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Corruption Lord 3












Chapter One









I had seen many strange and wonderful things since coming to the Eight Realms. Many of them were beautiful - and many of them were terrifying. A lot of them were both. But the sight of a stadium-sized airship emerging from a portal in the sky above my brand-new palace? That was definitely an all-timer.

“That’s the thing about the Eight Realms,” I said, shaking my head as the back half of the massive craft emerged through the glowing green portal. It was large enough to blot out the sun, plunging the holy city of Thessalia into darkness. “There’s eight
 of the damned things. You want to tell me who I’m looking at, Serenity? Which one of my enemies have airships at their disposal?”

On her knees next to me, the former Queen of the Virago Shieldmaidens let out a little whimper. Until very recently, this had been Serenity’s hometown - the seat of her power, the capital of her growing kingdom.

Now all of it belonged to me. Twisted by sinister corruption magic, she was now a creature totally devoted to her wicked master: Darek, the Lord of Corruption.

Who was also me. Although I preferred to call myself Craig this time around. It was kind of complicated.

The gorgeous elf queen shook her head, swallowing hard. The collar around her slender neck quivered, shaking the chain that connected her to me.

“I have no idea, Master,” she confessed. I believed her - she was no longer capable of lying to me. Not to mention she looked even more horrified by the airship than I did. “A ship that flies! The records of the Virago contain no such thing…”

I could see the engines strapped to each of the ship’s three masts, keeping it afloat with a mixture of magic and technology. The airship was a gorgeous piece of work - the kind of thing I would’ve been impressed by if it wasn’t being used against me.

It’s massive bronze figurehead was carved in the shape of a lion’s head, frozen in mid-roar. Brilliant white sails flapped in the wind, each emblazoned with the logo of a golden sun.

But it was the guns that I couldn’t tear my eyes off of.

They swiveled as the huge ship banked in mid-air, keeping themselves aimed right at the palace. At me
. There were at least a dozen of them on each side of the ship, each one the size of an eighteen-wheeler.

I tried to picture what those guns fired: cannonballs? Bursts of arcane magic? Whatever it was, I was sure the walls of Thessalia couldn’t stand against it.

The unfairness of it all stung. I’d worked so hard to conquer this city, and my new visitors were about to tear it apart like tissue paper.

“Master,” Serenity whispered, her voice shaking. She pressed herself harder against me, wrapping her arms around my legs like a shipwreck survivor clinging to driftwood. “I feel fear
.”

I allowed a cold, cruel smirk to spread across my face. I 
squinted up at the airship, shaking off my own worries. It was strange how a simple declaration from one of my harem girls could refocus my thoughts so quickly. These invaders weren’t about to destroy me. They were just another threat.

“Don’t be afraid,” I said, giving her chain a gentle tug. “You should be more worried about me
, Serenity. Every time I look at you, the things I want to do to you…”

It should’ve been the Virago Queen’s cue to go into full-on sex-kitten mode. Instead, her lips began to tremble.

“Not me, Master,” she whimpered, a tear streaming down her cheek. “It’s...it’s all of us. The Virago Shieldmaidens...your armies…”

Oh shit. That can’t be good.

Just like the Queen herself, the Virago Shieldmaidens all belonged to me. They shared a psychic link with their leader: a link that had been intended to help her destroy me. Now it allowed me to control tens of thousands of warrior goddesses with as much ease as if they were an extension of my own body.

I’d split my army to conquer all of this Realm at once, putting my wives at the head of each group of Shieldmaidens, and until about five minutes ago I’d been watching Kingdoms fall through magical portals connecting me to them.

Each of those portals had been closed by another airship. Which meant that whoever these people were, they weren’t just coming for me. They wanted to bring down the entire Corruption Lord’s army. They wanted me to hurt
.

“Well,” I said, watching the airship loom closer to the city, “let’s not make it easy for them.”

“Craig?” Serenity batted her long eyelashes up at me, 
confused. The elvenn queen wore little more than her collar, panties and a pair of thigh-high boots - her outfits were designed for easy access, not ornamentation.

I let out a sigh and turned back from the balcony. “Throne room,” I told her, tugging the chain. “Come on. Let’s go find out what our new visitors want. Besides waving their shiny toys around...”

Things looked pretty dire. But I wasn’t about to roll over and play nice. Ever since I’d come to the Eight Realms, sucked through a strange portal when my plane crashed over the Pacific, I’d followed one guiding principle. It had allowed me to navigate Mariah and her creepy cultists, to turn the wicked Princess Reina into my most eager servant, and bring the legendary Virago Shieldmaidens to heel.

It was this: fake it ‘till you make it
.

For the longest time, I’d pretended
 to be the Corruption Lord. I’d said the things an evil lord would say, made the kind of decisions someone who wanted to conquer the Eight Realms would make.

Now those days were over. I was the Corruption Lord for real - the undisputed master of this Realm. Seven more lay ripe for the conquering; and only after I’d collected them all like jewels in a crown would my growing harem of women be safe.

I wasn’t about to let them see me sweat. I had no idea what these invaders looked like, or if they were even human. But I could handle them. My girls
 could handle them.

I settled onto my throne with a smile. With a start, I realized it was the first time I’d ever actually sat on the thing. Eri said it was uncomfortable,
 I thought, shifting on the cushion. But it’s not at all. Feels like home, actually.


Serenity curled up in my lap, purring like a kitten. “Would you like me to pleasure you, Master?” she asked, pursing her pouty lips. “Until the delegation from the new Realm arrives?”

I was tempted to say yes. After all, it would’ve been one hell of a power move to receive the invaders from another Realm with a Queen of this
 Realm’s head between my legs. But that might have been a little bit too much, too soon.

“No.” I shook my head. “Just stay close. Be ready for anything.” The Virago Queen had powerful magic of her own, although she only used it for sexual purposes these days. Maybe the next few minutes would change that. I hoped she wasn’t too rusty.

A thought occurred to me. “Tell the Virago in the city to stand down,” I commanded her, stroking her bare shoulder. “I don’t want any of them getting hurt on my account.”

Serenity and I had left only a token force of Virago Shieldmaidens in the city - with the entire Realm on the verge of surrender, I hadn’t had much cause to worry about security. The girls left in Thessalia hadn’t been chosen for their martial prowess, but their skills and flexibility in the bedroom.

They wouldn’t be able to mount an effective defense against the invaders. They’d fight like hellcats, to be sure, but they’d die: and each death would deprive me of a beautiful woman in my bedchamber. Not happening.

The sound of footsteps reached my ears just as the double doors of the throne room swung open. A dozen figures raced into the room, spreading out in a fan formation. They checked corners, yelling at each other in harsh tones as they held up long, dark weapons.

It took a second for me to realize what I was looking at. When it clicked, my jaw fell open. It had been so long since I’d seen a 
rifle that I hardly recognized what one looked like.


Guns,
 I thought, my mouth going dry. These people have guns…


The group that advanced into my throne room didn’t look anything like what I’d expected. My mental image of an airship crew involved cutlasses and bottles of rum: these people looked more like a SWAT team.

They were clad in identical black jumpsuits, with vests like tactical gear designed by a wizard. Helmets hid their heads from view, with visors so dark I couldn’t make out their faces.

“Room secure,” one of the figures said, lifting their rifle. Then, without warning, they fired a burst of bullets into the ceiling.

Serenity screamed and jumped into my arms. The elven warrior had never seen gunfire before - she could only stare in horror as the mosaic tiles along the ceiling shattered into pieces. The great mural displaying the Virago Shieldmaidens’ conquest of Thessalia hundreds of years ago was now defaced forever.

I didn’t care about the property damage, but they could at least have refrained from startling my harem girl.

One of the black-suited figures strode forward. She nodded to her right shoulder, and a metallic ball blazed to life in the air next to her. It sailed forward, moving as if tugged by hidden strings, and flew right up to the throne. A chill went down my spine as the familiar tingle of a scan tickled down my back.

“It is him
, Mistress Bright!” The silver ball chirped brightly. “This is Darek, the Corruption Lord-”

“You could have just asked
,” I snarled back. “Get this thing out of my face unless you want it returned to you in pieces.”

The ball retreated rapidly, it’s single metallic eye growing wide. “Oh goodness!”

The black-suited figure’s shoulders shook with laughter. “Don’t be afraid of him, McCarthy. He’s no threat.”


No threat!?
 I begged to differ.

I rose from my throne, bringing myself to my full height. With the added boost of the dais, I positively loomed over the group of armed invaders. My shadow filled the throne room as I reached for my magic, tapping into the flow of pure corruption in my veins.

“You ruined my ceiling,” I said, shaking my head slowly. “And you startled my female companion. You think just because you have guns, you can boss the lord of this Realm around?”

The figure glanced at their rifle, their stance conveying surprise. “You know what these are?” they asked, cocking their head to the side.

Suddenly there was a second figure next to them, identically dressed but a little bit shorter. “They did
 say he’s not like the others,” this second figure said. “He knows things he shouldn’t know. Some of the Corruption Lords are like that.”

“This
 Corruption Lord,” I growled, startling both figures into silence, “wants to know who has the audacity
 to enter my city without permission. Hiding behind a gun and a mask.”

Something changed in the set of the lead figure’s shoulders. It was clear they’d been challenged, and weren’t going to back down. They reached for their helmet and pulled it off, tossing it to the throne room floor.

My heart jumped in my chest. At least one of the invaders was a she
.

A quite beautiful she, in fact. Unruly, shoulder-length brown hair framed a face that looked like it belonged on a 1960’s pin-up calendar. Her eyes were deep pools of rich brown, while 
her full lips seemed stuck in a permanent, sexy pout. She had the high cheekbones and regal features I subconsciously associated with upper-class, blue-blooded society girls: the kind who mixed a pinch of sexy with a spoonful of mean. I realized with a start I should’ve guessed her gender before: even in the unflattering tactical gear, her tight curves were on full display.

“Mistress Bright,” I said, remembering what the floating ball had called her. “What Realm do you hail from, little girl with a gun?”

She winced at the insult, her pale cheeks coloring. “You’re coming with us, Corruption Lord,” she growled, pointing her rifle at me.

I couldn’t help it - I laughed. “I’m doing no such thing,” I said, going for the Gaze. My Corruption Gaze was the most powerful magic I currently possessed - giving me the ability to dominate the will of anyone I locked eyes with. It was how I’d turned Serenity from the haughty queen of the Virago to my submissive elf servant, and I couldn’t wait to use it on this upstart. She would never know what hit her.

“I don’t know if you’ve noticed,” the woman droned with a smirk, “but you’ve got a dozen guns trained on you right now, Corruption Lord. So we can do this the easy way, or we can do it the hard way-”

The ground erupted beneath her feet.

A pillar of pure ice smashed upwards through the tiled floor of the throne room, blooming like a flower. It tossed the woman off-balance, sending her rifle sliding across the floor. The rest of her group aimed their guns, but it was already too late. A dozen similar eruptions rocked the throne room as glacial spikes punched through the tiles, each propelled by my magic.

“This is my home

!” I roared, sending a wave of lightning across the throne room for good measure. “You come here, with peashooters and a haughty attitude, and expect me
 to do what you tell me to!?”

The woman managed to grab her rifle. She fired a burst of bullets, all of which slammed into a solid wall of ice. They sank deep, but not deep enough.

Channeling lightning with one hand and ice with the other, I brought each of my attackers to their knees. The tiny silver ball floated through the room, letting out exclamations of shock at the chaos around the room before a stray bolt zapped it. It rolled to the floor, a plume of smoke pouring from a crack in its casing.

Before anyone had time to properly react, it was over. No one was dead - I’d been far too precise in my magic to actually kill any of the intruders - but the woman’s whole crew was down for the count. Their leader lay stunned, helmet-less, her gun out of her reach.

“That’s better,” I said, stepping down from the dais. A few strides brought me to the fallen girl - I grabbed her by the hair and hauled her up, forcing her eyes to face mine. The Gaze coursed through me, giving my eyes a blazing green glow. “Now you’re going to tell me everything about your Realm, sweetheart. Then I’m going to conquer it - just like I’m about to conquer you
-”

Something cold and metallic slipped around my neck.

It was the woman - the shorter one who’d been arguing with the leader. Somehow she’d made it across the room unscathed and snuck up on me. It was a move right out of my own playbook. I should’ve been on guard for it.

The band around my neck clicked. “Target secure,” the shorter 
woman said. “Clouds below but that was close, Charlotte…”

I stared down into the woman’s eyes, still reaching for the Gaze. For an instant her face filled with awe, her mind reeling as the power of the Corruption Lord reached into her. She was mine. I had her.

Then suddenly I was blind.

The collar hummed against my skin and every nerve ending in my body shrieked in agony. The band went white-hot, searing my mind like a brand as a tortured scream left my throat. I couldn’t even hear it. The pain was unbearable.

The woman rose from the floor, rifle in her hand, and slammed the butt end right into my face. The world went black.






Chapter Two









When I woke up, I was floating.

For long, languid minutes, I thought I was back on Earth. Turbulence rocked my body up and down, the way it had on my flight over the Pacific right before the crash that had brought me to the Eight Realms. I kept my eyes closed longer than I needed to, trying to shake the memory of the flight attendant’s neck snapping as she slammed into the ceiling of the cabin.

Then I opened my eyes, and I remembered everything. This was my home now, not Earth. I was Darek the Corruption Lord - and some jumped-up bitches with guns had just taken me prisoner. Where the hell was I? This definitely wasn’t Thessalia. It didn’t even feel like my Realm.

I reached for my magic - and winced. I could still feel the arcane energies inside of me, waiting to be molded into lightning and fire, but it was like there was a pane of glass between it and me. I slammed into it again and again, trying to conjure the simplest of spells. Nothing happened.

Panic flared in my chest. I blinked once, summoning up my personal menu. Such a thing was second nature to me now. Bringing up the box containing my stats and general info 
should’ve been the easiest thing in the world.

Lights flickered in front of my face. A box formed in the air, glitched and corrupted beyond recognition, then vanished.

“Holy shit,” I whispered into the darkness. My fingers felt for the collar around my neck and found it. There was enough space between it and my breastbone to get my thumb beneath the cool metal, but no matter how hard I pushed, it refused to give completely. I ran my hands all the way around it, searching for a clasp or a crack. There was none.

Where was my sword? I felt around for it, my fingers gripping the wood as it rocked beneath me. I’d had Lightslayer during the fight, but now it was missing. If I had it in my hands, amplifying my magic a hundred-fold, maybe I could shatter the invisible barrier and regain access to my powers…

A square of light appeared in the darkness. Humming filled my ears as a woman walked down the stairs, carrying a tray. There were curves in her silhouette, along with hair trailing down her sides in long, rich ringlets.

The woman sighed as she reached the bottom of the steps. “Leaving him in darkness, Charlotte? Really?” She snapped her fingers, and lanterns on either side of the wall flickered to life. I was in a long, low-ceilinged chamber, with walls made of thick oaken boards. I’d seen the same material on the airship - and from the way the room kept shaking up and down, I was certain that’s exactly where I was.

Was this still Continent? Or had they taken me back to their own Realm?

“Hi.” The woman set the tray down on a table and studied me, her hands on her hips. “I brought you some tea. You’re going to need it.”

“I don’t want tea,” I muttered. My mouth felt numb, as if I’d been poisoned. “I want my sword.”

“Yeah, Charlotte is very
 taken with that blade.” The woman turned away, displaying a shapely ass as she poured the tea. “Even without magic, it’s a fierce fucking piece of work. Better than anything the forges on Swift Island can produce.” She took a step back, steam billowing from her mug, and gestured towards the other. “Drink.”

“Who are you? What have you done to me?” I slid my fingers beneath the silver collar, tugging on it. “Why can’t I see my stats or my Followers?”

The woman sighed again, blowing across the surface before taking a sip. To tell you the truth, she was exactly the kind of woman I’d normally have ear-marked for a place in my harem: young, blonde, with the kind of body that made strong men weep.

She knew it, too - there was a sureness and confidence in her movements that let me know, even after only a few seconds of acquaintance, that this woman had spent many years practicing her poise and balance. She knew
 she was the shit - which was why she wasn’t intimidated by me at all. The fact that I was wearing a collar around my neck probably had something to do with it, as well.

“I was trying to do something kind for you before the test,” the woman said, cocking her head to the side. “But if you don’t want to play nice, I guess we can do that, too.”

Her voice sent ripples through the back of my brain. I remembered the cold click of the collar, those flat words: target secure…


“That was you,” I growled, sudden anger coloring my voice. “You
 put this damned thing around my neck!”

She didn’t respond. Instead, ignoring the cooling mug of tea on the table, she pivoted on a heel and made her way back up the stairs. The door at the top hung half-open, left completely ajar, and for a moment it hit me: this was my way to freedom. They had my sword somewhere on this vessel, and once I got it, nobody would be able to stand in my way!

I rose with a grunt, charging at the stairs. Only for another bolt of white-hot pain to send me to my knees.

The collar around my neck was suddenly hotter than an oven. I screamed as I felt it cook my neck, searing the flesh beneath like a brand. The pain grew unbearable, blotting out the world, and I sank to my knees. I waited for the darkness to claim me again, for unconsciousness to bring an end to the pain.

It stopped in an instant. The band was cool as ice.

Slowly, hesitantly, I touched my fingers to my neck, expecting charred flesh. My throat was smooth and unbroken, as if the pain had never even happened.

I looked up at the door to see the blonde staring down at me. She had one arm raised, the index finger of her other hand pressed to a button on a long silver wand made of the same material as the collar. I took a step forward and she cocked an eyebrow, wiggling the finger.

“The collar doesn’t do physical damage,” the woman explained smugly. “The pain is all in your mind - but that doesn’t mean it’s not real.”

I rubbed my throat as best I could, glaring up at her. “The mind is a very powerful tool,” I shot back. No one knew that better than me. If I had the Gaze, I’d show you right now, wench.


Normally, people knew to tremble when I looked at them like 
that. The young blonde turned away, giving me one last look at her fabulous ass as she ascended the stairs. “Follow me,” she said without waiting.

I was tempted to stay right where I was, rules be damned. But it was increasingly clear that I was sitting in this airship’s brig, and that was exactly where I didn’t want to be. Besides, that gorgeous bitch was probably just waiting to push the button on her bracelet and make me scream again. Cursing her in low tones, I made my way up the stairs, the tea completely untouched.

The temperature rose as I made my way upwards. A warm breeze flowed across my face as I reached the top, the stairwell emptying out onto a massive sloped deck. The sky was a brilliant blue overhead, so pure and pristine it almost hurt to look at it. The deck of the airship was a flurry of activity - people moved to and fro, tugging ropes and adjusting sails and shouting orders to each other.

Gone were the tactical outfits I’d seen in my throne room. The dress code on board the ship was more casual - it seemed like everyone was wearing the same tight, clingy gray jumpsuit. Nearly everyone had guns, and some people also carried wicked-looking cutlasses strapped to their belts. That
 was the kind of weapon I’d have expected from sky pirates.

Because there was no doubt in my mind that pirates were exactly who these people were. The only question was, why had they chosen to steal me
?

Maybe this test had something to do with it.

It wasn’t hard to find my captor: even among a crew of young, beautiful people, she stood out like a gold nugget in a handful of dirt. I followed her across the deck of the airship, the ground sloping gently upwards beneath me as we approached 
the bridge. The tall, aristocratic woman who’d lead the assault team in Thessalia stood at the wheel, surveying the work with harsh, judging eyes.


