia with perhaps half a day to spare. But we still won’t make it back to Wrathholme!”

“We could stay in Thessalia,” Necessity said. “Let Serenity capture Wrathholme and trade places…”

“No. When that bitch gets here, I’m going to be standing on the walls with that magic sword in my hand. I want to see the look on her face when she realizes I’ve got it.”

Mariah threw up her hands. “Then I don’t see how that’s possible, my Lord!”

I refused to yield. “We can teleport directly from a Shrine back to Wrathholme, correct?”

Mariah nodded. “Correct.”

“And as my First of the Corrupt, you do have the ability to consecrate new Shrines? To me?”

“Yes. But I-”

“So once I’m holding Lightslayer,” I said with a laugh, “you build us a Shrine. And we’ll teleport right back home.”


Jesus
, I thought, watching my harem’s reaction. And I thought they were shocked before
.

“You want,” Necessity said, awe-struck, “to build a Shrine to the Corruption Lord. In the middle of Thessalia. In the literal center
 of the city belonging to the order dedicated to destroying you?”

“We plant our flag,” I growled, showing my teeth, “get the sword, and get out. Now that sounds like a fucking win
, doesn’t it?”

Slowly, the women shared looks. I could see it in their faces - the growing certainty that this was a real
 plan, one that would work. We could pull this off, I knew it.

As long as I had the best fucking team in the Eight Realms by my side.

“We leave as soon as I get some food in my belly and a nap,” I informed the group. “No nookie tonight, I’m afraid-”

Every single one of them groaned at that.

“Oh come on!
” Eri shouted.

“Perhaps just a blowjob,” Necessity said.

“Kyoko wants some dick
!” The catgirl purred angrily.

“I get it - I do. And trust me, once the fucking Virago are kneeling to us
, we’re going to have one hell of a party. None of you will be complaining about not getting enough dick for weeks
. I’m going to be so happy none of you will be walking 
straight for a good, long while!”

“Well - I suppose.” Mariah quieted the rest of the harem down with a gesture. “As always, we are yours to command, my Lord.”

I wanted to bang their brains out - really, I did. But I was already cutting things close by not leaving for Thessalia right that second. I made a mental note to make it up to each of them later - one-on-one, slowly and taking my time.

There was, however, one thing I could do to tide them over until then.

“Cara,” I said, gesturing at the ghost. “Come here.”

She floated forward, her translucent toes just grazing the step beneath the one I was standing on. That Mona Lisa smile was already on her face, as if she already knew what I was going to say.

“Yes, husband?”

I grinned. “I haven’t been able to get you to stop calling me that.” I looked around the room, meeting each member of my harem’s eyes in turn. “And when that monster Reina had me locked up in her sex dungeon, I realized something - I don’t want
 you to stop.”

Surprised gasps filled the room. But Cara’s wasn’t one of them.

“You’ve made me realize what I’m actually building,” I said, a surge of emotion welling in my chest. “I might be evil, but putting this harem together is the most good
 thing I’ve ever done in my life. You girls aren’t just my servants, or my lovers - you’re my family
. And once we defeat the Virago...I want to make that real. Starting with you, Cara.”

In front of everyone, I dropped to one knee. Kyoko screamed
 with delight - Eri clapped half-solid hands over her mouth, stifling her squeal. Both Necessity and Mariah looked poleaxed.

“Cara,” I said, taking her hand in mine. “Will you make me 
the luckiest supervillain in the Eight Realms and be my wife?”

Tears dripped down Cara’s cheeks. She sobbed in earnest, her shoulders shaking as she nodded. “Of course I will! I love you so much, Master…!”

I stood up with the world’s biggest grin on my face. Then, before anyone could recover enough to say anything, I dropped to my knee again - in front of Mariah.

“Mariah,” I said, beaming up at her. “You brought me to this world. You made
 me the Corruption Lord. You are my First, and you’re already the closest thing I have to a real wife. Will you do me the honor of becoming one for real? Will you marry me?”

Mariah might have been a badass succubus ninety-nine times out of a hundred, but she was instantly a sobbing mess.

“My Lord...I…” Mariah dropped to her knees beside me and grabbed me tight, her wings unfurling. “Of course I will! Are you kidding me!?”

“Wonderful.” I stood up, then dropped a knee in front of Necessity. “You’ve taught me so much,” I said, blinking back tears. “You’ve been the shield that protects me, the sword at my back no matter what enemies I face. Will you
 be my wife, Necessity?”

The elven warrior wiped tears from her face. “Yes, Craig,” she whispered. “I will.”

I rose to my feet smiling. “Eri-”

“Yeah, I’ll do it,” the slime girl said before I could go down on one knee. “I’ll marry you, dude. Shit, you’re totally crazy...but I like
 that.”

“You’re crazy, too,” I told her. “I like that.”

Last, but not least, I got down in front of Kyoko. “You almost killed me,” I said jokingly. “I’m really glad you didn’t. Will you be my sexy, playful, catgirl wife, Kyoko?”

“Are you kidding? Of course
 I will!” She hugged me tight, blinking back tears. “I can’t wait to fill this castle with your 
babies, Master!”

I rose to my feet, surrounded by my fiancees. We were one big ball of love and understanding - and the evil force threatening the Eight Realms with total chaos, at the same time.

“Food, then sleep, then we ride
,” I told my harem, nodding at each of them. “Make the necessary preparations.” I glanced up at Cara. “Cara, I know you can’t go with us-”

“I wish I could,” the ghost girl said, rippling. “I’ll keep an eye on the home front, my love. And I’m still searching for the source of my bond to Wrathholme. If I find it, I’ll come to you.”

“Wonderful,” I said. “Everyone get ready. If we pull this off, the Virago will never know what hit them!”

When I put it that way, it almost sounded easy. I should’ve known the real thing would’ve been nothing like my plan.

By the time I faced down the Queen of the Virago, my harem would never be the same.






Chapter Eighteen









Thessalia was even more beautiful than I’d pictured.

No painting or drawing of the place could truly do it justice. It straddled the river that ran the length of the world’s waist like something out of a dream, a vision of marbled columns holding up the sky. It’s walls were the same golden, burnished hue of the Virago Shieldmaiden’s armor, protecting wide, cobblestone streets that stretched over the landscape. It’s many houses, churches and parks were the envy of the entire Realm - here, at least, was a place where truth and justice reigned supreme.

I couldn’t wait to destroy it.

“It’s a jewel,” I said, handing the binoculars back to Mariah. We stood on a ridge a thousand yards away from the main gate, sizing the place up from a distance. “It looks like Mount Olympus. Like the sort of place you’d expect the gods and goddesses to be roaming around…”

“Once,” Necessity said from behind me, “they did. A very, very long time ago.”

“Before the Corruption Lord?”

She scoffed. “Long
 before. Back when the Eight Realms were one.”

“That sounds like an interesting story,” I said, glancing back at the walls. “I’d love to hear about these other Realms when 
we’ve got more time.”

“You know,” Eri giggled. “After we’re finished conquering this one.”

“You’re the only one of us who’s actually lived here.” I turned back to Necessity, glancing at her over my shoulder. “Where do you think Serenity’s stashed the sword?”

The elven warrior’s eyes grew fierce. “There is only one place it could be. The Hall of Justice. It is where the Mother Superior - now the Queen - holds court. At the very center of the city, the heart of Thessalia itself.”

“Then that’s where we’ll go.” I climbed down from the hill, striding towards the front gate. “You’ll have to give us directions when we’re inside, Necessity - although I kinda doubt we’ll be able to miss this place.”

The harem followed behind me hurriedly. “Uh, Master?” Mariah asked. “Shouldn’t you let me cast an illusion, or…?”

“Nah,” I said, shaking my head with a grin. “No hiding. No skulking around like we’re afraid of them. It’s time to be evil
, ladies.”

Eri threw her hands in the air. “Hell yes! Let’s do this!”

There were only two guards standing before the massive gate leading into Thessalia. Hopefully these are the dregs of the Virago
, I thought, charging magic behind my back. My new powers should be enough to bring them down…


Both of them were gorgeous, muscular elves. Their golden armor looked exactly like what Necessity wore before she was corrupted to my cause. In fact, the women looked like they could have been her sisters.

As we drew closer, the one on the left slapped the shoulders of her partner on the right. “Look,” she said, readying her weapon. “Intruders!”

Her partner frowned. “Coming right through the front gate? Who would be so bold…?”

“I would!
” I yelled, removing my hands from behind my back. 
Ice flew from my fingertips, fanning outwards towards the closest Shieldmaiden. She tried to parry the spell, slashing at the wave of ice with her sword, but it rolled right over her. In moments, she was frozen solid.

“Darek!” the other Shieldmaiden screamed. “The Corruption Lord is here!
 Sound the alarm-”

That was as far as she got. A puddle behind her shimmered to life, rising into the form of Eri. One pink hand slipped into the Virago’s mouth, stifling her cry. The elven warrior grabbed the slime girl, trying to break free, but her hands just slipped beneath the surface of Eri’s form.