She must be the captain,
 I thought as her eyes met mine. Whatever they saw in me, they didn’t like. Which makes blondie the First Mate, maybe?


She’d be far from my first
 mate. But I definitely wouldn’t mind having either of them in my bed.

“Took you long enough,” the captain said as the blonde woman ascended the few steps to the bridge. “Get up here, Darek.”

I was going to do no such thing. I planted my feet firmly on the boards, squaring my shoulders.

“You know my
 name,” I said, pouring a whole spoonful of bad-guy bravado into my tone. “Shouldn’t I be extended the same courtesy?”

She didn’t respond. The small silver ball appeared over her shoulder, whizzing down to the lower deck and doing figure-eights in front of me.

“I thought I killed you, little robot,” I said with a laugh.

“Oh, I was quite thoroughly destroyed!” It’s single mechanical eye blinked as it spoke, it’s voice maniacally chipper. “It took Mistress Bright several hours to repair me after we secured your capture, Corruption Lord!”

I grinned at the tiny device. “That one called you ‘McCarthy’,” I said, pointing at the Captain. “I’m assuming she’s Mistress Bright?
”

“Don’t answer any of his questions.” The captain crossed her arms beneath her breasts. She gave her partner a significant look, her eyes traveling to the silver wand clasped loosely in 
the younger woman’s hand. “If you don’t get up here in the next five seconds, I’ll have her push the pain button again. We heard you screaming from all the way down in the brig - so I know you’re perfectly aware of the agony the collar around your neck can provide.”

I knew exactly what she meant. And yet, I was tempted to stand my ground anyway. I wanted to see that smug look in her eyes get stamped out - to watch it turn to shock as her little subordinate dialed the pain higher and higher without me complying.

The old Craig, the one who’d come from Earth, would never have voluntarily gone through that kind of pain just to make a point. Not for the first time, I marveled at just how far I’d come from the man I’d been when I first came to the Eight Realms.

Just before the captain could give the signal, I let out a sigh and made my way up the short flight of stairs. From this high up, I could see the horizon on all sides. The brilliant blue of the sky faded to white in the distance, merging with the fluffy clouds dotting the landscape. Above the lip of the airship, the wind blew furiously, sending my hair this way and that.


What a beautiful world
, I thought. This definitely was not Continent. I still didn’t know where
 I was, exactly, but it was clear these pirates had brought me back to their home Realm. I had to learn more about it as soon as I could. Knowing who they were would make them easier to conquer.

I glanced over the side of the airship - and froze, my eyes bulging. There was no ground beneath us.

Instead, the sky just...continued
. It was like something out of a video game - an endless, brilliant blue that stretched on and on. My heart filled my throat, the sight setting off warning bells 
in the back of my primal, caveman brain. Things like that shouldn’t exist. They didn’t exist in any Realm I was familiar with.

“Who...where the fuck am I?” I growled, stepping back from the side of the ship. “Where is the ground
?”

The captain cocked an eyebrow. “Look over there,” she said, unwilling to give me the answers I wanted. “You see that ship?”

I followed her finger. There, floating in the sky dead ahead of our airship, was a much smaller vessel. The ships I’d seen emerging from portals back on Continent were massive, wood-and-metal behemoths - this was tiny. It was thoroughly whitewashed, so that it was barely visible within the cloud line. I wondered if this was some form of camouflage the people of this Realm used on their ships for stealth.

“Serena,” the captain said, sharp as a whip. “Your rifle, please.”

The younger woman gave a start, then reached for one of the guns strapped next to the ship’s massive helm. She handed it to the captain, who immediately took aim at the vessel. She thumbed a catch on the side of the gun, then fired three times in quick succession.

Her aim was disgustingly accurate. Each bullet hit the tiny airship with a distinct ping
 that was barely audible from this distance. They left dark marks on the white paint, showing off how clustered the three shots were, but the airship itself seemed completely unharmed. It floated just the same as it had, ignoring the damage.

“As you can see,” the captain explained with a sour expression, “conventional weapons do very little damage to our airships.”

“They hardly dent the hull,” the younger woman added.

I stared at the black marks on the white paint a moment longer. “I can see that,” I finally said with a shrug. “How is that my problem, exactly?”

A cold, cruel smile spread across the captain’s face. “Attack the vessel with your magic,” she commanded, pointing across the gap. “Use lightning
. Just like you did in the throne room.”

I grabbed the collar around my neck and tugged it. “Uh, lady? I can’t really do that-”

But suddenly, I could
.

The younger woman adjusted a dial on the silver wand, and the invisible wall around my magic cracked. Just a tiny bit - enough to access and use a single spell. My pulse quickened as I reached out for it, calculating the best way to use the magic to hurt my captors. One well-placed lightning spell could bring this entire ship down-

My thoughts must have shown on my face. “Don’t try it,” the captain informed me curtly. “Unless you want to spend the rest of the week down in the brig with your the temperature on your collar set to a million degrees. Destroy the ship, Corruption Lord.”


Bitch
, I thought. I took aim at the tiny airship, putting all my frustration at the situation into my magical attack. I roared
 with anger, thrusting out my hands in the shape of a fan, and felt pride as the air in front of me sizzled.

A thin bolt of pure electricity shot through the air. It hit the ship, dead-center between the three marks the captain’s bullets had left on the hull. The hard exterior shell buckled inward, and suddenly the bolt of lightning was coming out of the other side. I’d speared the ship right through, like an arrow 
piercing a piece of poorly-made armor.

For a few moments, the ship sank slowly, its engines trying to compensate for the lack of pressure. Then something gave inside the vessel with a groan, and it plummeted. I leaned over the side of the airship, watching it grow smaller and smaller as it fell into the endless blue.

“Clouds below
,” the younger woman whispered. “That was our best armor plating, Charlotte!”

“I know.” A smirk spread across the captain’s face. “He took it out with one shot.”

I had. Which, from the looks on their faces as they watched the tiny ship break up and fall out of sight, meant I was far more powerful than their guns. The captain wore a look of undisguised glee, like she’d just discovered an atom bomb in her back pocket. Her subordinate was more intimidated, watching the pieces of the broken airship with something like horror on her face.

I reached for another lightning spell - and felt the wall inside my head slam back down into place. The tiny bit of magic I’d been able to hold onto crackled and died, leaving me with my fists clenched and my forehead scrunched up with effort.

The captain turned to me, her chin tilted upwards. “You may remain on my ship. Welcome to the Angerborn
, Corruption Lord. I am Charlotte Bright, and this-” she gestured at the gorgeous blonde standing next to her, “is my sister, Serena.”

The fear that had been on Serena’s face while she watched my magic was gone. “And you,” she said with a giggle, “are our prisoner.”






Chapter Three










Prisoner.
 The word hit me like a slap in the face. After everything I’d been through in the Eight Realms, to be relegated to such a status was more than demeaning. It was unthinkable.

“I’ve been a woman’s prisoner before,” I said, gazing evenly from one captor to the other. “A Virago Shieldmaiden named Necessity took me captive not long after the arcane ritual that brought me to your Realms. The Princess Reina held me in her dungeon for days, threatening me with all manner of sexual tortures and perversions.” I grinned at Charlotte, then Serena. “Both of them serve me now. Body and soul.”

Charlotte laughed. “Well, the third time’s the charm.”

If I’d hoped my speech would intimidate the captain of the Angerborn
, I was wrong. She looked even more gratified than before - as if she was looking forward to breaking me.

“Serena, escort our prisoner back to the brig.”


Hell no
. I wasn’t about to let these two boss me around. I slid closer to the edge of the airship, looking down into the endless clouds. Was there a bottom to this Realm? Or did the deep blue sky beneath us just go on and on forever?

“There’s not going to be
 
a third time.” I said, meeting Charlotte’s eye. “I am the Corruption Lord. I will not be anyone’s slave.” I glanced over the edge, steeling myself. “I’d rather die first.”

This time, Charlotte’s expression did deepen into shock. She sprang forward, arm outstretched to grab hold of me. “Wait. Don’t-”

For a moment, I thought of my harem. Necessity
, who was my captor but ended up being so much more. Mariah,
 my first, a beautiful succubus with a submissive streak. Kyoko,
 the former thief who was obsessed with bearing my heirs. Eri,
 the slime girl who served me of her own free will, no corrupting magic required. Even Princess Reina and Queen Serenity, conquests I’d barely had the time to get to know.

Last, but not least, Cara.
 The ghost girl who’d left me far too soon - who’d sacrificed herself to give me Lightslayer and control of the Realm. I missed her painfully.


I love you all
, I thought with a smile. Mariah had revealed some time ago that certain thoughts managed to travel from the Corruption Lord to those bound to him by ritual through a strange kind of telepathy - I hoped this was one of those. If this was the end, I was going to miss the hell of those women. They kept my days steady and my nights scorching. And none of them, not a single fucking one, would wanted to see me with a collar around my neck serving a couple of bitchy pirates. They’d understand this. They would.

I jumped into the open air. Pain flared across my collar as Serena tried to stop me, but it was too late. I opened my eyes, the Angerborn
 shrinking as I fell further and further out of my captor’s reach.

A laugh tore itself from my throat. I could see Charlotte and 
Serena leaning over the side of the ship, screaming orders to their crew, but they were too slow. The pain and heat I’d felt in my collar stopped abruptly, as if I’d just fallen out of the range that Serena’s magic wand could send it signals from.

I fell. And fell
. And kept right on falling, because apparently this Realm had no bottom.


I don’t know what I was expecting
, I thought, falling faster and faster through the sky, but it definitely wasn’t this
. I tore through a cloud, the mist turning the world white for a moment before restoring that brilliant blue shine. I rolled in mid-air, turning end over end as I looked for anything
 that might have resembled solid ground.

There wasn’t a thing. Underneath the clouds were more clouds. Beneath the sky was more sky.

Eventually I stopped accelerating. The ship was a dot far above me, barely visible, and I was surrounded on all sides by clear blue sky. The pounding in my chest began to fade, and a new feeling set in: boredom. Was this all there was to this Realm? Would I fall forever, slowly starving to death as I plummeted for thousands of miles? It would be one hell of an awful way to die, that was for sure.

As the ship faded from view completely, I saw something far below me. With a start, I realized it was the airship I’d destroyed with my magic. It had broken into pieces, and those pieces were falling through the endless sky as well. Only they didn’t fall quite as fast, because they were less aerodynamic than a human being. I dimly remembered something like that from my high school science class: the words terminal velocity
 flashed worryingly at the back of my brain for a few seconds before settling down.

I locked my legs and fell towards the wreck, eager to check it out. Who knows?
 I thought. 
Maybe there’s something on that ship that can help get me out of this Realm-


The ship exploded.

I threw up my hands and screamed. It was like the airship had hit a brick wall in mid-air. It splintered into shards, dissolving before my very eyes into a haze of smoke. It rushed up at me, my face contorting in horror as I realized where I was.


This
 was the bottom of the Realm. An invisible wall that destroyed anything that fell too far - that I was seconds away from slamming right into.

I could literally see it’s contours through the smoke. Another few seconds and I’d slam into it, like a bug squishing against the windshield of an eighteen-wheeler. I was toast.

My last thoughts were of my harem, gathered around me wearing big smiles on their faces and nothing else. I closed my eyes and waited for the end.

The smoke hit me in the face. I coughed, but the end didn’t come.

I rolled over, opening my eyes. The small airship was still breaking into pieces, crunching itself smaller and smaller like it had been thrust into a giant paper shredder, but now it was above
 me. I’d fallen right through the wall, like it wasn’t even there.


It destroys objects,
 I realized with a start. And leaves living creatures alone. But if that’s the case, then what’s underneath the bottom? How does this crazy-ass Realm work…?


I had no idea how long I fell. It could’ve been minutes, hours or days in that unbroken expanse of sky. But eventually, I realized there was something far, far below me - a speck of brown in the blue.

As I fell closer, I saw it for what it was - the 
Angerborn.


I’d fallen straight through the floor of this Realm, and now I was right back where I started. The Realm was a loop! It was endless and not endless at the same time, like a damned Mobius strip. I was still trying to wrap my head around the whole thing when the ship saw me falling towards it and turned, it’s big guns swiveling.


Oh great,
 I thought. They’ve decided to blast me out of the sky
. I gave the Angerborn
 two middle fingers and stuck out my tongue. Fuck you too, you fucking assholes...


The ship’s big gun fired. But there was no cannonball.

Instead, a massive net flew in an arc through the sky, headed right for me.

It collided with me mid-air, nearly knocking me senseless. Ropes tangled around my feet and torso, tightening as I came level with the ship and fell right past it. I looked up to see half the crew leaning over the side, watching me fall.

Something jerked against my legs, the rope tightening. The whistling in my ears grew quieter as I slowed down, my free-fall through the sky turning into a controlled drop. There was a rope leading back from the net to the cannon, gripping me just tight enough to slow me down without breaking my bones from the sudden change in speed.


They’ve done this before
, I thought ruefully. I bet they have to catch every person who falls off of one of these ships. I hope it’s a bitch for them, at least.


Finally the fall stopped. I hung motionless from a mile-long tether, tangled up helplessly in Charlotte and Serena’s nets. They let me hang for a minute or so, twisting back and forth in the wind, then a massive crank inside of the airship began to 
turn. Slowly, a few dozen feet at a time, it dragged me up onto the deck.

Strong hands grabbed hold of the net as I reached the level of the airship. They heaved me over the side and slammed me down onto the deck. The sensation of solid ground beneath me again was so shocking that for long moments, all I could do was open and close my mouth soundlessly like a fish.

The circle of crew standing around me parted. Charlotte and Serena stepped through, blocking out the sun as they loomed over me.

Serena spoke first. “Holy shit,” the First Mate whispered, something like awe in her tone. “You really did it. I didn’t think you had the balls…”

I managed to find my voice. “I told you,” I growled, hating how meek I sounded. “I won’t serve you. I’m not your fucking slave.”

Serena glanced at her captain, giving the older woman a plaintive look. “Perhaps we got off on the wrong foot with this one,” she said, bumping Charlotte’s side gently. “Right, sister?”

Charlotte was unamused. “This changes nothing,” she said, rolling her eyes. “In fact, I’ve just learned Darek is going to be even more
 annoying than I thought.”

“He thought he was going to die
,” Serena said, her eyebrows shooting to her hairline. “And he threw himself right off the Angerborn
 anyway! Charlotte, we had no idea he was so...so…”

“Hardcore?” I suggested, trying to sit up.

“Exactly!” Serena’s face brightened at the word. “Charlotte, really. If he’s really willing to kill himself rather than do what we’re asking, maybe we really should rethink how we’re going 
to make this plan work…”

I managed to get my legs beneath me enough to sit up. The ropes were heavy around me, but I didn’t let either of them see how much they weighed me down.

“You can get on the right foot,” I said, grunting with effort, “by taking this fucking collar off me. And clearly you haven’t been paying attention to what’s been going on in the lower Realms, because my name is Craig
.”

Charlotte sniffed. “Craig, Darek - whatever. It’s all the same. You’re a natural disaster, Corruption Lord. You tear through the Eight Realms, turn a bunch of upstanding women into silly harlots, then get yourself killed.”

I shook my head. “Not this time.”

“Not
 this time,” Charlotte agreed, laughing. “This time, you’re going to help us, instead.”

I hooked my thumb beneath the collar, tugging it as far away from my skin as possible. “You want help? Take this fucking thing off me
!”

Charlotte’s eyes went cold. She motioned for several crew members to come forward, and for a moment I allowed myself to think they were actually going to do what I wanted. But they just lifted the ropes off my body, freeing me from the net. I rose to my feet, still a little amazed at having solid boards beneath me.

“We can’t do that,” Serena said apologetically. “We can’t trust you
, Darek - I mean, Craig. You’re the Corruption Lord
. If we take that collar off you, you’ll destroy our fleet and turn us both into nasty little sluts.”

“You’re already nasty little sluts,” I shot back. “And I wouldn’t destroy your fleet. It’s too valuable for that.”

Charlotte had clearly heard enough. “This is exactly what I mean,” she said, giving her First Mate a withering glance. “No deal, Darek.”

I glanced over the side of the airship, calculating how far I’d have to jump to make it off the boat. Both women’s faces filled with agitation as they realized I was really about to do it. Serena reached for her control wand, then apparently thought better of it, her hand going to her side.

“Stop!” Charlotte snapped. “Gods, we’re getting nowhere here.”

“I told you,” I said, meaning it. “I’d rather die than be a slave.”

A flood of realization filled Charlotte’s face. Her high, aristocratic cheekbones flushed with wicked pride. “You’d
 rather die, sure. What about your precious harem?”

The mention of my girls froze my blood. I paused, one foot on the edge of the airship. “If you hurt a single hair on their heads,” I began, “I swear I’ll-”

“What was that woman’s name you mentioned? Necessity?” Charlotte’s grin was pure acid. “I wonder how she’d look with a collar around her neck, Corruption Lord. Screaming for mercy - begging for you to rescue her…”

I laughed in her face. “If you think Necessity would beg for mercy, you’ve clearly never met her.” I doubted my harem girls were meekly sitting by allowing Charlotte’s forces to boss them around either, but I wasn’t about to tell her that. I’d let the Brights discover on their own how difficult it was to tame my women.

Charlotte was undaunted. “We have them all surrounded,” she snarled. “The Ninth Fleet has your armies at their mercy, Corruption Lord. If you refuse to help us, we can make life for 
your harem very, very unpleasant…”

I wasn’t backing down, and neither was she. It fell to Serena to make some kind of headway, and she knew it. Screwing her face up, the blonde stepped in front of her sister and held up the silver control wand.

“You see this?” She held it up, showing me the buttons that controlled my collar. “This is how I’ve been hurting you.” She slipped the device into a bag at her side, closing the flap and buttoning it shut. “It’s gone now. See?”

She held up her hands, like a magician who’d just finished a trick.

“Incredible.” I shook my head slowly. “Now it’ll take you twenty
 seconds to put me into excruciating pain instead of one. How can I possibly thank you for these mercies?”

Serena’s lips formed a tight little line. “I am trying to do the right thing here-”

“The only right thing
 when it comes to slavery is to free your slave!” I loomed large over the pair, drawing myself up in that imperious way I reached for whenever I really
 needed to play the part of the big, evil bad guy. “Anything else is a fucking insult!”

The crew was staring at us, dumbfounded. Most of them looked like they wanted to charge into the gap and beat me senseless: but among them, a few looked more thoughtful. They’d never met a leader like me before; I could feel it. Even collared and kept from my magic, I was a more imposing presence than these two.

Charlotte sensed the dissent among her ranks. “All of you - back to your stations,” she hissed, giving the crowd a paint-peeling glare. “Perhaps we’d better take this to the captain’s 
quarters, Corruption Lord,” she added in a gentler tone. “We’ll keep you out of the brig, for now.”

“Wonderful.” My gaze traveled from her to Serena. I kept my face completely deadpan. “Was that your room, or hers?”

Serena looked like I’d just taken out my cock and pissed all over the floor. She looked up at Charlotte, who I could tell was trying to resist the urge to hit me. I wished she would - I knew better than she did the kind of effect beating a prisoner would have on her crew.

“I
 am the Captain of this ship,” Charlotte hissed through her teeth. “If you’ll follow me, Corruption Lord…”


I know you are,
 I thought, keeping the smirk off my face. I knew that the moment I saw you standing at the wheel, you idiot. But you didn’t KNOW I knew - and you honestly believe I wasn’t sure. How can you be so insecure, Charlotte Bright?