An arrow bloomed in the Virago’s throat. The woman crumpled, sinking to the ground with a low gurgle of blood. Kyoko stood a few feet away, her short bow clutched in her paws.

“Damn,” I said, standing over the two bodies. “Nice shot, kitty.”

Kyoko meowed
 happily. “Thank you, Master!”

Not everyone was as pleased as the catgirl, though. Necessity stared down at the two bodies, her frown making deep lines in her forehead. “I knew these women,” the elf said, sheathing her twin blades.

A pang of regret hit me in the chest. “They weren’t your friends, were they?”

Necessity shook her head. “No, we weren’t...close. We’ll undoubtedly run into some of my former comrades, though.”

“Will you be able to handle that?” I glanced back at the gate. “If you’d rather cover our exit, I understand…”

Necessity grinned savagely. “You wound me, my Lord. The Virago are a plague on the Eight Realms - it is good that we eliminate them. I just…” She looked down, a vague sadness flickering over her face. “They would have made better servants than corpses, my Lord.”

“We’ll be making more corpses before this is done,” I 
grunted, turning back to the task at hand. “Keep those blades at the ready, sweetheart.”

Yet for a few minutes, it seemed like reality had conspired to prove me wrong. The thick gates of Thessalia admitted us into what appeared to be a ghost town. The vast, golden streets and tall buildings stood silently, as if evacuated before the eruption of a volcano or a hurricane. This was the most beautiful city in the world: and walking through it was creepy as all hell.

“This place looks like paradise,” Eri said, her face filled with awe as we made our way down the main thoroughfare. “I’ve always heard stories about the city of the Virago Shieldmaidens...but the stories don’t do justice to the real thing…”

“Yes, it’s a golden, gleaming city. With a black, withered heart at its center.” Necessity glowered at the sight of her former home. “Turning it into my Lord’s personal brothel is too good a fate for it.”

Mariah gave the elf a sanguine look. “You’d destroy it? I would make it Craig’s capital. It would be one hell of a power move to make the Corruption Lord’s seat the home of the Shieldmaidens...”

Necessity shook her head. “It’s more evil than Wrathholme, succubus. Tearing down every stone and salting the earth would be a good start for what I’d do to the place.”

“Well, I like it.” Unlike the other two women, Eri wasn’t doing any complicated moral calculus - she was just admiring the luxury and mentally tallying the worth of all the gold in the place. “If neither of them want it, maybe you can give it to me as a wedding gift?”

“Maybe,” I said. “Which one of these is the Hall of Justice, Necessity? We’re running low on time.”

The elven warrior pointed up the curving road, to the tallest building in the city. “It’s there,” she said. “The Mother 
Superior’s quarters are located at the very top of the Hall of Justice.”

“The penthouse suite, huh?” I smirked as we changed direction, making straight for it. “Yeah, that’s where I’d set up shop, too. I bet you can see for miles…”

I froze. There were people spilling out onto the street. Lots
 of them.

A dozen, then two dozen warriors stepped into the thoroughfare. They’d clearly been lying in wait, filling every alley and shop on the route to the Hall of Justice as if they knew we were coming. Had the guards at the gate managed to send some magical alarm we couldn’t detect?


No
, I realized. These women were just ready
. All the time.

“Oh, shit.” Necessity dropped into a battle stance behind me, swords at the ready. “Craig, these are Valkyries
.”

“I could tell they weren’t the ordinary Virago,” I said, readying myself for a fight. “How bad is this?”

“Very bad.”

I didn’t need Necessity to tell me that - one look at these women was all that was required. Their armor was both more ornate and more vicious-looking than the rank-and-file Shieldmaidens - and instead of swords, they carried wicked, double-bladed axes.

The most striking thing about them wasn’t their clothing, though. It was their appearance. Each of them was taller than the already-tall Virago, with ice-blonde hair plaited down their backs in braids all the way down to their asses. Their beautiful faces looked carved out of solid rock, hard and cold and achingly gorgeous.

The tallest and most beautiful of the group stepped forward, her face twisting in sneer.

“Halt, filth
,” the Valkyrie hissed. “Prepare to die.”

“Surely it doesn’t need to come to that,” I growled, opening myself to the Gaze. “Wouldn’t it just be easier and more fun to 
do everything I want?”

The woman turned away with a laugh. “Visors,” she said to the mass of warriors assembled behind her.

As one, they slapped the sides of their helmets. Fractured glass of the same type as Reina’s special lenses slid down over the Valkyrie’s faces, shielding them from my corruption magic. My stomach did a flip as identical, savage grins spread over each warrior’s face.

“We come prepared, Lord of Corruption,” the lead Valkyrie spat. “You know, I thought this posting was going to be boring.
 Why would Serenity waste a cadre of her most powerful units guarding the homeland, instead of gaining glory on the battlefield? But it’s we
 who are going to bring down Darek, my sisters!”

Lightning exploded between my fingers. “Sorry to burst your bubble,” I told her, “but I’m going to the Hall of Justice.”

“Over my dead body!” the Valkyrie screamed. Her sisters bellowed war cries all around her, filling the street with screams.

“Fine. Have it your way.”

I rained lightning down on the Valkyries, bursting with concentrated power. To either side of me, Mariah and Necessity charged, the warrior’s blades and the succubus’ claws flashing in anticipation of battle. Kyoko peppered the warriors with arrows from afar, while Eri had dissolved and was probably getting ready to stab someone from behind.


God, this is so much fun,
 I thought, channeling more lightning through my fingers. Let’s roast these overconfident fools…


The lead Valkyrie managed to advance right through my spell - their golden armor gave them ample protection against being fried. She swung her axe in a massive overhand swing, bringing it down on my head with both hands. I jumped away just in time, mentally readying a different spell.

“You use lightning
 against a Valkyrie?” The lead warrior 
chuckled, passing her axe from one hand to the other as naturally as thought. “We are born
 in lightning, you infant
. You’re not even worthy of your title…”

She swung again, and again. Behind her, I caught a glimpse of steel as Necessity slashed through a Valkyrie’s neck, sending her to the ground. Three
 of them had Mariah surrounded, yet she was holding her own with an array of spells and vicious claw attacks. We were holding our own - but the Valkyries had been slowed down and weakened by my magical assault. Without lightning strikes cracking their armor, they were regrouping quickly.


Too
 quickly.

The axe struck the stones just above my head. I shot a fireball in the lead Valkyrie’s face, blinding her long enough to strike out at the side of her knee with my foot. It hit her between her armor plates, and she went down with a scream.

“There we go,” I growled, reaching for the glass visor protecting her from my powers. “Let’s get this off you, sweetheart - you don’t need it anymore-”

The glass was stronger than it appeared. My fingers gripped it tight, but it refused to give. What the hell-

There was a searing pain in my side. When I looked down, steel protruded from my robes.

“That’s right.” The Valkyrie had drawn a dagger from her boot, slamming it into me in a desperation move. “Die, you fucking monster…!”

Suddenly the Valkyrie’s face twisted. Blood dripped from her lips, her eyes rolling back in her head as the hand around the knife went limp. She rolled onto her back, groaning.

There was another dagger - wedged beneath her chin. Eri stood over her, her pink face brimming with triumph. When she saw the wound in my side, her face fell.

“Oh shit - you’re hurt!” Her hands melded together as she wrapped her arms around me, helping me to my feet. “Hang 
on, Craig - just keep it together!”

Sweat dripped from my forehead. The wound itself wasn’t bad, but the world around me felt suddenly hot and sticky. I swayed on my feet, blinking rapidly.

“Eri,” I gasped, my lips nearly numb. “Think...the blade...poisoned…”

Eri snatched the dagger and tugged it from the wound. The silver was covered in my red blood - and drawn through it were black beads of some unnamable substance.

“Fuck!” The slime girl threw the dagger with unerring accuracy, striking a charging Valkyrie right through the eye. “Mariah! Get over here!”

As I sank to the stone, I could see the battle was won. Without their leader, the rest of the Valkyries were rudderless. Their morale was shattered, and it was easy to pick them off. Half a dozen lay in a pile, slain by Kyoko’s arrows while Necessity had held them off in fours and fives, her blades flashing quicker than thought.

The Hall of Justice lay open for us. Lightslayer lay within, the blade I needed to bring Serenity to heel.

A curtain of blackness fell over my eyes. I heard the shouts of my harem, but it was like they were coming from the bottom of a deep, dark well. It was so warm…

I closed my eyes and passed out.






Chapter Nineteen









“Excuse me, sir?” The stewardess clucked her tongue, carrying more trays than she could really handle comfortably. “We’ll be landing soon. Please return your seat to an upright position.”

I blinked rapidly, sitting up with a start. I was staring at the back of an airplane seat. For long, confused moments, I just sat there, trying to understand what I was looking at.

The stewardess cleared her throat. “Sir? Your seat?”

I felt for the latch, moving on muscle memory. “Uh, sure,” I said. Satisfied, the stewardess walked away.

A horrible feeling seized my chest. I fell asleep,
 I thought, feeling my face. What the hell happened…?