Charlotte glared at Serena as the pair strode ahead of me, causing the young blonde to flinch. Ah, so it’s like that,
 I thought. Insight burned in the back of my brain. There was definitely something here - a crack where I could force my fingers. These two women had a strained relationship, based on the dominance of older sister over younger. I could sense resentment, hurt feelings, long-standing grudges: all things a self-styled Master of Corruption could exploit.

I was tempted to say something else to drive the wedge further between them - but I held back. It wouldn’t take much more than a few of the right words, delivered at the right time, to transform Charlotte and Serena’s relationship into something much less stable or respectful.


Only an awful bastard would do a thing like that to a pair of sisters
, I thought, following the captain and first mate of the Angerborn
 below decks. Good thing I’m an awful bastard, then.


I wasn’t going to try and run, I realized. Instead, I was going to have some fun...






Chapter Four









Charlotte’s private quarters were easily the nicest part of an already-nice ship. Normally there’d be a lot of oohing
 and ahhing
 over the place, someone would offer a hot drink, and we’d gently slide our way into getting down to business. I’d done it plenty of times before while conquering my first Realm.

But I didn’t want these girls getting too comfortable. So before either of them could sit down, I raised my voice and threw them completely off-guard.

“Okay, first question,” I said, kicking the door to Charlotte’s cabin closed with the bottom of my boot. It slammed shut, startling them both. “Where the hell am I?”

Charlotte looked flustered, which is exactly what I was going for. “This is the Realm of Skye,” she said, drawing out the e
 on the end so that it wasn’t quite silent. “I-”

“Realm of Skye,” I said flatly. “Makes sense. Considering there’s not a damned thing here but clouds. Why would you even live in a place like this? How did you get airships to begin with?”

The captain of the Angerborn
 stared at me as if I’d grown a second head. It wasn’t exactly putting her right where I wanted her, but it was a start. She didn’t have the faintest idea what to 
do with me. I could already see her questioning her life choices.

Again, Serena stepped into the gap. I was starting to understand that this was her role: and that the aristocratic captain relied on her for it more than she realized. “All good questions,” the petite blonde said, gesturing at a rack of half-empty bottles. “Which we will get to. First, Corruption Lord, can I get you a drink?”

“Why, so you can poison me? No thanks.” I thought about the hot, steaming mug of tea I’d left in the brig - and an idea occurred to me. “Nice trick, by the way. You didn’t even bother telling your first mate about it?”

Serena’s eyes widened. She nearly dropped the glass in her hand. “Charlotte, you didn’t
!?”

“Didn’t what?” The captain blinked rapidly, struggling to understand the look in her sister’s eyes. “Serena, what are you talking about? I would never poison him - we need him alive-”

“It wasn’t meant to kill me,” I hissed accusingly. I didn’t even look at Charlotte - instead, I focused on Serena, making my face as sincere as possible. “Just dull my senses a bit, so I’d be easier to control. Like an animal, really, which is how your sister has treated me since the moment I got here.”

“Enough
,” Charlotte yelled. “Serena, I did not
 poison the tea. This is foolishness.”

“I drank from that teakettle!” Serena’s hand went to her cheek, her pupils shrinking to pinpricks. “I haven’t felt sharp at all since I came up from the brig, sister. Instead, I feel somewhat...fuzzy
. Is he telling the truth?”

I kept my face studiously neutral - but inside, I was grinning. In truth, Charlotte had done no such thing. She possessed neither 
the foresight or the genius for evil to think of spiking the very first drink I’d been brought after awakening, but now it didn’t matter. Her denials would just deepen her sister’s suspicion.


Another crack in the wall,
 I thought, making a show of looking around the cabin. How many more before you two are at each other’s throats, I wonder?


The two squabbled in the background - Charlotte growing more and more agitated with her sister. Finally I cleared my throat loudly enough to silence them both. “Nice place,” I said, nodding at a shelf filled with books. “You have a library that spans multiple Realms, I see.”

Both women relaxed. This was firmer ground - the slower, gentler path they’d intended to take when leading me down here.

“Yes, I’m quite the reader,” Charlotte admitted, showing a little bit of herself to me. “I’ve always been interested in learning all I can about the other Realms.”

“When we were growing up, she had her nose in a book more often than not,” Serena added kindly. From her tone, she was trying to patch up the argument they’d just had.

“Very good. So you’ve made contact with other Realms, then?”

Charlotte’s expression grew wary. “You haven’t? I thought you were the Corruption Lord?”


I sort of am,
 I thought, chuckling to myself. If only you knew how ceremonial the title can be sometimes...


Instead, I took another tack. “From what I’ve learned of the Eight Realms, they’re something like a totem pole. And Continent is on the bottom.” I held one hand perpendicular to the other, illustrating. “Communicating with lower Realms than yours is easier, ascending is harder. Much
 harder.”

To be honest, I’d had no idea what my plan was after capturing Continent. I’d been playing the invasion by ear, the way I had ever since Mariah pulled me out of that portal. Fake it ‘till you make it.
 I supposed something in the libraries of Thessalia would’ve pointed the way to Skye, if the Bright sisters hadn’t come around and abducted me.

Things seemed to work out around me the way they were supposed to. That’s what worried me - because every Corruption Lord before me had gone down the same path. Conquer seven of the Eight Realms, then die.

I sought a different way - and learning everything about the Realms was paramount to finding it.

For a moment, I was sure Charlotte was about to open up and tell me all about what she knew. Then a guarded look settled over her features, like a trapdoor snapping shut.

“Maybe,” she said, her tone so sugary-sweet that it turned my stomach, “when we get to Swift Island I can show you some of my collection. Once our partnership has begun to bear fruit.”

I smiled, but inside I was seething. Partnership?
 “Of course,” I said. “I look forward to it.”

Charlotte pulled out a chair and sat, then gestured for me to do the same. “For now,” she said, assuming a didactic tone, “you should be made to understand why we brought you to our Realm.”

“It’s for a good reason,” Serena assured me, taking her own seat. Good cop, bad cop
, I thought, glancing from one woman to the other. Classic routine. The problem is, girls, that you’re not very good at it
. “You’re to do a great service for the Realm of Skye, Craig. You’ll be righting a great wrong.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “You had me blow up a ship with a 
lightning bolt,” I said dryly. “Whatever you’ve got planned for me, it is not a humanitarian mission.”

“Far from it.” Charlotte assumed a pleased expression at the mention of violence, as if she were looking forward to it. “You truly know nothing of the Realm of Skye, Darek? Not even who rules it?”

“Craig,” I corrected her for the umpteenth time. “And no. To tell you the truth, I assumed you
 ruled it.”

I could tell I’d touched a nerve. Charlotte grit her teeth, the beginnings of a tantrum worming its way onto her face. Serena reached over and put her hand over her sister’s, reminding her that she was there. Trying to keep her calm,
 I thought. No, you definitely don’t have the temperament of a ruler. Unless that ruler is as insane as Princess Reina…


“Until recently,” Charlotte said in a clipped tone, “that would have been an excellent guess. It’s Lady Gabrielle - the White Tiger of Skye, Mistress of the Nine Fleets. That...that fucking pirate
 sits the throne!”


Interesting titles,
 I thought. Why the ‘White Tiger’
?

“Eight fleets now,” Serena corrected with a smug little look.

I leaned back in my seat. After spending way too long on the floor of the Angerborn
’s brig, sitting in a plush chair was as soothing as sinking into a warm bath.

I opened my mouth to ask what happened to the Ninth Fleet, when I realized I already knew. “The Ninth Fleet has your armies surrounded
,” I said instead, repeating Charlotte’s own words back to her. “Am I to understand your airships are stolen, Captain Bright?”

Spots of color rose to Charlotte’s cheeks. The angry look was back on her face, and this time not even a warning glance from 
Serena could keep it from boiling over.

“Listen to me, you...you upjumped commoner
,” Charlotte hissed, venom dripping from her lips. “The House of Bright has ruled over the fleets of Skye for centuries.
 My father, and my father’s father, and every oldest child of my family since further back than you could even count
 have been the undisputed masters and mistresses of this Realm!” Her hands gripped the tabletop so hard her knuckles went white. “Stolen!? Those ships are mine by blood, by birthright…”

“There was a war,” I surmised, looking from one woman to the other. “An uprising. You lost.”

Serena sighed and put a hand on her older sister’s shoulder. “He’s right, you know,” she said in a whisper.

“I want to throw him overboard,” Charlotte whispered, looking at me like a bratty child who’s toy had started talking back. “Let’s let him fall for a few hours and see if that teaches him some respect for royalty…”

I flashed a smug grin of my own. “I have as much respect for royalty as they deserve,” I said. “Got plenty of Queens and Princesses in my harem. Want to know the names they call me
?”

Charlotte’s fist slammed down on the table. For a moment, I thought she was going to scream. Then a cloud passed over her face, and she smiled so wide it was like she had an extra set of teeth.

“You’ve struck right to the heart of it,” she said, sounding pleased. “That’s exactly
 what we want you to do.”

I frowned across the table. “I’m not following,” I said, playing dumb. “If you two wanted to join my harem, all you had to do was ask-”

“Gabrielle

,” Serena said quickly, forestalling her sister’s anger. “That’s what we want, Craig. We need you to bring her down.”

“Corrupt her into one of your slaves,” Charlotte said with a nod. “You know, the way you do.”

There was a pause as I digested this. Both women looked at me expectantly, twin smiles playing across their features. As if they expected me to be excited
 about dancing to their tune. Like a dog on a leash they could tell to attack on command.

“You’re kidding,” I said, shaking my head. “This is the reason you pulled me out of my fortress, slapped a collar on me, and dragged me all the way to Skye? Because you’re a sore loser?”

I had underestimated exactly how sore
 of a loser Charlotte could be. The aristocrat pouted spectacularly, her face paling as if I’d stood up and slapped her right across her cheek. On the other side of the table, Serena gasped.

Charlotte’s expression hardened. “It’s not like that,” she said. “Gabrielle-”

“No, wait, this is perfect!” I shouldn’t have antagonized a woman who could send ten thousand volts through my bloodstream at the push of a button, but I couldn’t help myself. “Enslaving the most powerful woman in your Realm right after her victorious war is exactly what you’d want an evil bastard like me for!”

“Gabrielle is far from beloved
,” Serena interjected. “She’s a pirate
. Half the fleets in Skye were once dedicated to destroying her. Once it’s revealed that she’s nothing but a puppet of the Corruption Lord, his mindless plaything, the people will clamor for their rightful rulers! My sister and I will be restored to power.”


She sounds like a much more interesting person than either of you
, I 
thought, watching my captors evenly. Although Charlotte and Serena had one thing going for them: they were both absolute knockouts. Their beauty was beyond question, while Gabrielle’s was yet to be seen.

I wasn’t about to choose sides. I wanted to conquer the whole
 Realm, not play Queenmaker behind the scenes. But if I let these two know that, I might as well have tossed myself over the side of the Angerborn
 again.

Instead, I folded my hands one over the other on the table and tried my best to look serious. “Interesting. This is a very
 interesting task you’ve set before me, ladies.”

Charlotte and Serena leaned forward expectantly, pleased looks on their faces. They thought I’d swallowed the bait. Neither of them had any idea of what they were about to unleash.

“If I do this for you,” I said, watching Charlotte’s eyes, “you’ll remove your ships from my territory and allow me to resume my conquest of the Eight Realms?”

“Of course,” Charlotte lied. I would’ve loved to play Texas Hold ‘Em with this girl - she had the worst poker face I’d ever seen. “Like I said - Skye has seen Corruption Lords come and go before.”

“We’d gladly become your vassals,” Serena said. Interestingly, she wasn’t
 lying as far as I could tell. “As long as we keep our free will intact, of course.”

“Of course.” I drew symbols on the tabletop, grinning to myself as the pair tried to decipher them. They probably thought I was planning, or sketching out an alchemical formula I was going to use against their enemy. I was actually doodling a penis. “Very well. I accept.”

Charlotte’s eyebrows raised. Her shock faded into pleasure, a knowing grin spreading across her face. She thought she had me - she was so convinced of her own cleverness.

“Wonderful! This calls for a drink-”

I held up two fingers. “On two
 conditions.”

The captain’s mouth snapped shut. She made a face like she’d just tasted something very bitter. “You don’t exactly have a lot of leverage here, Corruption Lord,” she said, gesturing at my collar.

“Sister, please.” Serena leaned forward, all open smiles next to Charlotte’s guarded selfishness. “We will listen to your conditions, Craig. And accept them, if they’re reasonable. Yes we will
,” she added, elbowing her sister.

I nodded. It was clear these two were never going to see eye-to-eye about my treatment, but I didn’t need them to. In fact, the more they squabbled, the better things were for me. I couldn’t wait to turn them against each other.

“First,” I said, holding up a finger, “I need you two to be honest with me from now on. I need to know everything about this Realm and the woman who rules it if I’m going to be able to tame her. Lying to me about how this place works will only hurt your cause, not mine.”

Charlotte’s lips twisted. “Fine. Within reason
,” she added, with a hasty look at Serena. “There are certain topics we’d prefer to keep off-limits, of course.”

Serena acknowledged this with a nod. “What’s the second condition, Craig?”

I cracked my knuckles. This one was actually far, far
 more important than the first, but I needed them to think it wasn’t.

“I want to talk to my harem,” I said, tossing the words out with as casual of an air as I could. “I need to be sure they’re alright. That none of your people have hurt them, or done anything worse.”

My heart skipped a beat. Would they agree? They couldn’t not
 agree, right? Not without giving the game away completely. I watched them share a look, talking without saying anything. From the looks on their faces, neither of them could find anything immediately wrong with the request.

“Fine,” Charlotte said with a shrug. “We’ll arrange a conversation portal once we arrive at Swift Island. You can speak with them yourself and verify they’re unharmed. Although you won’t get to see them until the job is done, of course.”

“Then we have a deal,” I said, thumping the table. “Honestly, ladies, we could have done this without all this tumult and turbulence. Turning powerful women into my submissive servants is just what I do
.”

If my words made them think of how much I’d love to do the same thing to them, they showed no sign. “Very good,” Charlotte said, sipping her tea. “Serena, lead the Corruption Lord to the upper deck and answer any questions he might have about his new assignment. Within reason, of course.”

“Absolutely,” Serena said.

As I turned to leave, Charlotte coughed. “Please don’t judge us too harshly, Corruption Lord,” she said, grinning at me. “These measures we’ve taken are for our own protection. Once Gabrielle is your whimpering, cock-addicted servant, you’ll be back with your harem before you know it.”


You’ll never get to see them again,
 the captain’s smile told me. There’s no way in hell I’m letting you leave my kingdom alive. The 
moment you knock that bitch Gabrielle off her pedestal, I’ll kill both of you.



I know
, my own grin said back. But what you don’t know is how badly I’m about to fuck your entire life up
.

“Capital,” I said with a laugh. “Serena, please lead the way. While we walk, you can tell me: what is this Swift Island you two keep mentioning?”

“Oh, you’ll see,” the blonde giggled. “You’ll see.”






Chapter Five









“You have a floating island,” I said, watching the speck on the horizon drift closer and closer. “Of course
 you have a floating island.”

Serena and I stood on the prow of the Angerborn
, watching the island approach. Viewed from above, Swift Island resembled something marked by the compass of a massive, obsessive-compulsive God. It was a perfect circle, divided into six equal sections by roadways that cut it into slices. All six surrounded a much smaller center, where a stone fortress loomed taller than any buildings. There was a small vertical rim around the entire circle, with dozens of spokes sticking outwards on all sides so that approaching and departing ships could dock. It made the whole thing like some sort of crazy floating cog.

The top was only the beginning, however. Even from this high up, I could see Swift Island was less a plate than a nail, or a screw. It tapered downwards, brimming with activity beneath the surface. I could only imagine how many people lived there.

“Years ago, when we were children, this was our vacation island,” Serena explained. “Now it’s the home of our government-in-exile.” She watched the island with a wistful, nostalgic expression as our massive airship banked closer, turning in a slow downward curve towards the great cogwall’s 
docking spokes. “One of our more eccentric uncles planted an artificial forest across the top, and Charlotte and I went there every summer. See that tower there in the center? We used to play air pirates from up there. Charlotte would call out artillery bombardments while I ran around the trees and screamed.” Something sad showed on her face. “She always made me
 be the pirate.”

“Don’t feel too bad about it,” I assured her. “Now you’re both pirates.”

Serena laughed. I liked that laugh. Not just because it was musical, a little lusty, and fit her vivacious personality perfectly. It meant she was letting her guard down around me a bit, beginning to trust me. Unlike her sister, she’d been impressed rather than displeased by my leap off the Angerborn
, and that had endeared me to her.

She was unlike Charlotte - born to support a ruler, rather than be one herself. It made her so well-suited to a position in my harem that I would’ve already made a move on her were it not for the collar around my neck.

“Of course, it’s completely different now.” The blonde crossed her arms beneath her breasts, shivering against the wind. It’s full of our loyal retainers - those who support the true
 ruler of Skye. My sister.” She beamed at me. “I know we had to use you sorely to bring you here, Craig, but I really do appreciate what you’re doing for my sister. She does, too, even if she’s a little prickly about it.”

Now she wanted to be my friend. Which was just fine with me.

“I’m still confused,” I said, watching the island grow larger and larger beneath us. It would’ve taken an able-bodied man or woman a good half-hour to jog around its circumference, I guessed. “As far as I can tell, this Realm is nothing but clear 
blue sky and some clouds. Besides your airships, this floating island is the first solid thing I’ve seen since I came to Skye. What are you two fighting so hard for?”

Serena made a face, and I knew instantly I’d touched one of the lines Charlotte warned her not to cross.

“There is...great power in Skye,” Serena said, her expression guarded. “Power that would be the envy of the Eight Realms if it was more well-known. And that, unfortunately, is all I can tell you about that for now.”

“Your sister would kill you otherwise,” I joked with a smile. She matched it, her nose wrinkling cutely. God, this girl was gorgeous. “That reminds me of something. Do you have my sword?”

Serena looked surprised. “Yes - we took it off you in the throne room,” she explained. “Don’t worry, it’s fine. Once you complete the job for my sister, you can have it back.”

“I might need it to complete this job,” I said. I probably didn’t - but channeling my power through the blade might make me powerful enough to snap through the collar’s magic dampeners. Even if it didn’t, I missed having Lightslayer at my side. It reminded me of Cara.

“If you do,” she said evenly, “we’ll give it to you. After we study it.”

The word study
 didn’t go unnoticed. “You’re doing what
 now with my sword?”

The ship shifted beneath us, caught in a cross-breeze. Serena stumbled, the rope she’d been holding snapping out of her fingers. Her jaw dropped open as she slipped to the side, losing her balance. Her other hand reached for a piece of rigging, missing, and she began to fall right over the side of the 
airship-

I grabbed one of her hands in both of mine. “Hold on,” I grunted, tugging her back onto firmer ground.

Serena took two steps away from the rim of the airship and grabbed hold of a railing. Her shoulders shook silently for long seconds as she got a grip on herself. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her eyes constricting to pinpricks.

“That was close,” she whispered, glancing over the edge. A realization flashed in her eyes. “You...you could’ve let me fall!”