I pulled back the curtain over the window. Far beneath us, the ocean stretched darkly to the horizon. Yet there was land, too. We were about to land…

It all came back in a rush. My flight to Manila, my new job training “associates” for our overseas call-center. All the things I’d cared about right before my plane crashed and sent me into a fantasy world. Before I became the Corruption Lord…

No! My mind reeled. It couldn’t really all be fake, could it? There was no way the Eight Realms could be some kind of dream. My mind could never make up something as crazy, for one. Or as sexy…

A tremor passed through the plane. I looked to the side - 
and found the stewardess, still standing next to me.

“You went up there,” I said, pointing at the first-class divider. “Didn’t you?”

“Sir,” the stewardess said, sounding more annoyed than ever, “You need
 to put your seat up
! It’s time for you to die!”

I stared at her through the fog in my head. “What? Excuse me?”

She groaned with frustration. “Too late! Now you’re going to crash into the ceiling, just like me-
”

The plane jumped. The stewardess did a flip in mid-air, her neck making a horrific crunch
 sound as her head smashed into the roof of the cabin. Outside the window the ocean flipped over, becoming the sky. Manila flipped with it, blurring outside the plane as we tumbled end over end. The plane tilted downwards, sending her through the first-class curtain as we descended rapidly.

And past a figure standing in the center of the aisle.

He walked towards me as if nothing was wrong - as if we weren’t plummeting to our doom. No matter how hard I squinted, I couldn’t make out his face. It was like the surface of the sun, rippling with a pure white blaze.

The man reached towards me, his arms outstretched. Around him, the plane disintegrated, literally ripping apart as we prepared to crash.

“Who…!” I screamed over the sound of the world shaking apart. “Who are you!?”

“I’m the Great Hero,” a deep voice said. “I’m here to destroy you, Darek. I’m always
 here to destroy you…”

He reached for me and I screamed like a dying man.

Suddenly there was cool stone between my shoulder blades.

I sat up - or tried
 to sit up. Pain flared in my side, sending me back onto my haunches. But even as the confusion ebbed from me, I was filled with relief - it wasn’t the terrifying, mind-
altering pain of the poisoned wound. When I looked down there was a tear in my robes, but the line beneath was already halfway healed.

Eri and Kyoko stood over me. Necessity and Mariah stood a short distance away, their heads together in deep conversation. When they noticed I was up, Mariah put a hand on Necessity’s shoulder and said, “He’s up.”

Where the hell was I? A high ceiling hung over my head, covered in an ornate tapestry of mosaic tiles. Glancing left and right showed similar tiles on the floor around me. The air was uncomfortably warm, smelling faintly of vanilla. Was this the Hall of Justice?

“I’m up,” I groaned, trying again to get to my feet. “I had a vision.”

Mariah knelt over me, putting her hand against my wound. “Don’t move, my Lord. The healing is not yet completed. That poison came within a fingernail’s length of killing you…”

“I saw him,” I said, grabbing hold of Mariah’s wrist. “I saw the Great Hero!”

For a moment, fear filled the succubus’ eyes. Then she pushed it away. “You were hallucinating, my Lord. The Virago’s poison coursed through your veins, stripping away your wits.”

I shook my head. “It was him
.”

A shadow fell over my face. “What did he look like?” Necessity asked.

“Like staring into the sun,” I groaned, testing my side with my hand. “How long was I out? Do we still have time to make it back to Wrathholme?”

Necessity and Mariah shared a look. “We are...cutting it very close, my Lord,” the demon girl admitted. “We can still make it back to Wrathholme before the Virago army, but only if I begin consecrating a Shrine to Darek soon.”

Her words focused me like nothing else. “The sword,” I 
gasped, forcing myself to a sitting position. “We’ve got to get the sword! If I don’t have Lightslayer in my hands when I face Serenity, we’re all dead!”

Necessity glanced up at the great marble staircase. It wound upwards in a sinuous spiral, ascending a dozen or more stories to the Mother Superior’s private chambers. It was a hell of a climb under the best of circumstances - and these weren’t the best of circumstances.

The elven warrior thought fast. “Mariah,” she said, “stay down here and start preparing the Shrine. The rest of you...help me get Craig up these steps.”

I shook my head. “I don’t need any help. Just watch out for any more ambushes. Getting poisoned a second time would be even less fun than the first.”

Somehow I managed to get to my feet. For a moment the world swayed drunkenly beneath me, then sharpened back into focus. I could walk. Could I climb?


I don’t have a choice,
 I told myself. The stairway was steep, but it didn’t matter. As the poison coursed through my veins, its power weakened, I put one foot in front of the other and started upwards. The rest of my harem followed at a safe distance behind me, while Mariah took out her black chalk and began drawing intricate designs on the floor of the Hall of Justice.

Upwards and upwards I climbed, the pain in my side waxing and waning. Every few stories I had to stop, leaning against the wall for a few moments until the sharp heat of the poisoned wound dulled.

“My Lord,” Necessity said, looking more worried than I’d ever seen her. “Please…”

“Please what
?” I snapped.

“Nothing,” she said, glancing behind her.

Finally, after what felt like ages, I made it to the top. The Mother Superior’s suite was behind a simple wooden door, 
which Necessity kicked down so quickly it felt like a formality. Inside was an office, a bedroom and a vast meeting room surrounded by three windows overlooking Thessalia. Already I could tell this area was meant to impress. Magical devices and artifacts filled it - a treasure trove of potent, powerful fonts of energy. The air faintly crackled with it.

I ignored it all. There was only one thing here I wanted.

“The office,” I groaned, stumbling to the door. My feet felt firmer beneath me all of a sudden - was the poison finally fading? “It’s got to be in there.”

Immediately I knew I was right. The small room was dominated by Serenity’s writing desk, but behind it was a small alcove with a glowing blue forcefield. Sitting against the wall was a long bundle wrapped in cloth, leaning slightly to one side. It was the exact right length.

“That’s it,” I growled, reaching out for it. “Lightslayer. She kept it right here…”

Just before my fingers touched the forcefield, something wet and pink grabbed my wrist. My arm jerked back, tugged by Eri’s tendrils.

“Craig, stop
!” The slime girl gave me a terrified look. “Who knows what that thing might do!”

Curious, I picked up a paperweight on the desk and tossed it at the forcefield. The instant it hit the blue hood of energy, it disintegrated into dust.

“Good thinking,” I said, sharing in Eri’s relief. “We’ve got to find a way to disable this thing.”

My harem was already searching the room. Necessity came up with something first.

“My Lord,” she said, her face frozen in anguish, “Here. This is what opens it…”

She handed me a pad with a palmprint on the top. I knew instantly what it was, although I was surprised anyone in this Realm recognized the thing. It was a fingerprint scanner. The 
sword was keyed to Serenity’s palm print, opening only for her.

Which meant I was fucked. Either that or I was going to have to blow up the whole room…

“Damn it,” I snarled, waving the thing. “Crafty bitch locked it so only she could open it.” Out of sheer curiosity, I put my own hand to the pad, wincing as a wave of heat rolled over my palm.

The forcefield retracted, leaving the bundle laying against the wall.

I stared at it in open astonishment. “But...why? Why is this thing coded to Serenity and
 my handprints?”

“I have no idea, my Lord,” Necessity said, looking even more surprised than I was. “I think we should be grateful for the lucky break. I’m not about to question this…”

I was - but it could wait for later. I picked up the bundle gently, feeling its weight in my arms. God, even the size
 of it was perfect. I reached beneath the fabric, wrapping my fingers around something cold and hard.

“Lightslayer,” I growled, my eyes alight with triumph. “My weapon. I’ve found you at last…”

I tugged back the fabric - and revealed a long, leathery scroll.

Behind me, Eri, Necessity and Kyoko gasped.


No
, I thought. It can’t be. This is it. This is the sword…


“What...the fuck?” I examined the scroll, holding it up to the light. “This...what the hell is this
?”

At a glance, I could tell the scroll was long. The paper was wrapped tightly around the rod at the center, covered in two columns of tiny text. They ran down next to each other, like some sort of insane tally system.

Each column was made up of names
. Hundreds of them, thousands…

Necessity leaned over my shoulder, examining the scroll. 
She gave a start. “My Lord! This is the most treasured possession of the Virago Shieldmaidens!”

“What is it?” I asked, my heart sinking. Unless this thing could bind Serenity to me, it was worthless.

Necessity swallowed hard. “A record,” she whispered, her tone one of awe. “Every Mother Superior and Queen to ever lead the Virago...and every Darek that threatened the Eight Realms. It goes all the way back to the Fracturing - this dates back to when the Eight Realms were one…”

My knuckles went white around the scroll. With a shout, I tossed the thing at the wall.

Necessity literally dropped to her knees before the fallen record, scooping it up. “My Lord! What-”

“It’s not the sword!” I felt like a rat caught in a trap - struggling for my life, unable to get free. “Lightslayer isn’t here! It was never here!”

“Master,” Kyoko purred, “we might find something in here that might help us fight the Virago!” But I could see it in her eyes - she didn’t believe it. We were lost.

“It could...it could still be here somewhere,” Necessity stammered.