I shrugged. “But I didn’t. Besides, you’re too cute to get caught up in one of those gross nets. Trust me, they’re disgusting. How often does your crew wash them, anyway?”

She started to laugh. “Not often enough, I’m afraid. I’ll order them cleaned once we land, just in case one of us happens to fall. Deal?”

“Deal,” I said with a smirk. Tut tut,
 I thought. Nearly falling off your own ship? Not much of a sky pirate
.

No wonder these two had chosen me to be the avatar of their vengeance. Everything I learned about the war for Skye made me more and more certain that I hadn’t fallen in with the rightful rulers
, or even the temporarily-displaced heroes of the Realm.

Serena and her sister might have been women, but they were the bad guys
 all the same.

A tremor passed through the Angerborn
 as it slotted between two of the great spokes. Deckhands onboard the island hollered to each other as they tied the craft up with rope, mooring it to the floating isle. I’d been so used to the deck rocking gently beneath my feet that the sudden lack of movement shocked me.

“Welcome to Swift Island,” Serena said with a jaunty smile. “The only true capitol of Skye. My sister should be joining us any minute now…”

As if summoned by her words, the door to the captain’s quarters opened. Charlotte strode across the deck, dressed to the nines. I couldn’t help but stare. She might have been a wretched, spoiled, selfish bitch, but Charlotte Bright had style
. She’d traded in both her tactical outfit and her gloomy jumpsuit for a flashy outfit that made her look like the pirate she pretended to be.

A leather corset lifted and separated her breasts, nearly spilling them over the laces like an Oktoberfest barmaid’s get-up. Her skirt matched the corset, so short that it would’ve been obscene were it not for the thigh-high boots going all the way up to the hem. Those were of scaled leather from some kind of drake or dragon, hugging her long legs like a second skin. A tri-cord hat with her sun logo and a pair of guns at her side completed the ensemble. She looked like she was ready to take the entire world by storm, bite by wondrous bite.

I devoured her with my eyes, thinking of all the things I could do with her tempting body and bratty mouth. Then I saw what she had strapped to her back, and my pleased expression turned to stone.

She was wearing Lightslayer. My fucking sword.


Before I could stop myself, I was marching across the deck towards her. Crew members looked up as I got close, wary expressions filling their faces. Dimly, behind me, I heard Serena calling my name. I didn’t listen.

“That is mine
!” I yelled, breaking into a run. All I had to do was get my hands on Lightslayer and I’d be free of the Bright’s control. I could snap this collar like a twig, then take my time 
breaking their minds and bodies.

I was a step away from Charlotte when I doubled over in pain. My collar flashed white-hot, sending me to my knees. I had just enough presence of mind to look back over my shoulder and see Serena holding her bracelet, the pocket of the bag at her side hanging open.

“Twenty seconds,” I gasped from the pain, “instead of one.”

Charlotte smiled - and kicked me in the chest. I fell to the floor, the boards thumping between my shoulder blades.

“Show him to his quarters,” the captain said, gesturing at someone unseen. “Then give him his precious portal call with his sluts. Remind him why he’s doing this.”


You bitch
, I thought, writhing on the floor of the airship. I’m going to make you pay for this. So fucking hard.


The pain ended with the same suddenness it always did. I stared up at a clear blue sky, Serena standing over me with a worried expression.

“Why did you do that?” she gasped. Her hand grabbed mine, and she helped me to my feet. “I tried to warn you…”

“That is my fucking sword,” I hissed. “Mine
. People don’t take what’s mine and get to keep their fucking teeth, Serena.”

She looked stricken. “Look, I’m sorry I had to hurt you,” she said, guiding me to the side of the airship. The crew had set down a plank leading to the city proper - Charlotte had already stalked off to attend whatever reception her sycophants were throwing for her. “I thought you were going to attack my sister!”

“I was
,” I said, fixing her with an intense glare. “You still don’t understand the way I operate, do you, Serena?”

She nibbled her bottom lip. God, she was cowed so easily. Years of living in Charlotte’s shadow had made her naturally submissive towards authority - all I had to do was act
 like someone who should be in charge and she’d treat me that way.

“I can’t get you your sword,” she said, holding up her hands in a conciliatory way. “Not now, anyway. Maybe after Dr. Pavel’s had a look at the thing…”

“And who,” I snarled, “is he?
”

“She
,” Serena corrected. “Skye’s foremost expert on magical technology. Which doesn’t mean all that much, to tell you the truth.” She shot me a bashful look. “We don’t have
 magic on Skye, Craig. Other than-”

Her mouth snapped shut so fast I wasn’t sure she’d spoken the last two words at all. But the guilty look on her face let me know she had.

“Other than what
?” I asked. I would’ve given half of Continent to hold the Gaze for thirty seconds with this woman. I had to know what she knew.

“Nothing,” she stammered, shaking her head. “Let me show you to your quarters, Corruption Lord. Then I’ll open a conversation portal to your fortress, so you can see your armies and your...other holdings are all intact.”

“Uh huh.” Okay, Craig,
 I thought. Now or never
. Serena had just seen her sister act like a total bitch. She knew
 how I felt about Lightslayer, yet she still flaunted it in front of me like a schoolyard taunt. Serena literally felt bad
 about hurting me, for the first time. I had to press this advantage.

I had to make her like me more, so she’d like her sister less. So she’d help me do what I had to do. I didn’t need her on my side - I just wanted her not entirely on Charlotte’s.

“Look,” I said thickly. “I really do
 want 
to help you. You know that, right?”

Serena thought it over for a moment, her expression grave. Then she nodded, her blonde locks flashing in the light.

“If you didn’t, you’d have let me fall,” she whispered.

“I would’ve pushed you myself,” I said with a small smile. “And seen how long it would’ve taken for your sister to fish you out of the clouds.”

She laughed at that. “Knowing my sister, that would’ve been an exceedingly long time.” She looked at me sideways, her green eyes flashing fiercely. “You’re really not the sort of man I expected you to be, Corruption Lord. Not at all.”

I gazed over the prow of the ship, taking in the stubby skyline of Swift Island. “I just wish you two had come to me a little bit gentler, that’s all. We could’ve been friends, maybe. I dunno, you seem pretty friendly - Charlotte, not so much.”

“My sister sees you as a captive,” Serena said, giving me a lopsided smile. “Give her some time. She’s...prickly with outsiders, that’s all.”


This place isn’t much
, I thought, tearing my eyes away from the island, but it should suffice. It’s exactly the kind of stepping stone I need.


“She sees me as a captive,” I said, stepping down the gang-plank. “What about you, Serena?”

She watched me walk all the way down to the spoke, her eyes lit up like stars. To my question, she had no reply.






Chapter Six









My quarters were nice. They lacked the kind of luxury I’d become accustomed to since coming to the Eight Realms, but they beat the hell out of my awful apartment back on Earth. A thick, plush blue rug stretched across the floor of my bedroom, the sun logo of the Bright clan stitched from wall-to-wall. There was a window, even though the only thing I could see out of it was a cloud-filled sky. On Swift Island, people lived beneath the surface, the topside devoted almost entirely to farming and airship docking.

Serena hadn’t bothered to give me the tour. She’d installed me down here after our chat on the Angerborn
, leaving me with some food, a steaming pot of the bitter tea everyone in this Realm drank, and a promise to come back soon with a conversation portal.

Oh, and she’d also given me some chalk. Which was nice of her, but not terribly smart.

After checking that the door was securely locked - from the outside, unfortunately - I got to work. My artistic abilities had never been anything to write home about, but they were decent enough to get my drawings put on the refrigerator door as a kid. By the time I was done, the chalk Serena left behind was worn down to a tiny nub. I stepped back, surveyed my 
work, and nodded.

Then I took a shower. I needed to wash off the panic sweat from my plummet over the side of the Angerborn
. To my surprise, the clothing in the dressers not only fit me but were cut in a style that didn’t clash with my reputation as an evil lord. I put on the jet-black pants and tunic after I dried off, marveling at the fabric’s lightness and comfort. I made a mental note to find out who’d made it and buy an entire wardrobe of the stuff once Skye was under my control.

By the time Serena came back, I was almost done with the food and working on my third mug of tea. The more of the stuff I drank, the more I started to like it. Like a lot of stuff in Skye
, I thought, giving the princess’ younger sister a smile as her face filled with surprise.

She turned a small circle in the stately room, her brows furrowing together as she took in the drawings on the walls. “I...like what you’ve done with the place?” she asked, hands on her hips. “It’s kind of strange…”


That’s putting it mildly
, I thought. There were stick figure drawings all over the walls of my quarters. I didn’t have the technical skill of Mariah, or even most of my cultists, so I’d been nervous to try for anything very detailed. As it was, the pictures I’d put all over the wood had a few simple themes: stickman holding a sword, stickman smiting some other stickpeople; stickman laying the pipe on some stickladies.

The sturdy boards had been perfect for drawing. I just hoped Serena didn’t try and erase them.

“Yeah, I’ve always done stuff like this,” I said, giving her my best evil-bad-guy smile. “Makes the place feel a little bit more like home, you know? Back at Wrathholme, I’m surrounded by fine art made by my followers, depicting the various 
Corruption Lords throughout the ages. I thought I’d do something similar while I’m here.”

Serena leaned in closer towards a particular drawing - which happened to be my terrible rendition of the night I’d brought my entire harem into bed with me. “Some of these are...pornographic,” she said in a low tone.

“You’re not into pornography? I find it very stimulating. Although you live in a Realm with very few trees, so maybe you don’t have dirty magazines where you come from…?”

Serena turned away from the makeshift fresco, a smile playing on her features. “You might be surprised,” she said, giving a look like she wanted to tell me more. Then her face changed, and she reached into the bag at her side. “Oh, you wanted this…”

I stiffened, expecting the control wand - but instead, she pulled out a small, handheld portal device. It resembled nothing so much as one of the big universal remotes they sold back on Earth, but the wand in Serena’s hand fulfilled only one function: creating a small tear in reality that linked two places. Creating a portal more than a few inches in size required powerful
 magic, which these devices did not have. Only someone like Mariah, or the machinery inside of the Inner Choir, could create a portal you could actually walk through.

But it would let me talk to my harem. And I really, really needed to see them.

“We placed your lieutenants in separate locations,” Serena said, still sneaking glances at the chalk drawings I’d put all over the walls. She just couldn’t figure them out. “For obvious reasons, of course. Which means you won’t be able to talk to all of them. Is there anyone in particular…?”

How could I possibly choose? Each of them appeared in my 
mind simultaneously: from Kyoko’s lusty purr to the sarcastic little smirks Eri liked to make right before she kissed me. I couldn’t possibly choose just one girl to speak with.

Only the choice had already been made for me, I realized. “Wrathholme,” I said, my throat suddenly dry.

“Pardon?” Serena turned away from a poorly-drawn picture of Serenity on her knees, spots of color on her cheeks. “I don’t think we captured anyone by that name…”

“It’s the name of my fortress,” I explained. “It lies all the way at the southernmost tip of Continent.” Where I broke the Virago Shieldmaidens once and for all
, I thought.

“Oh yes - I remember now. We have fleet contacts there.” She gave me a confused look. “I’m not sure which one of your girls is there-”

“Just open the channel,” I said kindly, resting my hands on my knees. “Please - I really need to know they’re okay…”

I also needed Serena to not think about the strange request too deeply. She thumbed a button on the side of the remote, and a moment later, a pinkish portal tore through the air a few feet away from my face. I recognized the room I was looking into instantly: it was my bedroom at the top of Wrathholme’s central tower.

In front of the portal stood a man in Bright-themed tactical gear. Behind him on my massive bed were two unmistakable beauties, the queens of my harem. My wives.

Mariah, First of the Corrupt. And Necessity, my Mistress of War.

Relief flooded me at the sight of them. Mariah lay on her stomach in bed, Necessity sitting beside her with her feet on the floor. Both of them looked completely unhurt. Although 
there was a strange tiredness in Mariah’s eyes, her movements slower than normal.

“Thank you,” Serena told the guard. “Step aside, please. He wants to talk to both of them.”

The guard moved out of the way. Necessity saw me first, and it was like the sun coming out from behind a cloud. She sprang to her feet, eyes wide with shock, and approached the screen.

“My Lord! Mariah, it’s Craig!
 He’s alive!”

What I saw next nearly broke my heart. The succubus lifted her head weakly and struggled to rise. She managed to shift her body upwards with her hands, then with a groan settled back down onto her stomach. Just that small amount of movement looked like it had taken a major effort.

“Master
,” the succubus whispered brokenly. “Please…”

“Mariah!” I leaned in, so close to the portal that it was practically touching my eyeballs. “Necessity, what did they do to her?
”

The elven warrior frowned. She looked uncertain of herself; and on a woman as powerful and physically fit as Necessity, uncertainty looked foreign on her face.

“As much as I hate these people,” Necessity said, clenching her jaw, “they haven’t laid a finger on any of us. They’ve treated us as humanely as possible, my Lord. Mariah’s weakness comes from her nature as a succubus.”


Oh shit.
 It didn’t take a rocket scientist to know what she meant. As a demon fueled by pure lust, Mariah recharged her sexual batteries by getting between the sheets with me or being in very close proximity while I did it with someone else. I’d been gone so long that she was tapped out - like a wilted flower. The succubus could barely move. I felt horrible.

“Fuck.” I turned away from the portal, fixing Serena with a glare. “You need to bring her to me.”

The blonde leaned over, watching Mariah through the portal. “I wish I could,” she said after a long moment. “But you know I can’t. Charlotte would never allow it-”

“How long are you going to let your sister rule your life?” I snapped. She didn’t have an answer for that, so I turned back to the portal. “Have you been in touch with the rest of the harem? How are Eri and Kyoko? What about Serenity? Has Reina come back?”

“Eri and Kyoko are fine, my Lord.” It was amazing the change that had come over Necessity in just the last few minutes. She came to attention like the soldier she was, ready to give me whatever information and aid she could. It was like having me above her sharpened her focus, made her ready to fight. “I haven’t seen Reina. As for Queen Serenity, she’s under lock and key in one of the invader’s airships.”

“Interesting. Why’d they move her, but not you?”

Necessity made a face. “Once they discovered the leader of the Virago had the ability to control your armies at a distance, they secreted her away.” She gestured at the collar around my neck. “They put one of those on her just before they dragged her off, my Lord.”

I fingered the silver band around my neck, frowning deeply. “It’s a magic-dampening collar,” I said, though Necessity had doubtless already guessed that.

“The people who put that on you will pay, my Lord,” Necessity said, her face darkening. “With their lives.”

Serena coughed. I ignored it.

“Without Serenity to lead them, the Virago must be hurting,” I 
said.

My Mistress of War nodded. “Those of us who weren’t already bound to you are...aimless, my Lord. To put it plainly, they’re completely uninterested in war. Our enemy has us at an extreme disadvantage.”


Yeah, but that makes them easy prey,
 I thought. They’ve probably got Virago just lounging around everywhere, not even treating them as a threat. All when one telepathic command can turn them back into the most fearsome fighting force in the Eight Realms
.

I put free Serenity
 at the top of my mental to-do list once I got out of here.

It was time to change the subject. There were things I needed from my harem girls, and I hoped they were willing to play along. “How’s Wrathholme looking?” I asked, striking a more casual tone. “Not too banged up, I hope?”

Necessity made a strange face, as if she weren’t anticipating the question. Before she could answer, Mariah lifted her head again, smiling at me.

“The central tower stands, Master,” the succubus whispered. God, her voice was so pitiful. I wanted to jump through the portal, hold her in my arms, and tell her everything would be alright.

“I hope you haven’t moved my library
,” I said, putting just a touch of extra emphasis on the last word. “I would hate to think of you moving all those skulls
 you insisted on putting in there. That would be quite a challenge in your state, Mariah.”

Necessity continued to frown, but Mariah got it. The ghost of a grin lit up the demon girl’s face. “The library is right where you left it, Master,” she said. “It’s as strong as ever.”

Mariah wasn’t stupid. I didn’t give a fuck about any of 
Wrathholme’s libraries - I was asking about the Inner Choir. Mariah had insisted I decorate my inner sanctum with skulls, as befitting the sinister lord of the Eight Realms.

Until now, I’d had no idea if the Inner Choir was still standing. If the battle against the Virago Shieldmaidens had destroyed it, all my plans were for nothing. A sigh of relief passed my lips. Thankfully Mariah had just confirmed it was still whole.

“Listen,” I told my wives. “These women, the Bright sisters - they didn’t come down here to conquer our Realm. They want my help.”

Necessity scowled. “Funny way to ask for help.”

“I know. There’s a war going on up here in Skye, and Charlotte wants to make sure she’s the winner. Once I do that, we’re home free. We can go on that vacation you were all asking me for. So just hang in there, and this will be over before you know it. Alright?”

Both women nodded. Still, their faces were troubled. I might have been the Eight Realm’s avatar of deception, evil and lies, but there were some people who could see right through me. Necessity and Mariah knew exactly how much trouble we were in.

“We love you, Master,” Mariah said, striking the sexiest pose she could with her muscles like jelly. She managed to arch her back just a bit, her tail flicking across her round, tempting ass. “Hurry home, alright?”

I kissed my fingers and pressed them to the portal. “I will. Give the rest of the harem my love.”

They both blew me kisses. The portal dissolved in a swirl of ozone, leaving me staring at a chalk drawing on the wall. I blinked back tears, and turned to Serena.

The gorgeous woman who’d become my jailer. Who was looking at me like she’d rather be doing anything else in the Realm right now.

“Thank you very much,” I said, taking a seat. “Now, I think you’d better tell me all about how we’re going to turn this pirate queen into my mindless, submissive servant. Would you like some tea?”






Chapter Seven









Serena looked a little wobbly as she seated herself across from me. The room warmed rapidly, the hot tea and our body heat raising the temperature by degrees as we spoke. The blonde sipped at her mug, wincing a bit, then cleared her throat.

“It won’t be easy,” the blonde began, cocking her head to the side. “Gabrielle’s flagship happens to be invincible.”

I scoffed and shook my head. “Nothing’s invincible. That stupid tugboat you had me blow up was wearing the best armor plating your island could produce, and I cut through it like a hot knife against cold butter. You give me my magic back, and Gabrielle doesn’t stand a chance.”

Serena’s tongue worked the inside of her cheek as she thought. “This isn’t like that,” she concluded, taking a sip of her tea. “Gabrielle is a...formidable
 foe. There’s a reason we’re on the run - why we looked for solutions outside of the Realm to restore the monarchy.”

“Maybe you’d better start telling me what those reasons are,” I said. Before Serena could open her mouth, I leaned over and put my hand on top of hers. “We’re supposed to be working together, right?”

She blushed. Actually blushed

. I had to fight hard to keep from laughing right in her face. How was this woman so easily won? Had she never met
 a guy before? Hell, maybe she hadn’t. Her and her sister definitely had the mannerisms of people who’d been raised in a bubble.

“Well, shit...alright.” Serena pulled her hand back a beat too late, staring at it like she could still feel my touch. “My sister would hate me telling you even this much, but here it is. Gabrielle is not from this Realm.”

My tea went down the wrong pipe. I sputtered, coughing it back up. “She’s an invader?”

Serena nodded. “She has powerful magic, Craig. Dark
 magic.”


Sounds like my kind of woman, then
, I thought. “Do you know which Realm?”

She shook her head. “Charlotte won’t tell me. Sometimes I think she doesn’t trust me.”

“That’s because she doesn’t,” I said with a smirk.