“So that’s it,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s over. I lose.” I turned to Eri, a bitter laugh leaving my throat. “You were right, honey. We should’ve just thrown a week-long bender and greeted Serenity with open arms. All of this was pointless…”

To my surprise, Eri’s expression hardened. “No, Craig,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “It’s not over. We fight
.”

“Fight?” I looked around the room, meeting each woman’s eye. They all had the same determination in their gazes. “I tried using the Gaze on Serenity. It failed
. Without Lightslayer, I don’t have enough power to bend her to my will…”

“We can still try,” Eri countered. “You conquered the Eight Realms once, Craig. You think the old Darek gave up just 
because his sword wasn’t where he left it?”

Something dark welled up inside of me. Eri was right. I didn’t want to lose - I wanted to conquer.
 I still wanted to corrupt Serenity and all the Virago - to make them my submissive servants the way I’d seen inside the Shrine.

And I refused, utterly fucking refused
 to let those bitches lay a finger on my harem.


I’d die to protect them,
 I realized with a start. When did I get this way? When did I turn into the Corruption Lord for real…?


“You’re right,” I said, straightening. “Forgive me. I forgot myself for a moment. Of course
 this isn’t over. It just means now Serenity actually has a chance. A small
 one.”

Eri grinned. Necessity nodded. Kyoko purred.

“Yes, my Lord,” Necessity said, saluting. “Would it be alright if I brought this scroll back to Wrathholme with me? I’d like to study it once we subdue the Virago.”


So we’re all going to pretend we’re not about to be slaughtered?
 I thought. Cool
.

“Of course,” I said. “Let’s head back. Mariah should be done consecrating the Shrine by now…”

Descending the great staircase proved to be much easier than ascending it. By the time we reached the great room of the Hall of Justice, the poison was gone from my veins. I strode down the steps confidently, following the same maxim I’d been clinging to since the day Mariah pulled me out of that portal.

Fake it ‘till you make it.

Mariah had been busy while we searched upstairs: the mosaic tiles were covered in arcane runes. Crude pictures of Darek conquering vast Kingdoms had been hastily scribbled on the walls - I assumed they were also some integral part of the whole Shrine process.

In the center of it all, praying, was Mariah. My First of the Corrupt - the only woman who could consecrate a shrine to the 
might of Darek, the Corruption Lord.

Her head was bowed in prayer. Green wisps of ethereal magic flowed from her body, illuminating the room in a radioactive glow. As she finished her prayer, she stood up and extended her wings, doing the succubus equivalent of stretching.

“The Shrine is complete,” she said wearily, shaking her head back and forth. “It was more difficult than I expected.” Her eyes searched for Lightslayer. “My Lord, the sword?”

“Wasn’t there,” I said with a shrug. “We go back to Wrathholme empty-handed.”

She stiffened. “Yes, my Lord.”

The portal blazed to life in the air. Mariah wasn’t showing any outward emotion, but the beginnings of tears stirred in her eyes.

“We’ve got this,” I assured her. “All I have to do is beat Serenity. Then the whole Realm belongs to us.”

“Y-yes, my Lord,” Mariah whispered, trying to keep a brave face. “Of course.”

We stepped through the rent and found ourselves back in the throne room. Almost immediately, we were ambushed by a cultist in rags.

“Master! The Virago are here!” The man looked utterly terrified.

“Here?” I stiffened. “Are they within the walls?”

He shook his head. “They’ll be here within the quarter-hour, my Lord. Whatever assault we’re planning should begin now…”

The man trailed off as Cara floated past him. Like the rest of my harem, the ghost girl looked more stricken than I’d ever seen her. Even her trademark Mona Lisa smile was completely absent - she looked like she’d been sobbing for hours.


Wait
, I thought. Why would Cara be crying? She doesn’t know we didn’t find Lightslayer.


“My husband,” the ghost girl whispered, brushing past the rest of my harem as if they weren’t even there. “I have news
.”

A deep sigh left my chest. “I know, sweetheart,” I told her. “They’re here. Don’t worry - we’re going to fight. This isn’t over…”

But Cara was shaking her head. “I’m not talking about the Virago, husband.”

Around the throne room, people were taking notice. Cara was usually the rock of our group, the one who kept everyone else’s head on straight. If anything, I’d have been expecting her to be busy comforting the rest of my harem. What had her so rattled?

“Then what?”

Tears stained Cara’s transparent cheeks. “I found it, my Lord. Just as you asked. The bond that links me to Wrathholme. I discovered its source.”

“Oh!” My eyebrows shot to my hairline. That was definitely something I wanted to know. Whatever held Cara to my fortress was deep and old, so strong I couldn’t move it with my powers if I wanted to. “Wonderful! What is it?”

Cara looked like she’d eaten something bitter. “You couldn’t find it in the fortress,” she whispered, her voice filling with despair. “Because it’s not in
 the fortress. It’s...it’s inside me…”

I frowned. “Pardon?”

Then, in front of my harem and the assembled cultists, Cara reached into her own chest. Reached in and screamed like a banshee as magic crackled through to the very bones of Wrathholme, shaking it to its foundations. A hilt of corded black metal protruded six inches from her cleavage, and still her wailing grew louder and stronger.

It was high enough to crack glass by the time she was done. In a final gout of magic, Cara pulled the thing that bound her free, slumping to her knees before me. She presented it as an offering, clutching it in her hands with a desperate, broken 
strength.

It was a sword. My
 sword.

Lightslayer.






Chapter Twenty









There was complete silence in the throne room.

Cara held Lightslayer out to me, her shoulders shaking in silent sobs. Tears streamed down her cheeks, and as I looked over the faces of the assembled, I saw all of them were crying.

Stunned, I took the sword from her and examined it. A black core of meteoric metal, shot through with veins of sickly green. It’s weight was utterly perfect in my hands, as if it had been made solely for me. As I held it, I felt a surge of power blooming in my chest. This was it. This was truly the weapon of the Corruption Lord…

The bloom stopped, smacking right into an invisible wall. Huh?

I ignored it - for now. “This...this is wonderful,” I whispered. “Cara, you had it the whole time. Thank you. You’ve saved us all…”

Cara’s sobs cut through the air. “Y-yes, my Lord. Yes, husband…”

I didn’t get it. I was still too stupid to realize the truth.

“Why are you crying? This is wonderful!” I held the sword aloft, spellbound by it’s dark beauty. “I can face Serenity down now! I can triumph - and
 we’ve found the bond that holds you to Wrathholme! You can come with me from now on, go on all my adventures…”

The look on Cara’s face stopped me.

“My husband,” she whispered, her lips trembling, “I’m going nowhere
.”

“Craig,” Mariah said, stepping next to me. “Look at the blade. Please.”

I looked - then I really looked
. Just like when I scanned a person, a box appeared in the air next to the blade, informing me about its stats:

Lightslayer

Weapon Class: Legendary


Description: The ancient sword of Darek, Lord of Corruption, this weapon provides an
 incredible boost
 to the Corruption magic of the wielder. Also provides a
 considerable boost
 to all magics cast by the wielder (e.g. elemental, illusion).


Item must be soul-bound


Current Bound: Cara Marathline
,
 incorporate spirit


“It says the sword is bound to you,” I said, looking down at Cara. “That’s why I hit a wall when I tried to channel my power through it?”

The ghost girl nodded. “It must be bound to you, husband. Bound to your very soul
. I...I am so sorry. None of this was supposed to happen. I remember everything now. If only I hadn’t decayed so much through a century of wandering these halls…”

My face froze. “Cara,” I growled, “what happens to you
 if I bind this item to me?”

She didn’t say anything - she didn’t need to. She looked to the side, sobbing silently at my feet.

“Craig,” Mariah said thickly. “In order to use this sword, you must bind it to yourself. But doing so will destroy the bond that holds Cara to Wrathholme. She’ll...she’ll go to the other side, my Lord.”

“They murdered all of Darek’s wives,” Cara said, something deep and ancient in her voice. “Slaughtered them one by one. 
Until I was the only one left. The Virago destroyed everything, but left Wrathholme standing for reasons none of us understood.”

I thought about the scroll I’d found in Serenity’s private quarters. “I think I might understand a bit better now,” I said.

Cara wasn’t even listening. She was telling her story - narrating her truth. “Twelve cultists came into possession of Lightslayer. We knew
 it could never fall into the hands of the Virago - or the Corruption Lord would never rise again. So we...we cast a spell…”

“It’s okay.” Necessity’s hand came down on Cara’s shoulder. “You don’t have to do this.”

“I do,” she said, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “He has to know everything. The twelve cultists sacrificed themselves to bind Lightslayer to me - killing me in the process as well. The sword is an anchor - it kept my spirit alive for over a century. I was supposed to resist the other side until you took control of your powers, then give it to you and disappear. I was never supposed to remain…
”

An image filled my mind - Cara ranting and raving, half-mad in my private chambers. “You forgot,” I said. “Shit, after a century alone in this place, I can’t blame you.”

“I am...so glad
 I forgot.” Cara smiled up at me. “I’m so happy the universe gave me this time with you, Craig. I love you even more than I loved Darek. I am so, so grateful for you.”