Serena’s head snapped back like I’d slapped her in the face. “How dare you say that,” she protested - but there was no real heat in it. “She...she’s my sister, Craig. She loves me…”

I leaned back in my chair. “There is not a single thing I’ve seen since coming to this Realm that gives me the impression Charlotte loves you, Serena.”

Tears beaded in the corners of her eyes. This is it,
 I realized suddenly, a thrill shooting through me. This is how I win her over.


I was dominating Serena in ways that had nothing to do with my magic. She was so sheltered that it was easy to make her see exactly what I wanted to see. Even a corporate bastard from Earth could do it as easy as thinking.

“Don’t - don’t say that,” she said, staring down at the table top. “Charlotte is the rightful ruler of this Realm. I was born to serve her. You don’t understand the first thing about us…”

I leaned forward and cupped her chin, forcing her eyes to mine. Serena’s lip quivered, her pupils dilating as she stared deep into my gaze. There was no magic. Not the magical
 kind at any rate. But I still felt powerful.

“You’re a good person,” I said, pressing down on the compliment button as hard as I could. “You’re not like your sister, Serena. You’d be a much better ruler of Skye than she would.” I played the last card I had. “You
 wouldn’t have me murdered when all this is over, for one thing.”

Her face filled with shock - genuine
 shock. “Charlotte would never do that,” she said, aghast. “The House of Bright honors its arrangements. We have for centuries-”

“Your sister tried to poison me the day I arrived,” I reminded her. The fact that Charlotte had done no such thing was ancillary at best - she believed it. “You know it’s true, Serena. There’s no way I make it out of this alive. Either Gabrielle will kill me, or your big sister will.”

Serena looked like someone had just told her they’d spit in her tea. “I won’t let her,” she said, swallowing hard. “That’s not fair! It’s not right!”

I cocked my head to the side, allowing a small portion of the disdain I felt for Serena to show through on my face. “Sweetheart,” I said, the word sliding over my tongue like honey, “when has Charlotte ever
 taken your input into account when making a decision?”

She sobbed harder. I’ve sent her out to sea,
 I thought, giddy. Now it’s time to throw her a life-preserver
.

“There is
 
a way, though,” I whispered.

Serena looked up, her expression hard. “What?”

This time, both of my hands went on top of hers. “You
 should be Queen,” I said, putting every ounce of sincerity into it I could muster. “I mean, it’s obvious. You’re a much better ruler than your sister - and you’re not a monster like she is. The people would much rather fall behind a pretty young thing like you than a sadistic bitch like her, Serena!”

She shook her head. Yet I could feel her resolve crumbling. “I can’t hurt her,” she whispered, glancing over her shoulder and dropping her voice all of a sudden like she was worried someone might be listening. “Clouds below, Craig, she’s my sister
-”

“You wouldn’t have to harm a hair on her head,” I explained to Serena. “Sweetheart, it’ll be the easiest coup in recorded history. All you have to do is let me look
 at her.”

“The Gaze.” Serena shivered, like she was hot and cold at the same time. “I’ve heard it’s...that it’s evil…
”

“It is,” I said, squeezing her hand tighter. “And it’s amazing
. Once your sister feels it, she’ll be happier than she’s ever been in her entire life. She’ll stop bossing you around, she’ll stop caring so much about ruling everything around with an iron fist. She’ll love
 what she is, Serena.” A thought occurred to me. “You saw me talking to my harem, right?”

Serena nodded.

“Did they seem unhappy to you? Other than your goons keeping them away from me, I mean.” I watched her face change. She’d seen the way Necessity looked at me - leaned on me, centered her entire being around my presence. “They love it, Serena. They love
 being in my harem. It makes them more powerful. It makes them free.
 
It’ll make your sister more powerful, too.”

There was still doubt in her eyes. I had to extinguish it.

“I don’t know,” the blonde whimpered, shaking her head back and forth. “This is...very sudden, Craig. What you’re talking about, it’s...it’s heinous. Even if I wanted to usurp the crown, to turn against my own sister? What sort of woman does that?”

I leaned in very, very
 close. I felt the heat rolling off Serena’s body, coming from way more than the tea. She was as tense as a tightly-wound spring, crackling with repressed energy.

“One who loves her people,” I murmured. “One who isn’t afraid to do the right thing.”

“Craig-”

“Someone,” I growled, taking hold of her waist, “who wants this just as much as I do.”

I kissed her. For a moment she stiffened, her mind churning, then she melted against me. She leaned back in her chair, her back arching like a bow as her legs spread unconsciously. I put my knee between them, pinning her down as my tongue sought out her own.

Her mouth stayed closed for long, passionate moments. I could taste strawberry on her soft, pouty lips and wondered whether it was from food or some kind of cosmetic. Finally she moaned against me, her lips parting and her eager tongue welcoming mine. We made out hot and heavy, the chair rocking onto its back legs as I pushed away the table and went full-tilt into the kiss.

By the time I pulled away, Serena was red-faced and gasping. “Good lord, Craig,” she panted, staring at me with new eyes. “We shouldn’t have done that. Oh fuck, that was so wrong…”

“I know,” I said with a rakish grin. “But it felt good, didn’t it?”

I leaned over and did it again. This time Serena was even more eager, more ready for me. Her hands slipped beneath my shirt, feeling the muscles in my back, shoulders and chest as I kissed her harder and deeper than before. My knee worked between her legs, pressing against her core and making her gasp.

“You taste amazing,” I growled, my lips leaving hers. I planted an open-mouthed kiss on her neck and savored the way she squirmed in the seat, the sensations from up top and down below mingling to blow her mind. “I’ve got to have you, Serena. Right now…”

She let out a yelp as I lifted her out of the chair, carrying her in my arms to the bed. I didn’t need magic to do it - Darek’s body was more than strong enough to lift a petite, young thing like her. Holding her like this made me think of all the other fun things I could do to her lithe body, and I knew her own mind was going down a similar track. She nibbled my bottom lip so hard that I tasted blood, my vision going red for a moment. I slammed
 her down on the bed with a growl, putting my mouth and hands all over her body.

“My sister will kill you,” Serena gasped, her ass leaving the bed. “Oh fuck, if she finds out about this, Craig…”

“She won’t,” I assured her. I stroked her long blonde hair, my free hand sliding between her thighs. “And even if she does - we’ll just have to put her under our power, won’t we? So you can be Queen?”

Normally Serena would never have agreed. But she wasn’t thinking with her brain right now. The heat in her eyes overrode her thoughts, and the pressure of my fingers between her slender thighs made the decision for her. She 
nodded eagerly, groaning as my hand slipped beneath her skirt to find her panties.

“Yes
,” Serena purred, holding onto me like she was about to fall off the ship all over again. “I want it, Craig. I want you to help me take command of the fleet. I should be Queen of Skye, not Charlotte…!”

I covered her mouth with mine. “I don’t ever want to hear that name come out of your mouth again,” I grunted, stroking her through the thin fabric. Serena’s nub throbbed beneath the digits, heat and wetness soaking her panties. “You’re Queen now, Serena. My
 Queen.” I stood up, tore off my shirt, and grinned down at her. “How may I serve you, my Queen?”

Serena looked up at me like she’d just won the fucking lottery. “Fuck me,” she whimpered, spreading her legs wider. “Clouds below, when we pulled you out of your Realm I never thought I’d be saying those words to you…”

Slowly, with precision that made her squeal, I tugged her panties down her creamy thighs. Once they were off, I tucked them in my back pocket, letting her see.

“You don’t need those anymore,” I said, lowering my face to her thighs. “You ready to find out why all those women are kicking down my bedroom door, Queen?”

“Yes! Gods, yes!” Serena was totally into it now - she was ready and willing for everything I wanted to do to her. Any rational thought had fled the building long ago. Her sister, the fleets of Skye, the war against Gabrielle: none of those mattered next to the hot, searing core of need
 inside her. Serena needed to get off so badly, she’d have agreed to just about anything I wanted.

Fortunately, I only wanted a little.

I grabbed her underneath her shapely ass and pulled her towards the foot of the bed. My knees went down onto the floor, putting me at the perfect height to taste her pussy. I lifted her to me like a banquet, the feral tang of her slit entering my nostrils. I blew out gently, and one of her legs kicked uncontrollably. Just that tiny bit of contact drove her wild.

“Give me some magic,” I grunted, glancing up from between her legs. “Please, my Queen…”

A guarded expression entered her face. She knew she shouldn’t, that it was forbidden, but she was curious all the same.

“I...I can’t,” she muttered, arching her pelvis against my face. “Please, Craig, please just taste
 me. I’ll let you do anything you want to me after. You can be a beast with me if it pleases you. I want it...”


Now that IS an interesting thing to know about you,
 I thought, my erection throbbing against the mattress. “Of course you can,” I said, grinning. “Just use the controls on your special little wand, the way you did back on the Angerborn
.”

A strange grin spread across her face. “I won’t let you corrupt me,” she whimpered. As if she hadn’t already
 been corrupted by me. As if half her mind wasn’t secretly aching to find out what the Gaze felt like.

I shook my head. “Not that
 much magic,” I explained, letting the tip of my tongue tease her clit. “Just a little bit, Serena. You wouldn’t believe
 the kinds of sex spells my wives know. They’re such good teachers.”

Serena moaned deep in her throat, grinding her pussy against my face. “Please, Craig. Please…”

“The things I can do to your clit,” I panted, juice covering my face, “with just a trickle of magic, well. You won’t be able to walk in a straight line for weeks.”
 I palmed her mound, sliding two fingers into her tight, wet walls. They quivered around me, clenching and gripping like a sneak preview of how my cock would feel inside of her. “Let me do it, Serena. Just enough to make you feel so good…”

She fought it, I could tell. The sensible, rational part of her brain knew it was folly to trust me. I was the Corruption Lord, after all. But she was no longer feeling too sensible or rational.

With a groan, Serena leaned over and picked her bag up off the floor. Her other hand moved at the laces of her corset as she dug inside the leather pouch. Her already-impressive cleavage was basically just toplessness by the time she came up with the silver wand. She was flushed from her cheeks all the way down to her breastbone, more excited than any woman I’d ever seen.

“Here,” she said, sitting up a bit as she fiddled with the controls. “Just a little. Now make me cum my brains out - my dark, evil lord…”

I smiled as I felt the telltale tingle go down my back. The invisible wall separating me from my magic cracked the tiniest bit - not enough to grab a bolt of lightning or ignite a firestorm, but enough. Enough for what I wanted.

My eyes flashed green as I channeled the flow, weaving it effortlessly.

Sending it right into the glyph hidden beneath the carpet.

Serena’s expectant look fell away as the floor began to glow. Confusion filled her, her thighs tensing in my hands as it became clear that whatever I’d just done had nothing to do 
with pleasing her.

“What...is this some kind of sex spell?” She wanted to believe me. She wanted to get laid. “Craig?”

She hadn’t understood. The drawings on the walls, the complicated symbols I’d spent so much time scribbling on the floorboards before hiding them beneath the thick rug - they were all part of the plan. As Mariah explained to me long, long ago, every Shrine needed a few key elements to be consecrated.

The frescoes. A place for the Corruption Lord’s followers to rest. And a little bit of magic…

By the time Serena had an inkling of what had just happened, the connection was already open. This tiny cabin inside of Swift Island had just become a Shrine to Darek, the Corruption Lord. To me.

And as long as the Inner Choir stood, I could teleport there from any
 Shrine in the Eight Realms.

Serena felt for the buttons on the wad, but she was already too late. The air around us roared like an approaching tornado, sending papers flying around the room and knocking over the teakettle. The portal tore through the center of the room, dropping me and Serena directly through with a great whoosh
 and a flash of green magic.

We landed with a thud. The portal closed in a hiss of ozone over our heads, and the two of us were in the Inner Choir. My inner sanctum, at the center of the great tower of Wrathholme.

I was home again.

Serena sat on top of my desk, naked from the waist down. She looked frantically around the room, searching for the portal that had just sent us here. Fear and confusion filled her face as 
she grabbed my shoulders, desperate for some kind of explanation.

“You...you tricked me
!” she realized, hurt filling her voice. “I thought you were going to help me become Queen-”

I didn’t give her time to realize that she was still holding the controls to my collar. I dropped to my feet next to the desk and grabbed the nearest thing I could lay my hands on: the skull Mariah had left me as a paperweight. I swung it at her head, knocking her unconscious. Serena groaned and flopped backwards, going limp. The half-naked daughter of royalty dropped the control wand to the ground, moaning gently as she passed out.

It barely had time to bounce before it was in my hands. I ran my fingers over it, trying to find any indication of which buttons did what. The red one was definitely one to avoid: I’d seen Serena touch it right before the collar did it’s whole ‘industrial stove’ routine.

There was a small button on the underside of the device. It was in such a strange spot that whoever would be wearing this bracelet would need to twist the thing completely around to press it. Praying this wasn’t some kind of “kill the prisoner” button, I closed my eyes and pushed down.

The collar around my neck clicked and fell away. I dropped to my knees, tears of joy springing to my eyes.

“Holy shit,” I sobbed, reaching for my magic. It was there. All of it. I let the green electricity course through me, until I felt like I might burst. Flames, lightning, corruption: all of them were at my fingertips. Ready and waiting for my command. Relief like nothing I’d ever felt flooded me as I removed the unlocked collar from my neck and tucked both it and its controller into a desk drawer. I was me
 again. The Corruption 
Lord.

“I will never let anyone do that to me again,” I resolved, rubbing my throat. “Now, Princess - let’s find you a nice place to sleep that head injury off. Don’t worry, I’ll come see you. I’ve just gotta get my girls back first.”

Necessity and Mariah were being held captive in my quarters. There was a whole fleet of airships over my fortress, and my army of Virago Shieldmaidens were completely powerless to stop them. The odds couldn’t possibly have been more stacked against me.

Green magic crackled through my fingers and I grinned. It was time to make the Bright sisters regret ever setting foot on my territory.






Chapter Eight









“Enjoy your stay, Princess,” I grunted, slamming the heavy iron door closed. “I’ve got work to do.”

Serena lay slumped over inside of the cell, still out cold. If it weren’t for her breasts gently rising and falling in her half-unlaced corset, I might’ve thought she was dead. Carrying her from the Inner Choir down to the cells beneath Wrathholme had been a pain in the ass - at least my cultists kept the dungeon stocked with food and water. The fare down here was plain, but I’d slipped enough through the bars before leaving that Serena would be fed and watered until I could reestablish my hold on the fortress. She’d be fine.

Now that I had my magic back at my disposal, I was tempted to wake her up and use the Gaze. But I resisted. I had much more evil plans for the youngest daughter of Skye’s royal family. Plans that involved so much more than a simple overriding of Serena’s will. She’d be a fun project - as long as I didn’t get myself killed destroying her sister, of course.

I whistled to myself as I made my way back upstairs. The dungeons were empty, completely abandoned by Charlotte’s troops - they hadn’t even posted a token guard down here. I guess when you’ve got floating prisons, you don’t need the old-fashioned kind
, I told myself. Still, pretty big blind spot on their part

.

I wasn’t surprised. I’d gotten a very good look at my new enemies while I’d been their prisoner, and they didn’t strike me as detail-oriented people. As I made my way upstairs to my private quarters, I wondered if Gabrielle would be the same.

No. She was probably better. I was looking forward to seeing what kind of magic she possessed.

There were two guards in tactical gear guarding the door to my private quarters. Their rifles leaned against the wall behind them, half-forgotten, and the guards themselves were crouched down in a squat. Each of them held a hand of cards, with more on the ground in front of them. At a glance, I didn’t recognize the game - too many suits.

Both of them sprang to their feet as I reached the top of the stairs. “It’s him,” one grunted into their mask. He reached for his rifle, grabbing hold of the stock. “Sound the alarm-”

“Sleep
,” I commanded, holding out my hands.

Both guards slumped over, the same way Serena had. Only I didn’t need to bash anyone over the head this time. They were snoozing instantly, laid out on the floor with the cards underneath of them. They’d stay that way until morning, or until someone discovered them and woke them up.

I was half-tempted to kill them. But it would be a waste of good soldiers. Besides, I didn’t want to get blood on my new threads right before I saw my wives.

As soon as the guards dropped, I could hear talking from the other side of the door. Feminine voices spoke to each other, rising in pitch and timbre as I felt around for the guard’s key ring. When I couldn’t find it, I decided to take the direct approach.

“Stand back,” I grunted, calling up a spell. “I’m going to blow this lock.”

A moment later, I grabbed hold of the heavy iron bolt and let fire flow through my fingertips. The metal grew hotter and hotter beneath my touch, until the metal itself began to melt. I let go and kicked the door, the lock shattering to pieces from the blow.

My room was exactly the way I’d left it. Necessity sat on the edge of the bed, with Mariah curled up in a ball next to her. Both of them looked like they’d seen a ghost.

“My Lord
.” Necessity rose to her feet, her lip quivering. “My husband
. Is it really you?”

I smiled. “I know you Virago are into some kinky shit,” I said, watching the tears spring to Necessity’s eyes, “but do me a favor. If I ever express the slightest amount of interest in wearing a collar again - politely but firmly convince me it’s a bad idea.”

“There’ll be nothing polite about it,” Necessity said, pulling me into an embrace. “Oh fuck,
 I’ve missed you so much, Craig…”

“Me too,” I grunted against her shoulder. God, she felt good. Just having her in my arms again did all kinds of things to me. My hands slid down her sides of their own accord, taking twin handfuls of her thick, sculpted ass. “Aww yeah. There we go.”

“You’re incorrigible,” Necessity said - but I could see in her eyes she wasn’t upset in the least. “We haven’t been back together ten seconds and you’re already copping a feel?”

“I just like to remind myself it’s there,” I growled, giving it a spank. “I have so much to tell you both. So much shit has happened since I was gone. You know I just threw Serena Bright in our dungeon?”

Necessity’s eyebrows shot to her hairline. “That is

 wonderful news, my Lord. But before we do anything else, your First needs you.”

She wasn’t kidding. When we’d talked through the portal, Mariah had barely held the strength to sit up. Now even that was gone. Her eyes shined with pure love and devotion, tears streaming from her demonic eyes as she looked up at me - but she couldn’t do anything more than look. A groan escaped her throat as she tried to roll to the side, only to discover she couldn’t. More tears spilled down her cheeks.

I sat down next to her on the bed, trying to look casual. “Shit, I thought you were messing with me,” I said, taking her by the hand. “You know, playing dead to freak out the guards.”

“Unfortunately not, Master,” Mariah whispered. Whispering was all she could do. “I don’t...I’ve never been this empty before, Craig. I’m...I’m scared.
 I’m so scared...”

“I’m right here,” I said, giving her hand a squeeze. “You have nothing to worry about, Mariah. Nothing
. I will always take care of you.”

She smiled weakly. “Then help me,” she rasped, staring up from the mattress.

“How do I do that?”

A wicked look entered her eyes. “Recharge me,” she purred, her eyes swiveling in their sockets. “You and Necessity…”

I turned and looked at the beautiful, powerful elven warrior. She had a naughty little smile. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed yet,” she said, “but it’s the middle of the night here. The guards don’t change shifts until the morning. And if we’re going to take this fortress back, we definitely
 need Mariah’s magic.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Actually, I could. “So 
you’re saying we need to fuck?”

Necessity cocked an eyebrow. “It’s very short notice, I know, but…”

She straddled my lap, letting out a whimper of pleasure as she settled onto my legs.