“Hey, wait.” I shook my head. “This isn’t over
. You’re not going anywhere, Cara! I’m not banishing you.”

Her smile turned secretive. “Husband, you must. You no longer have a choice.”

As if summoned by her words, a flaming arrow soared over the fortress. The cries of the Virago echoed through the hall, the invading army coming for our blood.

“My Lord, I don’t mean to rush this.” Necessity’s gaze traveled upwards, watching the first hail of arrows strike my castle. “But we are out of time

. Serenity is here. You must claim Lightslayer and corrupt the Queen - or all is lost.”

“She’ll kill them all,” Cara agreed, still smiling. “You forget, husband - I’ve seen all this happen before. I won’t let it happen again.”

What? “No!
” I bellowed, staring down at Cara. At the woman who’d taught me the true meaning of love. Who’d convinced me to make my harem girls into something more, into my wives
. “I won’t do it! I’m not killing you!”

“You’ll defeat the Great Hero,” Cara said, hugging me tight. “You’ll conquer the Eight Realms. And when you do, husband, look into the sky. Know that I’ll be watching you...and I’ll be so proud…”

“You...you’re the reason these women are more than my slaves,” I babbled, all the evil inside me slipping away. “Please, Cara, I can’t do this…”

“You don’t have to,” she said, cocking her head sadly. “It’s already done. Goodbye, husband - I love you so much…”

I reached out to grab her - but Cara was already dissolving. The bond that held her to my sword snapped in two as the ghost let go, her eyes rolling back in her head as she shimmered and shook. For a moment she gazed at me, infinite peace and sorrow combined in her beautiful, understanding eyes.

Then she was gone, leaving me alone with the sword.

More arrows rained down over the palace. The screams of the Virago intensified, baying for my blood. For my harem’s blood.

“No,” I whispered, looking down at the black blade. “No, it can’t be...she couldn’t…!”

My heart was broken in two. If this was the cost of being evil, what was the point? Suddenly I wanted to sit down, stare at the wall and stay there. Let the Virago bring the place down on my head. Let it all go to ashes…

“My Lord?” Mariah’s claws grazed my shoulder. “Are you alright?”

It was then I realized that everyone in the hall was sobbing. Eri and Kyoko clutched each other, the catgirl not even noticing her limbs kept slipping into the slime girl’s body. Necessity was still watching the arrows fly, a worried expression on her face - but her cheeks were wet with tears.


She didn’t die for nothing
, I thought, clutching the sword. A flood of magic built in the back of my mind, and this time there was no invisible wall to stop it. She didn’t…


My vision went red. Magic coursed through the blade, covering me in liquid fire. There was an inferno blazing in my chest, feeding all the rage and pain I felt in that moment and turning it into something else.

Something darker.

Something evil.


Something that was going to rip the Virago Shieldmaidens limb from limb.

“All of you,” I growled, “get on the walls. Now
.”

Mariah was startled. “Craig?”

I wiped my face. “Did you not hear me!? Get on the goddamned walls! The enemy is here!”

A stricken look spread across the succubus’ face. “Craig - do you need to talk about this?”

I rose to my feet, Lightslayer surging with power next to me. It felt good. I hated it because of what it meant.

“Didn’t you hear? We’re out of time.” I pointed with the sword towards the battlements. “Anyone who isn’t up there in five minutes I’ll kill myself. Whether they’re in my harem or not.”

Around the throne room, people snapped into motion. Still shattered from Cara’s sacrifice, the remnants of my army and my harem nodded grimly, preparing themselves for battle.

I prepared myself as well. Once I took the field, there could 
be no more tears. I was the Corruption Lord, body and soul, and this was my fight.

I looked down at the sword that cost me so much. Gritting my teeth, I roared
.

It was time to make the Virago bleed.






Chapter Twenty-One









By the time I made it to the top of the wall, Serenity’s army had us surrounded.

Even knowing what kind of force we faced, the actual sight of the Virago in full battle regalia was enough to humble me for long moments. Thousands upon thousands
 of female warriors in golden armor marched as one, arrayed in lines across the battlefield based on their weapon and specialty. Some carried the heavy two-handed swords I associated with Necessity; others wielded the double-bladed axes of the Valkyries. Near the rear of the attacking force were cavalry warriors on snow-white horses, bows and arrows at the ready.

They were fierce. They were determined. They were no match for me.

Only the woman at their head, riding a golden roan taller than a man, was my equal. Serenity, the newly crowned Queen of the Virago Shieldmaidens, crackled with holy power. The bond connecting her to her warrior sisters was even stronger now than the one between me and my harem - she could effortlessly control the battlefield with absolute ease. Her telepathic commands echoed in her followers' heads with the force of total submission, and the faces of the attackers reflected it.

Imbued with the powers of a warrior Goddess, the Queen 
of the Virago was both more beautiful and more dangerous than ever. I wanted her, of course - every man who looked at a creature as beautiful as her lusted for her with their very soul. But down deeper than that, I hated this bitch. I wanted her to suffer.

I knew now that Cara was right. Ten minutes ago, without Lightslayer in my hands, this would’ve been a hopeless fight.

Now, it was a coin toss.

Serenity raised her visor and smirked up at me from the thickest part of her army, raising a hand in mock-salute. “Corruption Lord! So good to finally see you! I was beginning to think you’d taken the coward’s way out!”

I swallowed down my rage, simmering. “One of my harem is dead,” I informed her curtly.

Serenity pursed her lips in mock-sympathy. “Oh, is that so? I’m so sad
, Darek!”

“You should be,” I yelled down at her. “She died giving me this
.”

I raised Lightslayer. A pillar of green light shot from the sword, arcing into the sky.

Serenity’s haughty demeanor collapsed. Fear filled her eyes, and that fear infected the rest of her troops. The bond between them was so strong that Serenity couldn’t keep her own emotions from affecting those she controlled.

She wasted no time. “Attack!” she screamed, spurring her horse. “Kill the Corruption Lord!”

Serenity’s army attacked. At the same time, faces joined mine atop the walls. Mariah. Necessity. Eri. Kyoko.

And about a hundred cultists.

It was a paltry, pathetic defense. But none of it mattered - and Serenity knew it. For all the magic and chaos about to erupt, this was in truth a clash between two people: the Queen, and me. If I defeated her, her army was mine. If she slew me - or one of her followers did - we were lost.

Knowing all that, the smart play was to hide myself away, let my followers and harem girls die for me. Tuck myself away in ambush so I could slide a blade between the Queen’s ribs as she made Wrathholme her own. As I said: the smart play.

But I’ve never been a terribly smart man. And I damn
 sure wasn’t feeling like a patient one.

With a grunt, I jumped down from the wall. The fall was a good hundred feet, enough to snap a normal man’s legs, but with Lightslayer’s magic coursing through me it was like stepping off a porch.

The Virago came in thick and fast, jostling with each other to be the first to strike me. I let them come.

Then, when they were inches away, I charged up the blade and struck.

Lightslayer slashed right through the first row of attackers, splitting them neatly in two. There were screams as the golden warriors hit the ground, dead and dying, but their sisters were already stepping over them, eager to attack.

There was no more sisterhood left in the Virago. They were little more than Serenity’s puppets: and just like puppets, I cut their strings.

Lightslayer flashed again and again, cutting my way through the crowd. It was a horrific slaughter, but already I could see it would be no use. For every Virago Shieldmaiden I cut down, a dozen moved right past me to assault the walls. My harem rained spells and arrows down from Wrathholme, stopping the Virago as they climbed; cultists stabbed the warriors who made it to the top and kicked them down onto their fellows, but it was no use. Each member of my harem could’ve killed a hundred Virago and still been outnumbered ten-to-one.

They didn’t have to win. They just had to hold the wall until I reached Serenity.


I’m not moving fast enough,
 I realized. Already, the Queen of the Virago was motioning her horse not forward but 
backwards. She sank deeper into the ranks, an acid smirk on her supernaturally beautiful face.


Gotta make some space,
 I thought. With a flourish, I slammed the sword into the ground in front of me, sinking it halfway up the blade in the mud. It startled the Virago for a moment - just long enough for me to charge up a high-level lightning spell and channel it through the blade.

A thousand thunderbolts struck in every direction, felling the golden warriors. The way to their Queen was clear.

More warriors charged in to fill the breach, but I already had my sword back in my hand. I literally summoned
 it from the muck, swinging it with mental energy through row after row of Shieldmaidens. Women fell to my left and right, their gasps of surprise and anger escaping only after Serenity relinquished her mental hold on them. In their final moments, they knew exactly how sorely they’d been used by their Queen.

I didn’t waste time pitying them. I slaughtered them. Behind me, I could hear the sound of more warriors scaling the wall, pushing my harem back. I couldn’t even risk a glance over my shoulder to see their progress - I knew I only had a few minutes at most before the fortress was taken and they were all dead.

Then Serenity stood before me, and the battle stilled.

With a gesture, the sisters formed a circle around us. Far behind me the assault on Wrathholme continued, ancient holy magic blasting like a battering ram through the walls. Even if I won, even if my harem survived, the place was toast. I didn’t care.

My world had shrunk to one woman. There was blood in my eyes.

“You
,” the Queen of the Virago hissed, imbuing the word with a near-infinite loathing. “I should have known it would come down to this.”

“It was always going to.” I agreed.

Serenity shook her head and dismounted her horse. Her blade was golden, glowing with the same holy aura Necessity’s body had gained when she commanded the Goddess’ Blessing. Serenity always
 had that buff, and it applied to everything she touched.

“Look at them,” I said, gesturing at our audience. “They’re all slaves, Serenity. You can try and hide behind a lawful tag, but you’re just like me. You’ll sacrifice anything to get what you want. Even the sisterhood you supposedly hold so dear.”

Her eyes narrowed. “It’s worth it,” she whispered, chuckling to herself. “You’re about to die, Darek.”

“Oh, Serenity.” I laughed and shook my head. “I have something much worse
 than a quick death in store for you, sweetheart.”

For a moment, her mask slipped and fear shone in her eyes. Then she hefted her blade, covered herself in its golden fire, and struck.

I parried her blade with my own - and almost fell to my knees. Serenity’s sword was powerful
 - almost as powerful as Lightslayer. The Queen of the Virago was filled with righteous hatred, her lips peeling back in a snarl as thick cords of muscle stood out on her neck. She kept pushing the attack, trying to break through my guard - she could have tried a different tack, but this was pure dick-measuring. Which one of us would blink first?

Finally I couldn’t hold on any longer. I pirouetted away, slapping at her hilt with the backside of my blade. It rapped the knuckles on her hand, delivering the only actual strike - but it was Serenity who was laughing.

“You’re weak
, Darek,” she snarled, pouncing on me again. “I’m faster than you, stronger - and unlike you, I’m on the right side!”

Her blade flashed out, aiming at my legs. I had just enough time to parry her back before she aimed a stab at my chest, 
coming so close to hitting me that I felt wind as her blade slipped by.

“Skulking about in the shadows,” Serenity frothed. Veins stood out in her forehead; she looked positively rabid. “Stealing women for your vicious perversions! I will slay you, monster, and my name will be entered in the annals as the greatest Queen the Virago have ever had!”

“Talk to the hand,” I growled, aiming a cut at her chin. She dodged it easily - and moved right into the range of the ice spell I’d charged behind my back. Frost clung to her golden armor as she growled, twisting away before I could do more damage.

“Parlor tricks,” Serenity roared, recentering her stance. “That’s all you’re good for, Corruption Lord! Parlor tricks!”

She charged forward like a bull, filling the air with overhand cuts. It took all my strength to block them - the fight was tiring me out, while Serenity seemed to have boundless energy. She was right - she was
 stronger than me.

But not smarter.

“You’re completely mad,” I teased, dancing out of the reach of her blade. “I know your true plans, Serenity. Whether you kill me here or not, this Realm is going to fall. The only question is, will I rule it, or you
?”

She didn’t bother denying it. “The Virago will make the Eight Realms safe,” she hissed, grinning from ear-to-ear. “Lawful. Secure.”

“Tell that to the novices,” I grunted, chucking a fireball in her face. “Necessity told me the things you do to them! You’re an even bigger monster than I am…!”

The smoke cleared, revealing a sight so evil I nearly shuddered. Serenity’s face was twisted in a rictus of pure hatred, white light spilling from every pore of her skin.

“Necessity,” she whispered, her voice dripping with venom, “will not be murdered by my followers. She and I are going to have a very, very
 
long talk once you’re dead, Darek. I’m looking forward to it…”

It was meant to throw me off-balance, to goad me into an attack. I closed my eyes, slid my hand behind my back for a brief moment, then charged.

I swung right at the Queen of the Virago, aiming between her eyes. She parried the blow effortlessly and kicked me in the stomach.

I sank to the ground, falling to my knees. Lightslayer clattered to the ground next to me, sinking into the mud.

Serenity kicked the blade away with a smirk. Now that I was helpless, the Virago Queen stood savoring her triumph, milking the moment for all it was worth. There were stunned looks all around the battlefield as her puppets froze, Serenity’s triumph overwhelming her emotions and frying her telepathic commands.

None of her sisters could think. Or move. Or cry out a single word of warning to their Mistress.

Her shadow covered her fallen foe, her eyes filled with pure hatred. She raised her sword up with both hands, preparing to bring the point down straight through my skull.

“It’s over,” she said, grinning in relief. For a moment, I could tell, she’d honestly thought I could win. “Any last words, Darek?”

“I told you,” I said with a smirk. “I’m not him.”

She laughed triumphantly down at me. “What? Not Darek?”

“No.” The body laying on the ground shimmered. “I’m not Craig.
”

The illusion winked out - leaving Serenity staring at the bare, muddy ground. Had she kept enough of a grip on her sisters for them to speak, they might have warned her about the man standing behind her, about to grab hold of her shoulders. They might have given her a head’s up that his eyes glowed radioactive green, the power of Corruption Gaze 
already coursing through his body.

But they didn’t. They couldn’t.

For that one moment, Serenity was completely helpless.

One moment was all I needed.

“Illusion magic,” I said with a smirk, my eyes inches away from the beautiful warrior’s. “Everyone falls for it. Look at me
, Serenity!”

“No,” she whispered - but the heat was already going out of her voice. My eyes were deep, dark pools - the kind you could sink into so far that you’d never be found. Serenity’s face went slack as my corruptive power entered her, twisting her into my possession.

It was surprisingly easy. Serenity and I had always been two sides of the same coin, even more so than me and Princess Reina. Only small changes were required to twist the Virago Queen into a wicked, lusty slave to the Corruption Lord. Magic cascaded through her, wringing sighs of pleasure from her body as my magic claimed her.

When it was over, my newest Follower stood before me. One holding the strings of every
 Virago Shieldmaiden in the Realm.

Their entire order belonged to me. Exactly as it had one hundred and eleven years ago.

“Tell them to put down their weapons,” I commanded, barely sparing a glance at Serenity. “This battle is over.”

She smiled sweetly. “They already are, Master.” She was right - all over the battlefield, Virago were laying down their arms and dropping to their knees. Cultists and harem girls peeked their heads out of what remained of Wrathholme’s walls, unable to believe their eyes.

I sized up the fortress with a casual eye. It was pretty much ruined - but it could be rebuilt. Not that I much cared. It was only a castle, anyway - and the one thing I’d liked about it was gone. Forever.

“You as well,” I growled, turning my gaze to the gorgeous Queen of the Virago. She looked like she wanted nothing more than to rip off her armor and jump on top of me. Only the sheer force of my command kept her at bay. “On your knees.”

She sank down smoothly, as if she were born to be there, as if it were the greatest pleasure of her life.

I surveyed my new army. “Make them swear fealty,” I commanded Serenity. “Force them to pledge themselves to the Corruption Lord, body and soul. Do it!”

“Of course, Master.” Serenity groaned with pleasure as she sent the telepathic command. “I was merely holding onto them for you
. They’re your possessions…”

As one, the battlefield rippled in chanting:

“All hail Lord Darek!”

“All hail the Corruption Lord!”

“May he conquer the Eight Realms!”

At my feet, scores of beautiful women threw themselves before me, pledging their perfect bodies to my service. Golden warriors discarded the weapons they’d kept their whole lives, stripping off their armor in the sheer hope that their nudity would make me take notice and claim them. The battlefield was transformed into a sea of writhing, lusty female bodies, all of which belonged to me.


Thessalia
, I thought with a smirk. That’s my home now
. As it should be
.

“Did you know,” I said casually, “that before I came here, I went to your Hall of Justice?”

Serenity’s eyebrow raised, “No, Master. Did you enjoy it?”

I put my hands on my hips. “You know what, I did. I really did. I like your city, Serenity. Since you’ve busted mine all to hell, I think I’ll take it.”

She giggled and spread her arms. “Of course, Master! My home is yours
! Everything the Virago has belongs to you!”

Mariah, Necessity, Eri and Kyoko were picking their way 
through the crowd. I couldn’t face them - not yet. Not after what had happened with Cara. I needed a little time to sort myself out, first.

Fortunately, Serenity was in a perfect position to give it to me.

“Open a portal,” I commanded her. “Take me to Thessalia. Bring whichever hundred of your sisters are the most athletic and beautiful. You’re going to throw me a welcoming party to end all parties, sweetheart.”

“Yes, Master,” the Virago Queen giggled lustily. She summoned a white-gold portal in front of her, the air rippling with heat. My harem shot it surprised looks and picked up their pace, but before they could reach it, Serenity and I stepped through.


They’ll understand,
 I told myself. I need to do this. To take what’s mine. They’ll be waiting for me when I return. Once I’ve conquered.


The battle was over. I’d won. The world was mine.

And all it had cost me was one little ghost.






Chapter Twenty-Two









I’d seen the murals, of course.

They showed the truth as plain as day: Darek being crowned by the Virago Shieldmaidens, their leader kneeling before him in an outfit that left no doubt as to her new place serving at his feet. But even seeing them, I hadn’t really believed them.