“It has been a very
 long time, husband.” Her teeth nibbled at my earlobe, warm and wet. “And honestly, I was ready to tear my panties off the moment you stepped into the room.”


Fuck.
 That was so hot…

Necessity’s hands went to my belt. “I like your outfit,” she giggled, grinding herself against the growing bulge in my pants as she disrobed me. “It’s very sexy. Makes me think I should be on my knees before you, not by your side…”

I grabbed one of her breasts through the thin fabric of her top and gave it a squeeze. She moaned and arched her back, the movements of her hips quickening.

“You’re gorgeous, and you know it,” I growled. “You could be wearing a paper bag and I’d still want to fuck your brains out, Necessity.”

There was a moan next to us. Mariah’s wings beat gently against her back, only the whites of her eyes showing.

“I can feel your tension,” the succubus whimpered. “Please, please feed
 me!”

Necessity turned back to me, her lips pursed in a pout. “You heard the woman,” the warrior said, a smirk in her voice. “Let’s not keep her waiting, husband…”

Just like that, the elf sank to her knees in front of me. She kept right on working on my belt, taking my thick cock out of my pants. When she saw it spring free, hard as a girder and 
throbbing gently, she gasped.

“You’re all wet,” she growled, running a finger along the underside of my swollen head. It came back dripping with precum. “Did you fuck the Bright girl, my Lord?”

She was grinning up at me. “Nah,” I said, shaking my head. “I made her think I was going to fuck her, though. All part of my escape plan.”

Necessity’s eyes widened. “You haven’t been with a woman since you were captured?”

It took a second for my brain to catch up with her words. “No. I haven’t.”

A look of sympathy spread over her face. “Oh, Craig
. I am so sorry, my Lord. You must need this terribly…”

The gorgeous elf opened her mouth wide and swallowed me. Her lips wrapped around the swollen, leaking head of my cock and worked their way down, so tight and wet that I cried out in utter bliss. My hand came down on the back of her head, tangling in her long, dark hair as she sucked. She went deeper, then deeper, all the way down to my balls. Warm, slick wetness enveloped my shaft as she took me all, welcoming me into her throat the way she’d welcomed me home.

She didn’t need to throw me a parade, or even cook me a meal. All I needed was this
. Her. Worshipping me.

“Holy shit,” I sighed, happily tugging Necessity’s dark locks as she sucked me off. “You have no fucking idea how badly I needed this…”

I wasn’t the only one. On the other side of the bed, Mariah’s fist began to open and close slowly. Life steadily returned to the succubus’ limbs as she fed off the sexual energy in the room, sipping from the sloppy blowjob Necessity was giving 
me. Her smile grew as she slowly began to crawl her way across the bed, moving closer to us the way a plant turns to face the sun that gives it life.

“It’s working,” I told Necessity. The elf groaned, pulling back to kiss the crown of my cock while stroking me. “We’re charging her batteries, Necessity. We’re bringing her back.”

“Wonderful, husband,” the elf panted. “I know this must feel amazing for you after so long apart, but…can we fuck
 now? Please?”

I grinned down at her. “You need it pretty bad too, huh?”

“In the worst way,” she laughed, pushing me back onto the bed and climbing on top of me. “My tight little cunt is aching
 for you, my Lord. I can’t remember the last time I was this wet…”

I couldn’t remember, either. Necessity’s pussy was like an open oven, oh-so-hot and dripping with juice. She grabbed my base with her free hand and aimed me into her slit, like the arrow leading to an ‘X’ on the treasure map. A moment later her hips slammed down, impaling her body on mine, and I had my treasure.

“Oh fuck
!” Necessity tossed her head back and screamed. Her inner walls already clenched around me, gripping my cock like a fist as she prepared to come. “I can’t hold back, husband, I can’t!
 I’m coming…!”

A moment later, she made good on her threat. Necessity flushed crimson as she roared with pleasure, slamming her hips down on me again and again as she rode out her orgasm. Her face contorted in an agonized expression of pure ecstasy, her mouth opening wider than an opera singer’s as her pussy boiled over. Juice coated my cock as it pumped in her like a piston, hitting all the right spots to send her into the stratosphere.

As she came down from her peak, I put my arms behind my head and watched her. “Wow,” I said, snickering good-naturedly. “You spent all that time talking about how bad I needed it, and then you go over the edge in two thrusts.”

“Shut up
,” Necessity growled good-naturedly, her hands gripping my shoulders.

“I’m serious, is there a female equivalent to ‘premature ejaculator?’ Because I’m pretty sure I just sent you over the edge in one fucking stroke-”

Necessity shut me up by squeezing her thighs together, turning her channel into a Chinese finger trap. It was so tight and wet that I couldn’t even thrust - just lie back and take it while she rode me harder and harder. Her big tits bounced up and down in my face, and I pulled one nipple into my mouth and sucked greedily.

She rolled her hips in a circle, swirling around my cock. My balls ached; holding back was so fucking hard at this point. I was done
, and she knew it.

“Why are you holding back?” Necessity teased. God, she could tease like no one else. “I know
 you need to come, husband. Stop showing off and paint my fucking walls already!
”

Suddenly there was another woman next to me. I glanced over to see Mariah, still drained but slowly recovering. She’d curled up next to me, her dark-red skin a pleasing contrast with Necessity’s paleness and my tan. Her filthy-long tongue lolled all the way down to the tip of her chin as she watched Necessity ride me.

“I felt her come,” the succubus said, shivering with reflected pleasure. “And I can feel how badly you need it, Master. Your wife is begging
 for it. Give her her reward and pump her full…”

With two gorgeous women coaxing me on, who could possibly resist? Not me.

I stared into Necessity’s eyes and upthrust as hard as I could, spearing her on my prick. My balls bounced up and down as I fucked her, holding onto her hips for more leverage as I buried myself as deep and hard as I could.

“I love you,” Necessity babbled, her soul written all over her face. “I love you so much, now come inside me!”

The pleasure became so sweet it was unbearable, and suddenly I was right there. My cock jerked inside of her as it erupted, firing ropes of hot, thick cream deep into Necessity’s core. The eleven warrior gasped with pleasure and ground herself against me, burying my cock hilt-deep inside of her cunt as my balls drained.

As I came down from my peak she went horizontal, her breasts against my chest as we kissed. Her tongue explored my mouth for long, languid moments, her hips slowing down gradually as she milked me dry. By the time I was done pumping her full, her pussy dripped with my load. Necessity hadn’t been wrong - I really had
 been pent up without my harem. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d shot so much.

“That,” Necessity purred, breaking the kiss, “was worth waiting for.”

I laughed, squeezing her tits as she writhed in my arms. She pulled off of me, curling up against my chest with a happy sigh, and suddenly there was someone else on top of me.

“Mariah!” The joy that filled my heart at seeing my succubus powerful enough to mount me was beyond description. “Holy shit, it worked! Did
 it work?”

My first was still in her full-on succubus form - which meant 
horns, a tail, and coppery-red skin. There had been a time when Mariah tried to hide her true face from me, using illusions to turn into any number of beautiful, red-headed women. But once I’d made her my wife, I banished them all. I didn’t want some fake supermodel - I could have them by the dozens if I chose. I’d fallen in love with the real
 Mariah, demonic traits and all.

With the first words out of her mouth, it was clear she was back to her old self. “Of course, Master,” the succubus purred, licking her jet-black lips. “Laying next to you while you made love to Necessity gave me enough sexual energy to kickstart my engines.” She gazed down at me, squeezing her tits together with her elbows. “But it doesn’t hold a candle to a one-on-one session.”

My erection ground against her thigh, seeking the tight, wet warmth there. I wanted Mariah just as badly as I’d wanted Necessity - yet I didn’t want to fuck her in exactly the same way. Having a powerful warrior like my elven wife ride me into the stratosphere was a wonderful experience, but for my right-hand-succubus, I had something kinkier in mind.

“Turn around,” I commanded, sliding out from under her. I rose on my elbows, my gaze devouring every inch of the succubus’ naked body. “That is, if you’ve got enough energy for me to fuck you from behind?”

Mariah’s fangs flashed. “I can definitely do that for you, Master,” she purred, crawling to the front of the big bed. She moved a little slower than usual, but was no less enthusiastic. “You want to see my ass while you fuck me, my Lord?”

I gave her a spank. “And that sexy little tail,” I growled, shoving her up against the headboard. “Come here, you beautiful bitch…”

She pressed her body against mine, her ass grinding back and forth against my erection. I grabbed hold of my cock by the base and guided it lower, into her hot, dripping wetness. Mariah’s nails dug into the headboard, her eyes rolling back in her head as she felt me push into her channel.

The feeling of her skin against mine was so amazing. Mariah was always warmer than usual, but when we got down to fucking it was like holding a blazing bonfire in my arms. My hands slid down to her hips, grabbing them for leverage as I slid hilt-deep into her with one smooth stroke. She rocked back and forth on her knees, moaning with pleasure as she watched me over her shoulder.

“Oh fuck, I can feel
 it,” the succubus whimpered. “I can feel how turned on you are, Master. I can taste your pleasure...and every taste makes me feel more and more like your woman…”

“Yeah, I bet that’s charging you right up, isn’t it?” I glanced down, watching as my cock disappeared inside of her slit over and over again. It pumped the succubus’ tight, wet pussy like a piston, her ass shaking pornographically with every thrust. I gave both cheeks a sharp, stinging slap, laughing. God, this was great!

Breasts pressed against my back. Necessity’s arms encircled me, hugging me from behind as I drove deep into Mariah’s pussy. Her lips were warm against my ear, giggling. When she spoke, she sounded like a proud Mom praising her boy:

“You’re fucking her so hard, husband. Gods, that must feel so good for you! Does her wet little twat feel good wrapped around your cock, my Lord? Does having two women in your bed make you feel like a real man?”

I didn’t answer - not with words. Instead, I leaned over and kissed her. Necessity laughed into my mouth as we made out, 
then reached out and grabbed Mariah’s hips herself. She slammed
 the succubus onto me with all her strength, using her body like a sex toy to fuck me harder and deeper. I couldn’t believe how good it felt!

“She’s using me like a ragdoll,” Mariah gasped, her voice ragged. She was on the edge of coming, and Necessity and I were about to send her right over. “Oh fuck, it’s too much Master! I can’t...I can’t take it…!”

“Take it, you gorgeous slut,” Necessity growled, sounding for a moment like the terrifying Virago Shieldmaiden she was on the battlefield. “Take him deep inside your cunt! Welcome him back with your tight little pussy and give him the orgasm he deserves…!”

Necessity’s command had the force of pure will behind it. I thrust one more time, driving in at the perfect angle to go balls-deep into Mariah, and the succubus unraveled beneath us both. Her breasts pressed hard against the headboard as she screamed out her pleasure, a flood of juice coating her coppery thighs. Her nails dug into the wood, leaving marks that would let anyone who stayed here know that someone had been fucked hard
 in this bed. I grinned at the thought of it. It was exactly the kind of memento you’d expect the Corruption Lord to leave.

Mariah’s orgasm made everything between her legs even hotter and tighter, and suddenly I couldn’t hold on. She bucked and thrashed against me, grinding her tight walls around my cock like a cat in heat. It was too much to take, especially with Necessity murmuring in my ear about how hot I looked buried hilt-deep in the succubus’ cunt. I was about to explode.

At the last moment, Mariah pulled away. “Wait,” the succubus whimpered, shoving me onto my back. I was so shocked that I went down without a fight, the back of my head hitting the 
pillow. What the hell?

I found out immediately. Mariah crawled between my legs, wrapping her lips around my cock, and Necessity joined her. The two beautiful monster girls made out hot and heavy around my dick, sucking and licking and slurping as they worshipped my manhood with their mouths.

The pleasure built and built, my cock jerking as I prepared to shoot my load. Necessity buried her face in my balls, her fingers wrapped around my base, while Mariah pulled back and swirled her tongue around my super-sensitive head. It drove my wild, and suddenly my ass was jumping off the bed as the pleasure became completely unbearable.

I roared
 loud enough to shake the walls as I came. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as thick ropes of hot, sticky seed erupted from the head of my cock, spraying all over both women’s faces. They bathed in it, laughing and giggling as they aimed me at each other’s mouths and tits. As the flood began to ebb they kissed, sharing my thick cream between them.

“Good girl.” Necessity stroked Mariah’s hair, smiling proudly at the mess on the succubus’ face and tits. “Are you feeling better now, sweetheart?”

“Oh I’m A1,” the succubus said with a laugh. “Fuck, I feel like I just had a good nap and a three-course-meal!”

Necessity glanced at me significantly. “What do we say?” she asked the succubus.

Mariah bit her bottom lip, her tail sliding back and forth between her breasts. “Thank you, Master,” the succubus said, blushing deeply. Only a creature as lascivious as my First could actually manage to look innocent after a performance like that.

“Thank you
,” I groaned, leaning back onto the mattress. “Shit, 
that was kind of scary. Let’s never let your gas tank get that low ever again, alright, Mariah?”

She licked her lips, groaning at the taste of my seed. “I couldn’t agree more, Master.”

“I know you were worried about Craig seeing you that way,” Necessity whispered, cupping the demon girl’s chin. “But there was no need to be afraid. We’re his wives. He loves us.”

“He does.” I sat up in bed, searching for my robes. “Speaking of which - your magic’s back now, right, Mariah?”

She nodded, grinning from ear to ear. “Yes, Master. I’m ready to kick ass and take names for you, my Lord.”

I grabbed the silken tunic from the floor and worked it on. “Good. Let’s go get the rest of girls back.”

“With pleasure, Master.”

These assholes wouldn’t know what hit them.






Chapter Nine









It took even less time to recapture Wrathholme than I anticipated.

There wasn’t much of it left to liberate, for one thing. The battle against Serenity and the Virago Shieldmaidens had left most of the great wall around the fortress cracked and destroyed. Flaming arrows had done most of the rest of the damage, burning unchecked throughout the castle town while Serenity and I fought our duel outside. No wonder I’d moved my seat to Thessalia. Seeing the place blasted out in the middle of the night made it even less surprising that the invaders from Skye hadn’t wanted to post more than a token guard here.

Necessity and Mariah had already seen the locations of the guard posts when they were captured, so it was easy to find them. They fell one after the other, like dominoes. It was almost pitifully easy to defeat them - their tactical vests and rifles were no match for Mariah’s fire magic and my corruption. Within an hour, the fortress was totally under my control.

At ground level, that is. That was the problem - most of my enemies were no longer on the ground.

“Mariah,” I said, standing on the balcony. Far above my head 
the largest of the half-dozen airships over Wrathholme floated soundlessly, its silhouette blotting out the fullness of the moon. “I need you to get me up there.”

The succubus strode onto the balcony, her hands on her hips. She’d made time to dress between fights, though you couldn’t really look at the skimpy leather bands across her breasts and hips and call her ‘dressed’. She cast her gaze at the airship like a wolf sizing up its prey, the moonlight glinting in her eyes.

“I can do that, Master,” she purred. “Are we doing this the loud way, or the quiet way?”

“Quiet,” I said. “We don’t want them to sound the alarm until it’s too late. You said there are Virago on those ships?”

“Yes, my Lord.” That was Necessity, who’d just joined us. Though we’d made love little more than an hour ago, there was already a fiery look in the elven warrior’s eyes. Blood coated her twin blades this night, which meant there was battle-lust coursing through her veins. I knew from experience that the sex Necessity and I had after battle was totally savage and primal. I was looking forward to it.

“Most of them, or all of them?”

Necessity pursed her lips in thought. “Nearly all, my Lord. They were easy enough to corral, after their mental tether to the Queen was snipped.” The look on her face let me know exactly what she thought of her sisters’ weakness.

I scoffed. “I can’t believe they’d be so stupid as to keep them that close. Actually, I can. I’ll tell you about the Bright sisters later.”

Mariah’s smile grew wider. “I take it they don’t live up to their name?”

“Not in the slightest.” I pointed at the lead airship, needing to 
be absolutely sure. “That’s the one they loaded Serenity onto?”

Both women nodded. When I’d first come to the Eight Realms, Serenity had been the Mother Superior of the Virago Shieldmaidens - a ceremonial title that made her their nominal leader. But she was a direct descendant of Ariadne, the woman who’d been Queen
 of the Virago order when the last Darek raged his conquest through the Eight Realms. It was her who was on every bas-relief in my Shrines, helping her sisters worship the risen Corruption Lord with their gorgeous, fertile bodies.

When I took control of my power, Serenity had brought all the Virago together and performed a dark ritual to turn herself into their Queen. It gave her direct control over all of her subjects, binding them to her like puppets. Only a few outcasts, like Necessity, were able to resist her call. She’d built an army like nothing the Eight Realms had ever seen, then marched it right to Wrathholme to destroy me.

Ironically, it had been her downfall. I’d taken control of the Shieldmaidens through Serenity’s telepathic connection, using Corruption Gaze to twist the Queen into my depraved, debauched servant. She would obey my every command, and through her, I could control the Virago like they were extensions of my own body.

And these idiots had put them all inside of their own ships. Like the Trojan Horse, except at least
 the Trojans hadn’t been staring directly at the Greek soldiers when they’d let them enter their city. Once I had Serenity at my side, the Ninth Fleet would become a bloodbath.

I just had to find her. Quietly, without raising any alarms.

Mariah flexed her wings, testing them against the cool night air. She rose off the ground, giggling with delight, and sank her 
talons gently into my shoulders. It hurt a bit, but no more than having her claws rake my back in the middle of some rough sex. I took it without even wincing.

Then we were airborne, rising through the night. No matter how many times Mariah and I did this trick, it never failed to fill me with pure exhilaration. The ground dropped out beneath us, the balcony with Necessity standing on it growing smaller and smaller as we rose towards the airship.

“How should we approach this, Master?” Mariah had to raise her voice slightly to be heard over the wind. “Most of the guards will be asleep, but there’s sure to be someone on patrol at this hour.”

I remembered my time in the brig of the Bright’s airship all too well. Just like their flagship, the craft above was a tri-masted behemoth of wood and steel. I assumed it probably had a pretty similar layout, outside of a few alterations like Charlotte Bright’s suite.

“If they’re keeping Serenity in the same place they kept me,” I said, “then I know exactly where she is. Just get us onto the deck without being seen and I’ll do the rest.”

Mariah nodded. “Yes, my Lord.”

She was as good as her word. Her wings beat ceaselessly against the current, strong enough to send us right over the ship, and at the last moment she spread them out before her and crested the lip in total silence. I grabbed the side and rolled, Mariah coming along with me, and we were on board.

We landed behind a stack of barrels someone had left on deck, shielding us from the eyes of anyone on patrol. At the same time, we had no idea how many guards there were or where they might be walking. I took a moment to think, pulling up a mental map of Charlotte Bright’s ship Angerborn
 for 
comparison. I was still pondering as a strong, spicy scent entered my nostrils.

“Oh, nice,” I said, glancing over my shoulder at the barrel. “This is their tea. Make sure these barrels don’t get blown up in the fighting. I want to take these with us when we leave.”

The succubus stared at me as if I’d just grown a second head. “We’re in the middle of a rescue mission, trapped behind enemy lines,” she hissed. “And you’re thinking about tea?”


“It’s good stuff,” I assured her, slapping the barrel. “You’ll see.”

She looked intrigued. “I guess I will.”

“Okay, the stairs down to the next level should be over here…”

I risked a glance around the stack. There was one guard not far from my position, gazing over the aft side of the ship down at the twinkling lights of Thessalia. Another guard stood near the stairwell, his eyes slowly closing and opening beneath his visor. As I stared, he yawned explosively, leaning against the banister.

Magic filled me. After so much time restrained from having access to my powers, the flow of magic through my veins was a total head rush. Green light flickered from our hiding place, and Mariah spread her wings to hide it from prying eyes.

“Get ready to move,” I told the succubus, pointing at the opposite side of the deck. I snapped my fingers and a ghostly image appeared a dozen or so feet away from the dozing guard, shimmering in the moonlight. Up close, anyone who saw it would be able to tell it wasn’t really
 Charlotte Bright: but the distraction was only supposed to last for a few seconds, anyway.

The guard gave a start. “Mistress? What are you doing here? 
Am I dreaming?”

He stepped across the deck, moving hesitantly. The phantom Serena pointed at the man, beckoning him closer to the edge of the airship. For a few moments he paused, fear filling his expression, then he came forward.

“What the…?” Standing in front of the illusion, he put his hand to Charlotte’s face. His fingers sank right through, going straight to the other side without a hint of resistance. “We’ve got intruders-”

In a flash, Mariah was behind him. Her claws gripped his neck, snapping it neatly. Before he had time to do much more than gurgle, she directed a kick to the small of his back and sent him over the side.

He fell soundlessly, turning end over end.

Meanwhile, I’d already snuck to the stairwell. Mariah joined me a moment later - the other guard on deck hadn’t seen a thing. “Nice job,” I said, giving her a pat on the ass. “That was totally evil.”

“I learned from the best,” she said with a grin. “Shall we descend, Master?”

“We shall.”

We didn’t run into any trouble on our way to the brig - which ought to have set off warning signals in the back of my head, only I wasn’t listening to them. I was too high off the rush of corruption magic, intoxicated by the feelings of power and the beautiful, half-naked demon girl flirting with me at every turn. It should have seemed strange that there wasn’t a single guard at the bottom of the stairs, or even guarding the door to the brig, but neither of us thought anything of it.

Not until it was too late, that is.

“This is it.” I nodded at the heavy wooden door, taking position on one side of it with Mariah on the other. “Exact same layout as Charlotte’s airship. If they’ve got Serenity prisoner, she’ll be in here.”

Mariah nodded. “I’ll burn out the lock, Master. Be ready to strike.”

Finally I started to wonder why I hadn’t had to strike down a few guards already. But by then we were already in motion. Mariah did the melt-the-lock trick, just like she’d seen me do back in my quarters. The metal turned white hot as her claws ran over it, sending veins of pure fire though the locking mechanism.

“It’s pretty strong,” Mariah whispered, sweat standing out on her forehead. “This might go faster if you help me, Master…”

I leaned over and put my hand on top of hers. The metal glowed so hot that it lit up the hallway around us, my magic amplifying Mariah’s as our twin flows mixed. The succubus let out a little moan, her tail slapping against her ass as she watched the difficult bolt liquify in the lock.

“My Lord
,” the succubus whispered. “I can feel
 your magic! It’s...it’s...oh my
…”

Mariah tossed back her head and groaned as the lock finally gave. Her hand left mine, and the strange connection between us snapped like an overtaxed fishing line. She put her hand in her mouth and bit down, stifling a scream of pleasure as it left her throat.

“Holy shit, Mariah,” I said, snickering. “Did you just come?”

The succubus swayed drunkenly on her feet. “I...I have no idea what that was,” she said, watching me with an expression I’d never seen before. “It was like we amplified
 each other’s magic. I felt so powerful, so evil

. My Lord, is this what it’s like to be you?”

I grinned and slipped a hand around the succubus’ waist. She was like a live wire in my arms, little tremors of pleasure still shaking through her body.

“Did it give you pleasure, little demon girl?” My hand slipped between her legs.

Mariah nodded. “Like nothing I’ve ever felt, Master.” A naughty look stole over her face. “Were we to do that while we were making love, I might come hard enough to shake the Eight Realms…”

That sounded right up my alley. “We’ll have to experiment with this more, then,” I growled, pulling her to me. I wanted to kiss her - hell, do way more
 than kiss her. Whatever that joining of our powers had been, it had felt great for me, too. “As soon as we take this airship for ourselves, I’m going to find the biggest bed they’ve got and throw you on top of it-”

The door to the brig swung open. Mariah and I turned as one, startled expressions on our faces.

A woman in tactical gear stood in the doorway, holding a rifle. Aimed right at us.

“Who the fuck-”

The sound of a shot rang out. Mariah gave a little jerk: a tiny one, like a little chill had just run down her spine.

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and the succubus slumped against me. Bleeding everywhere.






Chapter Ten









I watched Mariah sink to the ground, clutching her stomach weakly. Smoke rose from the wound, dark red blood oozing across her light red skin. Her mouth worked soundlessly, trying to form a word. My vision went white, then red. My First had been shot. My First
.


Get down!
 Mariah mouthed, her eyes swiveling in their sockets. Towards the doorway, where the woman still stood with her rifle-

I hit the deck with Mariah in my arms an instant before she opened fire. Bullets whizzed over my head, punching right through the walls and ceiling and sending shards of wood raining down on us. I placed Mariah on the ground in a smooth motion, shielding her from the debris with my body. The succubus cried out and pushed me off her, rolling to the side.

“You’re hurt,” I snarled.

“I’m fine,” she lied, her eyes filled with pain. “Kill that bitch before she brings the whole damn ship on our heads-”

Too late. The soldier’s magazine ran dry, and rather than reload, she grabbed a handheld radio at her belt. “Sound the alarm,” the woman shouted. “The Corruption Lord is here-”

I attacked. The woman dropped the radio, grabbed her gun with both hands, and held it in front of her like a shield. I grabbed it too, fire shooting from my fingers, and the barrel crumpled right in front of her face.

I expected her to crumple, too. I’d seen displays of magic cow the soldiers of Skye into retreat or surrender before. But this woman didn’t even flinch.

Instead, she jumped backwards, tossing the rifle to the side. She reached for her visor and tore it off, revealing a pretty face with high cheekbones and lips twisted in a permanent sneer. A long, raven-dark braid that had been coiled up inside the helmet dropped down her back, going all the way down to her ass. Her eyes were her most striking feature: a bright, striking purple that made me think of the lighting in cyberpunk-themed nightclubs. Those eyes filled with anticipation as she pulled two long daggers from sheathes on her thighs, twirling them like an acrobat.

“Someone managed to get his collar off,” the woman said with a smirk. “Bad dog. Does Mistress Bright know you’re here?”

“Mistress Bright
 is sitting in my dungeon,” I said, and watched her eyes widen. No need to specify which,
 I thought. “As for my collar, I’ve misplaced it.”

The woman tossed a knife from one hand to the other, holding them both, and reached behind her back with her free hand. My blood froze in my veins. She was holding a small silver collar on a chain.

“Good thing I’ve got a spare,” she said with a wink. The sight of it made my skin crawl. I was never going to let someone put one of those fucking things on me - not ever again
.

My palms filled with lightning. Fuck
 the Gaze. This woman was going to die.

“I was

 just going to lock you in one of these cells,” I growled. The balls of electricity crackled beneath the sound of my voice, casting deep shadows on the walls of the brig. “Then you hurt Mariah.”

The woman just gave me another smug look. One dagger flipped into the air, flashing briefly. Just before it came down, she tossed the second and let the first slip into its place. There were a lot of things I could think of to do with a girl capable of moves like that - but now was not the time.

“What’s the matter?” Her tone was mocking. “Afraid to fight me like a real man?”

I didn’t fall for puerile ruses so easily. “Big words from someone without a gun.”

She grinned. “I don’t need a gun to put you back on your leash, doggie.”

The thought of that cold steel clicking around my throat sent me over the edge. I roared, throwing my hands out before me to send twin beams of pure electricity at the soldier girl. Over the roar of the magic I could hear someone’s horrified scream. I glanced over at the cells to see Serenity, leaned up against the cell door with one of the metal bars between her ample breasts.

“Master, no!” the Virago Queen screamed. “It’s a trap-”

The soldier let the collar clatter to the ground. In a flash, she had one dagger in each hand - and she held them in front of her like twin lightning rods.

At the last instant, the bolts changed direction. Instead of striking her, they hit the metal of her daggers - and winked out in an instant. The smell of ozone was the only sign there’d been a spell at all.

“She’s not from this Realm!” Serenity shook the bars in her fists, her naked body jiggling in all the right places. “Those daggers can absorb our Realm’s magic, Master!”


Fuck
.

I’d had just enough time to realize how much trouble I was in when the woman attacked. She sprang forward, aiming a kick at my chest, and only a last-second twist kept me out of range, though my back screamed in protest at the move. She changed direction like a dancer, turning the missed kick into a leap that let her slash horizontally with one of the daggers.

As I jumped back, I saw that the weapons were the same strange, striking purple as her eyes. If her purple daggers absorbed my magic, that didn’t speak well to my chances of using Corruption Gaze on her. Still, I had to try.

But first, I had to get her on the ground so I could look her in the eye for more than two seconds.

I backed up again and again, dodging the woman’s strikes by reversing away from them. Clearly, she was enjoying this: from the look on her face, she was in no hurry. She could have easily ducked under my guard and brought a dagger beneath my chin, or tossed one in the moment after a strike to pierce my chest. The fact that she’d done neither meant I knew she wasn’t planning to kill me. She wanted to do something worse: put that collar around my neck.

One more step backwards put me at Serenity’s cell. I hit the cell door with a thump, a steel bar pressed in between my shoulder blades. A look of triumph showed on the soldier’s face as she slid both slender daggers into one hand and pulled out the collar.

“Good dog,” the woman purred, cocking her head to the side. “The guards will be here any moment, whelp. I’ve already 
sounded the alarm. So why don’t you just put your collar back on before your little demon girl bleeds out-”

I reached through the bars, feeling for Serenity’s hand. She gripped it tightly, giving it a squeeze, and I felt power flow through the bond. I didn’t need to talk to my corrupted, submissive queen - not with words. One touch and she knew exactly what to do.

The collar around the Virago Queen’s neck didn’t fall off – but as my magic flexed, a huge crack appeared in the silver. The device was worthless now, though my attacker had no way of knowing that. She was too busy fighting me.

As she closed the distance between us, the female soldier aimed a slow, leisurely strike sideways with both blades. It wasn’t meant to hit me - just to scare me into complying, to let me feel the icy touch of her daggers going through my robes. I should have shrunk back from it, quivering with fear.

Instead I stepped into
 the attack.

The woman’s eyes widened with shock. She twisted at the waist, aiming her strike higher to avoid accidentally landing a killing blow, and all of a sudden the two of us were less than a step away from each other. I could see the pores on her forehead, smell the spicy scent of her perfume.

I smiled at her, savoring her shock.

Then I headbutted her right between the eyes.

It wasn’t quite enough to send her on her ass, but she lost her balance - and that was all I needed. Before she could drive those daggers into my back, I grabbed her around the waist and slammed her up against the bars of Serenity’s cell. She grit her teeth, roaring with pain, and aimed both knees upwards into my stomach. It hurt like a bitch, but I held on.

“Fuck the collar,” the woman snarled. “I’m sending you back to the Brights in a body bag-”

An arm shot out from between the bars and closed around the woman’s neck. She gasped as Serenity squeezed her tight, sending her off her feet as the elven queen choked her as hard as she could. The woman tried to stab over her shoulder with a purple dagger, but I caught it mid-strike. It fell nervelessly from her fingers, landing tip-down and sinking several inches into the floor.

“Give me that,” I growled, grabbing the other out of her hand. I tossed it across the room. This time the throw was nowhere near as stylish - it almost
 hit the wall point-first, then bounced off and landed on the floor. Oh well.

“Let me go,” the woman rasped, trying to speak. “Let me go and I’ll free you, elf…”

“She’ll never be free,” I said, standing over the woman as her struggles grew slowly weaker. “She doesn’t want to be.” I turned to Serenity. “Hold her steady, sweetheart. Keep her looking me right in the eye…”

I opened myself to the Gaze. Corruption magic flowed through my veins, bathing the whole room in the radioactive green glow I’d come to love as a hallmark of my powers. The familiar rush of control and dominance filled my brain, hitting me like a shot of the best liquor in the world. The soldier seemed very small now - a problem barely worth the effort to solve.

The woman’s purple eyes flashed green. Then the magical glow faded. A confused look stole over her face, like she’d just blacked out for a second. She kicked against the floor, trying anew to break Serenity’s grip around her neck.

“Idiot,” the woman rasped. Her cheeks had flushed so red that they were starting to turn blue. “That’s not going to work on 
me…”

Frustration filled me. I pushed harder, trying to force my way into the woman’s mind whether she liked it or not. Those purple eyes were like a roadblock: the kind with spike strips and a couple of police snipers on the other side. I wasn’t getting through. Not until I got a more powerful version of the Gaze, at any rate.

The sound of marching feet in the hall caught everyone’s attention. The soldier was on the verge of passing out, yet her eyes lit up with excitement as they made their way up the stairs.

“Here’s the guards,” the woman wheezed. Her legs gave out beneath her and she slumped to the floor, landing on her ass. “They’re gonna kill you. You’d better run…”

I smirked down at her. “Yeah, they’re here. But they’re not your
 guards.”

A figure in golden, burnished armor stepped into the brig. She was quickly followed by another, then suddenly the room was packed with warriors. Several of them crowded around Mariah, giving her first aid, while a half-dozen or so came over to me.

The lead Virago dropped to one knee swiftly beside me. “My Lord,” she said, giving a sideways glance to the half-unconscious woman getting choked out against the bars. “Sorry for the wait. The invaders from Skye severed our connection to our Queen-”

“No apologies necessary,” I said. “Serenity - let the woman go. We don’t want to kill her. Not yet, at least.”

Serenity let out a chuckle and released her grip on the woman’s neck. The woman’s hands went to her throat, gasping and 
sputtering like a fish. For a few seconds I thought Serenity had gone too far and the woman was going to pass out and die anyway, then the color slowly returned to her face.

She looked at the Virago Shieldmaidens like she couldn’t tell if she was seeing things. “What…?”

“Piece of advice,” I said, kneeling over her. “Don’t keep a bunch of highly-trained soldiers on the same boat with the woman who controls them. Especially when those women can rip you apart with their bare hands.” I grabbed the silver collar sitting by the woman’s side. “I think you said you were going to put this on me?”

Her eyes filled with horror. “No! No…”

The collar clicked around her neck. “There. That’s better. I think this looks much better on you than it would on me, sweetheart. We’re going to have tons of fun with this thing. I have so much experience with what it can do…”

“You bastard,” the woman snarled. “I’ll never serve you-”

“Oh yeah,” I said, putting a finger to my chin. “One more thing.”

I leaned back a bit, smiling down at her. Then I punched her right in the face.

The soldier grunted and fell over, her head slamming into the boards. She let out a gurgle, struggling to remain conscious.

“That,” I spat down at her, “was for shooting my wife
.”

When I stood up, the Virago were watching me with bemused looks on their faces. On the other side of the brig, several of them were lifting Mariah onto a makeshift stretcher. My stomach twisted with worry at the sight of her, but the succubus flashed a weak smile and gave me a thumbs-up. She’ll be alright,
 I thought. 
She might be out of the game for a little bit, though
.

I glanced down at the comatose woman at my feet. Good thing I’ve got a new toy to play with
.

“Get Serenity out of her cell,” I commanded the lead Virago. “Then put this woman in there. Make sure you pat her down for weapons - especially purple
 ones. They seem to be able to absorb magic from our Realm.”

The leader of the group gave a start at this information. “Magic-absorbing weapons, my Lord?”

“Yeah, it’s a good thing they’ve got guns on this Realm, huh?” I leaned close to the Virago Shieldmaiden, lowering my voice. “Get her name and where she’s from,” I said, pushing the control wand into her hands. “I want to know the basic stuff before I start interrogating her myself.”

“Yes, my Lord.”

“Oh, and don’t do anything that could cause permanent damage,” I shot over my shoulder. “A woman with her abilities might make a useful addition to the team.”

The Virago grinned. “Once her mind’s been softened up, you mean, my Lord?”

I laughed and shook my head. “You ladies know me too well!”

Several warriors lifted the woman off her feet. They were handling her pretty rough, which would probably deepen her injuries, but I didn’t care. Whatever they did to her was less than what she deserved.

I walked over to the stretcher and took Mariah’s hand. “Is she going to be okay?” I asked the nearest Virago treating her - a tall, blonde warrior who looked more like a berserker than a 
battlefield medic.

The woman looked up at the sound of my voice. “She needs healing potions and a long rest in the infirmary,” she said brusquely. “But she should be alright-”

Her eyes widened when she realized who she was talking to. “Apologies, my Lord,” she said quickly, clearing her throat.

“Don’t ever apologize for being focused on helping someone,” I said, planting a kiss on Mariah’s cheek. “You keep me posted on how she’s doing.” A wicked thought occurred to me. “And if she tells you she needs her ‘batteries’ charged, you send for me.”

Mariah laughed, wincing at the pain in her side. “I’ll definitely make sure she does that, Master.”

“There’s a woman in the dungeon,” I informed another Shieldmaiden. “Long blonde hair, looks like royalty. I want you to bring her up here and put her in a cell. Not too close to our new prisoner. She’s very important to me.”

“Yes, my Lord.” The woman headed off to do her duties. I’d let her figure out the logistics of getting a prisoner onto an airship. I had bigger fish to fry.

“I’ll see you soon, sweetheart,” I growled, planting another kiss on Mariah’s neck. Then, to my guard: “Take me to the bridge. And find Necessity. I want to be informed the moment preparations are ready.”

Part of the Ninth Fleet was now mine to command. But my harem wouldn’t be complete until I liberated the rest of my wives from Thessalia.






Chapter Eleven









By the time dawn broke over Wrathholme, my new airships were more or less ready to go. Four of them had been left by Charlotte Bright to watch over my fortress, while six had been stationed with the larger part of my army in Thessalia. Both totals paled in comparison to the full might of the Ninth Fleet - but the way I saw it, even one airship was a hell of a lot better than zero airships.


If there’s one thing you can say for the Virago Shieldmaidens
, I thought, it’s that they never back down from a challenge.
 The deck was a whirl of shouting and activity. Shieldmaidens fastened the rigging, adjusted sails and hauled up anchors, occasionally conferring with a few captive soldiers for guidance. There was little danger of the prisoners putting up a fight. Although I’d had the Virago strip off their golden armor, they still wore their swords and axes. Stripped of their guns, the captives were completely defenseless.

A young, fresh-faced Virago maiden appeared at my side. “My Lord,” she purred, eyeing me hungrily, “we’ve loaded the barrels containing tea into the kitchens as you requested. The pantry is nearly full to bursting with it.”

I brightened instantly. “Ah, wonderful! Brew me a cup, would you, babygirl?”

At the word babygirl

, the Virago blushed deeply. She was a very cute young thing, and she’d taken my order to remove all heavy armor before boarding the airship even more seriously than most. She wore little more than a leather thong around her perky breasts, along with a strip of what looked like dragon-scale between her legs. It covered her mound about as well as a stripper’s g-string would have back on Earth.

“Yes, my Lord,” she panted. “Anything else I can do for you?”

Looking at her, something occurred to me. “I don’t recognize you,” I said, frowning gently. “Were you not in attendance at my coronation party in Thessalia?”