Not until I made them a reality.

Serenity had delivered her promised hundred. The women were all gorgeous, in peak physical condition, and completely corrupted by my magic. The once-noble order of Virago Shieldmaidens had been turned into a group of shameless sluts, and no one seemed to mind. From the moans and screams of pleasure that filled the great hall, everyone was having the time of their lives.

Even me.

There were tables piled with food and drink, but I never needed to visit them. Everything I could have wanted was brought to me by two naked elves who’d been marked as my personal servants. One handed me a goblet of rich, dark wine while the other dropped to her knees, swirling her tongue around my cock before I drove it deep into the Mother Superior’s waiting, dripping cunt.

Oh yes - the first thing I’d done to Serenity upon reaching 
the Hall of Justice was bump her back down to her former title. There were to be no more Queens among the Virago - not while I was around, in any case.

Serenity had her legs in the air, her ass rising up to fuck me back as I drove deep between her thighs. The Mother Superior and I were on a couch sitting atop a raised dais, exactly as it had been in my visions. What hadn’t is that Serenity looked even better
 than the previous Queen: she squeezed her ample tits together with her elbows as I drove hilt-deep into her, shaking the couch with the force of my thrusts.

“Claim me
, Master!” she begged. Every trace of impervious command she’d once held was gone. The women surrounding Serenity held no more regard for her than they would a common street prostitute - and she loved
 it. “I was so stupid to raise my banners against you! I was a dumb slut to think I even could
! You’re the man who’s supposed to rule me - to rule the world, the Realm, the universe!
 Oh fuck, Master, your cock feels so good inside of me…!”

Serenity’s tits bounced up and down as I fucked her madly. And all around the massive chamber, women writhed in the throes of passion. The bond that connected Serenity to the rest of the Virago Shieldmaidens was still present: it hadn’t gone anywhere when I used my Corruption Gaze to turn her into my servant. So whenever Serenity entered an excited mental state, they all felt it.

In a very real sense, her pleasure was their
 pleasure. Every woman in the hall, whether guzzling down wine or stuffing themselves with food or fingering and fucking each others cunt, was feeling my cock surge hilt-deep within them as I fucked their former Queen.

I was fucking every single one of them
 at the same time, using Serenity as a vessel. It was the most erotic experience of my life.

I pulled out of Serenity’s pussy and walked around her, 
slapping her tits and face with my thick, meaty cock. “Suck it,” I commanded with a growl, sliding it between her lips. The woman who’d once bathed in holy light and held the standard of truth and justice high gagged like a whore as my cock hit the back of her throat, drool dripping from her lips as she sucked me greedily. I slammed my hips against her, harder and faster than I would ever dare to do to someone I cared about, and watched as every Virago drooled and gagged in unison.

“You two,” I grunted, pointing at two random blondes in the orgy. “Come here. You; sit on her face - the other, get on your hands and knees next to her.”

They both did as they were told. The first blonde straddled Serenity’s prostrate face, sliding her pussy up and down the Mother Superior’s nose. The other climbed onto the couch next to her, sticking her round ass in the air and parting her folds.

With a grunt, I thrust hilt-deep into the second girl. She was younger than Serenity, so tight and wet that I roared with bliss as I claimed her. My hand came down on her ass, reddening the pale flesh as I took what I wanted from her.

After a few thrusts, I pulled out. “Move.” I shoved the blonde who’d been on Serenity’s face aside and thrust my cock between her lips.

“Taste it,” I commanded, cackling evilly. “How do you like the taste of that Virago pussy, slut? You like tasting your battle-sisters all over my cock?”

“Yessss
,” Serenity groaned, completely in my power. I took my cock out of her mouth and thrust it between her sweaty, slick tits, wrapping them around my shaft. The fact that it made my balls swing up and down all over the Virago’s face was just a bonus.

“You were such a Queen,” I growled, using her to the fullest extent of my abilities. “You would’ve been Queen of the Eight Realms, Serenity. Now you worship
 me!”

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered. “I love you so much, Master! 
My pussy is so hot and wet for you, all the time! You can fuck me however you want, whenever
 you want…”

I proved it by grabbing her legs and entering her in a single thrust. The move lifted her ass completely off the couch, pinning her to me with my strength as I stretched her walls with my cock.

“All your boasting,” I growled, driving all the way to her core. “All your preening and pouting and talking down to me. The awful things you tried to do to me. You didn’t mean any of them, did you?”

Serenity shook her head. She was so eager to please me now.

“Of course not!” She worked her hips in a tight circle around me, welcoming me even deeper inside of her warmth. “You’re my Master now, Darek! The Virago belong to you now! We’re going to take such good care of you - we’ll have Shieldmaidens who cook, and Shieldmaidens who clean, and Shieldmaidens who do nothing but suck you off whenever you want it! Oh fuck, we’ll even have Shieldmaidens who bathe
 you! Please
 let me be one of those, Master - let me wash you, let me use my gorgeous hair to clean your feet!”

“That all sounds wonderful,” I groaned, thrusting so tight inside of her that sparks flew up and down my cock. “But I have something different in mind for you, Serenity.”

Her eyes lit up. “Tell me, Master! Decide my fate, right in front of my former sisters!”

“First,” I growled, grabbing a handful of her hair for leverage, “I’m going to make you pregnant. Then I’m going to keep
 you pregnant. I’ve conquered you, Serenity, and as far as I’m concerned that makes you and your entire bloodline my property. I’m going to pollute the holy line of the Virago with as many bastards as I can.” I grinned down at her, savoring my victory. “You’re going to be swollen and pregnant with my heirs for the rest of your life, Serenity. And I know you elves live a long, long
 
time!”

Serenity arched her back and howled
 with bliss. “Oh fuck, I’m so fertile right now, Master! Fill me with your seed - make me a Mommy! Make me feel like a real woman! Your woman - your whore - your slut - your property!
 Show every woman who looks at me that you’ve marked
 me with your seed, claimed
 my fertility as your property forever…!”

I couldn’t hold back. Not when Serenity was talking like that.

One more hard, deep thrust and I let go. My cock jerked inside of her and erupted, spurting thick ropes of hot seed deep into her core. A warm wave of bliss wrapped me up like a thick blanket as I pumped Serenity full, filling her to the brim and then some. Her inner walls gripped me tight, sucking my essence inside of her willing, fertile womb.

Serenity howled louder and louder, her nails raking the couch. All around her, the Virago writhed in pure pleasure. Something was happening to the orgy, something nothing could stop…

Serenity came like a freight train, and brought all her sisters along for the ride.

Every woman in the hall, hundreds
 of them, came. Came screaming and sobbing, tearing at what remained of each other’s clothing as they whimpered the name of their owner. Cries of Darek!
 and Master!
 and Corruption Lord!
 overlapped each other throughout the hall, filling it with moans of pure porn star ecstasy.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Serenity’s degradation, her submission, her pleasure - all
 of it was channeled through the bond she’d created. It sent every single gorgeous elf warrior over the edge as one, the entire army of Virago Shieldmaidens climaxing simultaneously. Somewhere outside the walls, the rest of the Virago scattered across the world dropped to their knees, screaming my name as the most 
powerful orgasm of their lives tore through their bodies.

When I came down from my peak, I couldn’t believe my eyes. The Virago slumped together in stoned bliss, groaning and clutching at each other in the aftershocks of their pleasure. Beneath me, Serenity waved her tits in my face, begging me to suck on them.

“Thank you, Master,” she groaned, arching her back. “You made me feel so good, the whole room
 felt it! Oh wow, you really filled me up…”

“Yes,” I said thickly. I’d never felt so complete - yet so lost at the same time. I’d conquered the Virago, turned them into my personal harem, and now the rest of the Realm lay open for me to conquer. I’d hated Serenity, but now she loved me more than anything else in the world. She rubbed her belly as I finished emptying inside of her, as if she were trying to wish herself pregnant.

It was all exactly as the murals had shown me. The exact same rise to power that Darek made one hundred and eleven years ago.

Which begged the question: had I really won? Or had I just locked myself into the same cycle?

Slowly, in twos and threes, the Virago recovered enough to crawl to the dais. Each one knelt before me, pledging their bodies and souls to my cause. By the time they were done, they surrounded Serenity and I in three thick rows, body to body.

“We are yours, my Lord,” Serenity whispered. “What is your command?”

I looked out through the big bay windows, to the horizon. Towards the rest of the realm. Just waiting to be conquered, spread wide like the gorgeous woman beneath me.

I smirked at her.

“We march.”






Epilogue









From my new throne in Thessalia, I watched through a dozen portals as Kingdoms fell.

The army of the Virago Shieldmaidens had been on the move for weeks, split into deadly units that razed cities wherever they traveled. Nothing could stop their march - there were no magical forces left in the Realm of Continent powerful enough to resist them.

No one could stop me. Honestly, at this point, no one even wanted to.

“Look, Master.” At my feet, naked save for the studded collar around her neck, Serenity pointed at one of the glowing portals. “The Northern Kingdoms are surrendering to your representative! I’m so happy!”

“That’s another one for the scoreboard,” I grunted, my thumbs against my chin. With her telepathic powers, Serenity was organizing a coordinated assault, using the Virago like pieces on a chessboard. We were winning - hell, we had already won
. The game was over the moment it began.

After all, I’d already captured the Queen.

“That one there,” I said, pointing at a portal showing a sandy beach. “Enlarge it. I want to see how Eri is doing…”

Once I got back to Wrathholme, I’d made up with my harem. Then I’d put them at each column of Virago, letting 
them lead the assaults. Serenity might have been a brainwashed whore who couldn’t think further than the head of my cock, but I was taking no chances. There’d be no treachery among my forces.

Eri stood at ease, watching an elderly man and woman in fancy robes kneel. Her face brightened when she saw me.

“Craig,” she beamed. “We’re just wrapping up here. This duchy didn’t even put up a fight - they just rolled over and offered to become your vassals.”

“Smart people,” I said, nodding.

“Yeah, but I was kinda looking forward to a fight.” The slime girl giggled and held up a hand. “I guess I’ll just have to be happy with this…”

There was a golden ring on the slime girl’s finger, topped with a diamond the size of a robin’s egg. A matching band of gold was on my ring finger. Someone in the harem had joked that I should have had one for every wife, but I preferred just the one.


I did what you wanted, Cara,
 I thought, glancing at the little golden band. I only wish I could’ve given one to you
.

“I’m sure you’re lording it over all the Virago girls,” I said with a snort.

“Oh, you damn well better believe it,” the slime girl said, blowing me a kiss. “See you soon, babe!”

I dismissed the portal and turned my attention to the others, grinning. All around the realm, my harem girls accepted the surrender of kingdoms and duchies, placing them under my control. The entire Realm of Continent was mine now.

I’d won.

“Hey - my Lord?” That was Mariah, who’d somehow moved her portal closer to my face. Necessity’s portal flickered next to hers, as well. “Or should I say my husband
?”

“Whatever you want to call me is fine,” I said, leaning towards the two women. “What’s up?”

“We were talking,” Mariah explained, a naughty look on her face. “Through the portals, I mean. About what we should do once Continent belongs to us.”

“It already belongs to us,” I said, smiling from ear-to-ear. “No one will ever be able to hurt us again, girls. This world is ours now.”

“I know,” Mariah said gratefully. “So I was thinking - we should take a vacation!”

“We’ve earned it,” Necessity added.

“You certainly have,” I said, looking from one woman to the other. “What were you all thinking?”

“Well, the Kingdom Eri’s conquering has lots of beaches,” Mariah said, flicking her long, forked tongue over her chin. “I just know
 you’d love to see Necessity and I parading around the sand in teeny-weeny string bikinis!”

“Or no
 bikinis,” Necessity said, cocking her head to the side. “You know, the way nature intended…”

I was about to tell them exactly how I liked to see them when a shadow fell over the throne room. I glanced upwards, expecting clouds, but the sky was completely clear and blue.

“Huh,” I muttered. “Must be a storm coming or something…”

I glanced back at the portals - only to see the same thing. Shadows had covered both kingdoms, shading my harem girl’s faces.

“Mariah?” I asked, the word coming out strangled. “Necessity? What’s happening over there? Hang on, I’ve got to check on Eri and Kyoko-”

Both their portals were shadowed as well. Suddenly, in the corner of my vision, a portal snapped closed.

“What the fuck?” In her portal, Eri stared up at the sky with a hand over her forehead. “What the hell is that…?”

The portal slammed shut. Then Mariah’s did, and Necessity’s. Kyoko meowed
 with concern as a shadow fell over 
her face, and her portal disappeared with the rest.

“Something is happening,” I growled, rising from the throne. “Come with me, Serenity…”

I led her on her leash out onto the promenade. It gave me the best view of the land around Thessalia, so I had a front-row seat to the sky ripping in half
.

For long, horrified moments, I didn’t believe it. There was a portal
 opening in the sky over Thessalia - a portal larger than any I’d ever seen before. And if this was happening here, then I could be damn sure the exact same thing was happening around the Realm.

Over all
 my armies at once.

The massive line in the sky rippled, and a ship floated through. A huge, tri-masted pirate ship - one that floated
 in mid-air.

“Oh...my!” Serenity knelt at my feet, stunned. “Who do you think they might be, Master?”

“That’s the thing about the Eight Realms,” I told her, shaking my head as I watched the massive airship bank towards Thessalia. “There’s Eight
 of the fucking things...”

Eight Realms. All of which knew my name.

And at least one of them was ready to come out and play.


Continue the adventure in Corruption Lord 3!
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Enjoyed this story? Looking for more hot Harem Gamelit?

Tamed goddesses, hot succubi and all the fantasy and sci-fi worlds you could ever want await!


Criminal Core: A Gamelit Harem Fantasy


I just thought I was making rent money when I signed up to have my brain scanned in some experimental clinical trial. Then I woke up hundreds of years in the future, in a prison in the middle of outer space. Turns out I'm supposed to run it!

The Oubliette is the most feared prison in the universe, but I'm so broke I can't keep locks on the doors. The galaxy's worst criminals break out as soon as they're locked up.

Only the gorgeous, law-breaking babes who've made the Oubliette their home can help me fix this place and strike fear back into the hearts of the galaxy's worst villains. But getting them on my side might kill me first - and if they don't do it, my psycho AI boss definitely will...

Criminal Core is an 80,000 word science-fiction adventure containing a harem of women, a strong-willed man who has no trouble juggling them all, and some absolutely EXPLICIT man-on-robot-on-gorgeous-alien action. You've been warned.


Criminal Core 2: A House Divided


The most dangerous prison in the galaxy has been split in two.

Half of the Black Oubliette is in Noah's hands, while half belongs to his psychotic AI ex-girlfriend. But the energy that allows them to upgrade the prison is totally under her control - and she doesn't want to share it any more than she wants to share HIM.

On his team are some of the most dangerous convicts in the galaxy: a stealthy cybernetic samurai, a hypnotic fairy princess, and a deadly alien succubus. They'll help him destroy the AI and take the prison back - as long 
as he keeps proving he's man enough to handle them all.

A house divided cannot stand. Noah has to win it all - or die trying.

Criminal Core 2 is an 65,000 word science fiction adventure containing a harem of women, a strong-willed alpha male who has no trouble juggling them all, and some absolutely EXPLICIT man on robot on gorgeous alien action. You've been warned.



Goddess Tamer: The Complete LitRPG Harem Adventure


Tame goddesses. Claim their power. Rule the world...

Inside Goddess Reign Online
, heroes pledge themselves to beautiful goddesses in exchange for power, fighting a never-ending war for control of the world! A few lucky players become Heralds, capable not only of shaping world events but also taking their goddess as a lover and companion.

Max dreams of eventually becoming a Herald - but when he accidentally opens the prison containing the long-captive Goddess of Mischief, he gets promoted overnight to her chief lieutenant! With her Trickster powers at his side, Max fights a war of revenge against the other goddeses, bringing them to their knees and teaching them all about their submissive sides.

But is his new boss a wronged woman seeking revenge, or a demon seeking total domination? And will it even matter when he finds out she likes being choked and spanked in bed?


Goddess Tamer
 is the complete seven part harem LitRPG by Neil Bimbeau. It contains elements of LitRPG with giant swords, horny goddesses, and a protagonist who uses illusion and manipulation to win the day. Also themes of alpha male dominance, harem romance, and MF, MFF and MFFF scenes! 18+ only!



Princess Tamer: A Gamelit Harem Fantasy



Hyperia Online
 is dying. So when programming nerd Jack discovers a way to charm the game’s three gorgeous Princesses right out of their castles and into his bed, it’s time for a nostalgia run of the VRMMO he was obsessed with in college. Soon he’s turning the game upside down, building a harem of fantasy babes and monster girls as he turns Hyperia into his personal playground.

After all, it’s not hurting anybody to conquer the world if no one’s playing the game, right?

Until everyone is…

Note: This novel is spicy, saucy, and full of harem goodness. You’ve been warned.



Alpha Online: A Novel (LitRPG Harem Series)


Build Your Harem. Conquer The World.

That's the promise of Seas of Kyria
, the world's hottest virtual-reality MMORPG. It's world is a free-for-all where Pirate Kings and Queens do battle on the high seas, competing for treasure and women. And the advertising lets you know that the world of Kyria is filled with a bevy of gorgeous, submissive women
 who are willing to do anything their Captain demands: as long as you have the guts to claim them!

Chris enters Kyria hoping for adventure, and soon finds himself the Captain of a crew of beautiful magically-enhanced babes
 who are both deadly and available at his beck and call! But other players want what he has - and when the Queen of the game
 sets her sights on claiming his harem, Chris will have to fight to protect the women he cares about - especially the one who wants to meet up in the real world...

WARNING: Alpha Online is a swashbuckling LitRPG adventure that contains explicit sex between one guy and his crew of rum-swilling, ocean-conquering babes! It contains harem romance, ancient magic, plunder, and lots of MF MFF and MFFF scenes! 18+ only!







About the Author











Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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