Somewhere behind me, a Virago Shieldmaiden laughed. What I gamely called a coronation party
 had been more of an orgy. The murals in every Shrine of Darek showed the Corruption Lord sexually conquering the Virago Shieldmaidens a hundred years ago - so when I’d bound the whole order to me through their Queen, I did my best to carry on the tradition. I remembered fucking gorgeous warrior goddess after warrior goddess while staring out over a sea of writhing elven bodies...but I didn’t remember this girl.

Her blush grew even deeper. “No, my Lord. I was not allowed to attend.”

My gaze traveled over her shapely ass and took a pit stop at her tits on the way back to her face. “A shame. A sweet thing like you would’ve been most welcome. Why weren’t you allowed to attend your Master?”

Her voice thickened. “I was merely a novice, my Lord,” she said. “I was not a full Virago Shieldmaiden yet, as I was not of age.” She arched her back slightly, thrusting out her tits. “I am of age now.”

Oh. Well
 now.

“Is that so?”

She nodded eagerly. “It is. I have not had the opportunity to worship my Lord as of yet with my body. My Lord has had so many sexual partners, and I have not had a single one…”

I was glad she hadn’t gotten me the tea yet. If I’d been drinking it, I’d have spit it out all over the deck.

“You’re a virgin,” I said, forgetting the commotion around me for a moment. “A barely-legal virgin.”

She giggled. Twirling a lock of her long blonde hair around her finger, she purred: “Yes, Master.”

My cock throbbed to life in my pants. “What’s your name, babygirl?”

She grinned hugely, as if thinking of some secret joke. “It’s Chastity, my Lord.”

I was taken aback. “Okay, who gave you that
 name?”

“It...is unfortunate, I know,” the blonde whispered, stepping closer. With a moan of pleasure, she reached between my legs and cupped my bulge. “If my Lord has a better name he’d like to call me - or a few of them - I’d love to hear them.”

I stifled a moan. Chastity unzipped me, reached into my pants, and started stroking my cock.

“You can call me slut
,” the barely-legal elf whimpered, grinding herself against me. “Or fuckdoll.
 Or just call me babygirl
 again and again, as long as you’re doing it while you’re fucking the shit out of my virgin pussy and making me one of your corrupted little skanks…”

I was about to throw Chastity over the wheel and give her exactly what she was asking for. No one would stop me: hell, it was par for the course. There wasn’t a soul on deck who’d 
do more than roll their eyes at the sight of me fucking one of my Shieldmaidens. Just before I made her fantasy my reality, Necessity climbed the short set of steps leading to the bridge.

“Craig? Oh, Chastity - don’t bother the Corruption Lord!” She came forward quickly, taking command of the situation. “My apologies, husband - Chastity is my junior recruit. She’s a brand-new Virago. She’s bound to make mistakes, so be gentle with her…”

Necessity stopped in her tracks when she realized her recruit
 had her hand moving up and down in my pants. “Or perhaps she’s a very quick learner,” the elven warrior said, cocking an eyebrow.


Yeah she is,
 I thought, riding the amazing feeling of Chastity’s fingers around my cock. “So this is your trainee?” I asked.

Necessity crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “She’s supposed to be my assistant, actually,” my wife said, irritation entering her tone. “I’ve been looking for her all morning. I thought she was slacking off.”

“No,” the younger elf giggled. “I’m jacking
 off.”

That brought a loud laugh out of me. “Necessity, your novice was just telling me she wasn’t allowed to come to the party at Thessalia. Have you been hiding
 this girl from me?”

Necessity made a face. She came forward, grabbed Chastity by the chin, and kissed her so hard that the elf’s hand stilled for a moment around my cock.

“Of course not,” my wife chuckled, breaking the kiss. “I want you to have dominion over every woman you desire, husband. Chastity only recently came of age and became a full Virago Shieldmaiden.” She turned away from me and looked down at her dazed, horny pupil. “Chastity, right now your Lord needs 
to get this voyage to Thessalia underway. Perhaps you should go to his quarters and wait for him?”

There was a glazed expression on Chastity’s face, as if she couldn’t figure out which of us was turning her on more. “Um...yes, Mistress! I would be glad to!”

“Good.” Necessity gave the girl’s ass a spank. I’ve gotta say - watching my gorgeous warrior wife be super-dominant with her battle-sisters? Totally
 fucking hot. Especially when only the two of us knew how submissive she got for me in the bedroom. “Go make yourself ready for Craig.”

“And have someone bring me that tea,” I called at the girl’s retreating back. “God damn, Necessity,” I said once she was gone. “That girl is filthy
. Where did you find her?”

Necessity grinned. Then she slid her own hand where Chastity’s had just been, running her thumb along that sensitive spot on the underside of my crown.

“Here and there,” she murmured against my neck. “You know, watching you with her, I’ve actually figured something out. Something very important about the Virago Shieldmaidens.”

“Uh huh?” I could barely think with her hand around my prick. “Do tell.”

“All this time, I thought we were a warrior order,” she said, motioning with her free arm for deckhands to unfurl the sails. “Born and bred to protect the Eight Realms from evil, that sort of thing. But lately? Lately, I’m thinking we’re a racket. For you
.”

A jet of precum sprayed into Necessity’s palm. “What kind of racket?”

“To find the sexiest, naughtiest, most supple women in the Realms,” my wife moaned, “and train them for the Corruption 
Lord. Every Virago learns two things at Thessalia: how to fight, and how to fuck
. Which makes them perfect servants for a dark, sinister monster like you.” She smirked up at me. “Are you sure
 one of your descendants didn’t start up the Virago order in secret just to make sure he’d always have some young, tight pussy to serve him?”

That was one hell of an interesting idea. One I didn’t have any time to think about, because just then one of the prisoners broke from the mass of Virago with a shout. Necessity’s hand left my cock, grabbing one of her twin swords from the scabbard on her back, and by the time she touched it I already had magic crackling across my fists.

The woman who’d made a run for it was lithe and willowy, dressed in a long green smock and a pair of tall boots. Long auburn hair flowed behind her as she ran, and there was a slender black ribbon tied tight around her throat with some kind of jewel attached to it. It made me think of the collar that had just recently been around my neck, and the one on the woman locked up in the airship’s dungeon.

“Someone stop her,” Necessity shouted, pointing. “Grab the girl!”

Oddly enough, she wasn’t running to one of the sides of the ship. She raced right towards the center-most of the airship’s three big masts, her head cocked upward. She pointed at something, her mouth wide open in a shout I couldn’t hear over the wind.

I followed her finger. And realized what she was trying to say.

The girl wasn’t running. She was trying to warn
 us.

Near the top of the mast, one of the massive rigging poles that ran perpendicular to the sail had cracked nearly in two. It swayed back and forth, the tear deepening with every 
movement of the ship. It was about to break loose: and when it did, it would land right on the deck. Bringing a piece of wood the size of a tree trunk down on all our heads.

Finally I could hear the girl. “Grab the rigging!” she shouted, heedlessly throwing herself into danger. “It’s about to come down-”

I sprang into action. Before I was fully aware of what I was doing, I climbed right onto the helm and jumped. A stream of ice flowed from my hands in mid-air, aimed at the rigging pole. As I tumbled to the deck, I watched it hit and freeze half the mast, the ice holding the broken section of the ship together in a jagged mass of frozen water.

The deck came up rapidly to meet me. I landed hard, the shock hitting both my legs. A small crowd gathered around me, checking on my condition. Most people were still staring upwards slack-jawed, amazed by the catastrophe that had been moments away from occurring.

I blinked - and found myself staring up into the face of the girl who’d run. She brushed a lock of dark hair from her face and watched me with a stern expression.

“You just saved half my ship,” I gasped. “Who are you?”

She looked at me like she couldn’t decide whether or not to help me up, then grabbed my hand. “My name is Sasha,” the woman said, examining the ice crusted on the mast. “And that
 is a very bad omen for an airship voyage, Corruption Lord.”

I rose to my feet, wincing a bit at the pain. That’s when I realized I still had my pants unzipped, with Mr. Happy hanging half-erect out of the hole in the front. I tucked myself back in before Sasha could see.

“You know a lot about airships?” I asked.

She stared upwards at the sails for a moment longer, as if judging the extent of the damage. Then she turned back to me. “I ought to,” she said, an accent I couldn’t quite place in her speech. If we were on Earth, I probably would’ve assumed she was Eastern European, but in the Eight Realms she could’ve been from anywhere. “My mother designs them.”

“She does?” That was interesting indeed. “She did that for the Brights, or for the people they conquered?”

She looked pained at the question. “Larissa Pavel is a woman who’s allegiance is ruled by expedience, Corruption Lord. As are all of us, to one extent or another. The difference is merely in how
 difficult such bonds are to shake.”

Something clicked in the back of my head. “Pavel...Dr. Pavel? As in, Swift Island’s Dr. Pavel?”

Surprise suited her pretty face. “You know her?”

“Your mother,” I said, gritting my teeth, “has my sword. Charlotte Bright gave it to her.”

Sasha stared at me for a moment. Then she shrugged. “Well, you have her daughter.”

I made a snap decision. I didn’t know the first thing about Sasha Pavel - but I’d just seen her risk life and limb to try and save a bunch of people who were holding her prisoner. Her little remark about allegiance made me think she’d done it for purely selfish reasons, but I wasn’t opposed to that. If it weren’t for selfish reasons, sometimes I’d have no reasons at all.

“I like you,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “Necessity!”

The Virago was still standing atop the bridge, looking completely stunned. “Yes?”

“This one’s not a prisoner anymore,” I said, pointing at Sasha. “I’ve just promoted her to a member of the crew. In fact, she’s going to oversee fixing that
.” I gestured towards the frozen section of the rigging. “You think you can handle that, Sasha?”

She laughed. “With these women? Some of them look like they could lift the Euphoric Destiny barehanded. We’ll make quick work of it...my Lord.” She tried the words on like an ill-fitting coat, then made a face. “Er, Corruption Lord.”

“Sounds good...wait, what
?” I did a double-take. “What the fuck is the ‘Euphoric Destiny’?”

Sasha pulled a face. “It’s the name of this ship.”

I nearly puked. “Who the fuck named it that?”

The corner of Sasha’s mouth curled up in a smile. “The Lady Bright herself, Corruption Lord. Charlotte.”

I put a hand to my forehead. “God, she’s got such shit taste. I cannot wait to take her down.”

Sasha didn’t look at all displeased at the notion - which surprised me. “This is your airship now,” she said, loud enough for the entire crew to hear. “You can name it whatever you’d like.”

She was right. Necessity came down from the bridge to join us, still looking a little flustered. She kept aiming glances up at the frozen mast like it might break loose any minute. “I was going to ask you that myself, husband. I’d planned to rechristen the vessel directly before takeoff. Of course, now we’ll be delayed.”

“Not too
 delayed,” Sasha said. A spark passed between the two women. “I’ll give you specifics as soon as I assess the damage.”

Necessity’s demeanor became businesslike in an instant. “You think it’ll be today?”

“Depends on how much manpower I get,” Sasha said smoothly. “Damage like this isn’t uncommon in airships that have seen combat, or that have gone through repeated dimensional stress. It’s normally something that would be fixed in dry-dock, but we could always…”

The two women stepped to the side, their heads together. I was amazed. In all of five seconds, Sasha had completely ingratiated herself with my acting second-in-command. The two conversed easily about tonnage and crew rotations, as if they’d been running my airship together for years.

“Very well,” Necessity finally said. She stepped back to my side and gave my hand a single hard squeeze. I knew exactly
 what that signal meant from her. She liked this woman, too. “We’ll give you everything you need, Engineer Sasha. Welcome to the crew.”


Engineer
, I thought, shaking my head. Hell of a promotion. This girl is ambitious, no doubt about that. But does she have my best interest in mind?


“Happy to be here,” Sasha said blandly. Then she turned to me, and her face changed. “Will you be using the Gaze on me, then, Corruption Lord?”


Why,
 I thought, is that something you want
? No matter how often it happened, it never failed to surprise me how many women actually threw themselves
 at a guy as evil as me. Necessity and Mariah had tried to explain it to me more than once: the whole ‘beauty and the beast’ thing. I kind of understood it - the Corruption Lord was kind of the ultimate bad-boy, after all - but it never failed to amuse me watching the kind of women who’d never had to chase a man in their life start awkwardly 
flirting with me.


There’s a lot in it for my women
, I thought. You get magic powers, you turn even more beautiful, you have lots of hot sex and never worry about having a job or making money or anything except helping me conquer the world ever again. What could be better than that?


I smirked at Sasha, letting her twist in the wind for a bit. “I don’t know,” I finally said, squinting at her. “Right now, I’ve only got enough slots for ten women in my inner circle. You’d have to prove you’re worth it, first.”

To my surprise, she was neither intimidated or fazed. “I have heard there is one who serves you without the Gaze,” she said, giving me a strange look. “A woman made of pink slime?”

“Eri,” I said, my eyes narrowing. “Yeah.” She was still under lock and key in Thessalia. “I’m starting to think you two would get along well, actually.”

The corner of her mouth twisted in a smirk. “We’ll have to see how things go, then. If you’ll excuse me, I must repair the mast before it falls over and kills us all.” She indicated a group of Virago with her hands. “These six?”

Necessity nodded. “They’re all yours. Keep an eye on her, though, alright?”

The soldiers nodded. Sasha led them across the deck, gesturing at the ice-encrusted mast as she gave them orders I could no longer hear. She’d slipped into the role so easily it was as if she’d been planning for it all along. With a start, I realized she probably was.

“I like her,” Necessity said in a low voice.

“I can tell.” I gave her a pinch on the ass, which made her squeal.

She laughed and jokingly punched me in the shoulder. “I’m serious, though, Craig. This is exactly what I’m talking about. She’d be a much better addition to our inner circle than someone like Chastity.”

“Uh huh.” I turned back to the bridge, mentally calculating how much time the delay would give me. “Sure you’re not just threatened by some young, dumb Virago slut? You were pretty quick to pick right up where she left off after you dismissed her from the bridge.”

Necessity’s cheeks colored. “I don’t have a problem with that,” the beautiful warrior protested, staring at me intensely. “You know damn well I enjoy sharing you, husband. Just like you enjoy watching me with your other wives. If I had any complaints about our lifestyle, Chastity
 of all people wouldn’t be the one to bring them out.”

I nodded. “What is it, then?”

Necessity sighed and rolled her eyes. “There’s just...different types of girls,” she said, batting her eyelashes. “Not everyone
 is wife material. Lots of girls are good for a fuck, but you wouldn’t dare let them take charge of anything difficult or expensive. Chastity’s a lot of fun, and I’d love to be in bed with you and her at the same time - I just wouldn’t try for anything deeper with her.”

I started laughing. “There’s a saying back on Earth,” I explained. “‘You can’t turn a ‘ho’ into a housewife?’”

Necessity flashed a smile. “I’ve known Chastity since she was an initiate,” she purred, “and she is most definitely
 the first thing.”

“Wait - since she was an initiate?” Pieces clicked together in my brain. “So you were her sponsor in the Order, then? Taught her how to fight...and the other thing?”

She grinned. “Something like that.”

“Cool. Because you two totally have this, like, mother-daughter thing going on…”

Necessity paused mid-stride, her eyebrows shooting to her hairline. “I am most certainly not
 old enough to be Chastity’s mother,” she said, looking offended. “We’re no more related than any pair of random Virago Shieldmaidens…”

“Relax,” I commanded, my eyes flashing green for a brief moment. Necessity sighed happily and pressed herself against me, her body like a just-lit candle. A side effect of using my powers on my wives was that it always cranked up their arousal at the same time. “I was just saying it makes me hard thinking about it. You like making me hard, don’t you, Necessity?”

“Uh huh
,” she groaned. “I’d love to teach that little skank Chastity exactly how to please your dick, Master…”

Oh wow. Necessity was using the M-word
. She must’ve been really, really
 turned on.

I gave her ass a spank. “Go down to my quarters and get her ready,” I growled, my face against Necessity’s hair. “I want the two of you naked and dripping by the time I get to the bedroom…”

She turned on a heel. “Gladly. You’re not coming with me?”

“Got a stop to make first.” I glanced down at the floorboards, as if I could see through them. “Two, actually. Our muscle should be done softening up our guest from another Realm by now, and I need to have a chat with Serena Bright.”

Necessity nodded and gave me a peck on the cheek. “Don’t have too much fun,” the warrior growled. “You’d better have enough cum to pump a full load in both mine and Chastity’s 
pussies when you fuck us, or I’m going to start thinking you prefer some other woman to your own harem girls…”

“Never,” I protested. Fuck - I felt full enough to impregnate the entire Virago order. When I slipped beneath the sheets with Necessity and Chastity, I fully intended to shake the fucking airship.


Business first,
 I told myself. Then pleasure.


And at some point, I needed to come up with a name for my new ship.






Chapter Twelve









After checking in at the infirmary to make sure Mariah was okay, I headed for the brig. The succubus was asleep when I arrived, the healing potions having knocked her completely on her ass. A stern, older Virago matron kept watch over her bed, adjusting the mixture as necessary. She’d informed me that it would be a while yet before Mariah was healed and lucid - and that she’d almost definitely need some “recharging” before she was fully up on her feet. I looked forward to it.

The Virago had followed my instructions and kept each woman in a separate cell, walled from the others so they could neither hear or see any other prisoners. Two of them saluted as I stepped through the open doorway into the brig proper. No one had yet started work on replacing the door Mariah and I had destroyed on our way in.

“My Lord.” One of the Virago gestured with her head towards a closed door. The muffled sounds of scraping and thumps were just barely audible. “Elena is almost finished with the prisoner.”

“Good. Has she been talking?”

A wicked look spread across the guard’s face. “She kept silent longer than most women. But she talked. Elena always makes 
them talk eventually.”

I wondered about Elena. Had the Virago purposefully chosen certain women to do this job simply for their innate cruelty? If that was the case, maybe Necessity’s crackpot theory about the Shieldmaidens being a Corruption Lord plot was more on the money than she realized.

I shook off the thought. “So what’s she been saying?”

“Elena’s been writing it down. But honestly, the woman can probably tell you better herself.” The guard’s smile didn’t drop an inch. “She’s much more talkative now.”

“Just give me the basic facts,” I said, watching the door. “I don’t want to walk in there totally
 unarmed.”

The woman nodded. “Between punches, she told us her name is Chloe. Said she comes from a place called ‘the Vortex’?” She gave a dismissive sniff at the name. “Maybe you can get more out of her, my Lord.”

“Maybe. I’ll want to talk to Serena Bright when I’m done, too. Make sure she’s fed and watered, alright?”

“Can do.” The guard shot me a naughty wink. “Will you be brainwashing the little bitches, my Lord?”

I’d been thinking over that very same question the whole walk down to the brig. “Perhaps,” I said with a shrug. “The soldier girl, most likely. I have other plans for Princess Bright.”

The guard was kind enough - or smart enough - not to pry too much further. A few minutes after she fell silent, the door to Chloe’s cell opened. A Virago Shieldmaiden with even more muscle than usual stepped out, wiping the backs of her knuckles on her legs.

She gave a start when she saw me. “My Lord,” she said, 
dropping to one knee. “Are you here to see the prisoner?”

I nodded. “She’s not too bruised up for that, I hope?”

The Virago gave serious thought to the question. “Should be fine,” she finally decided. “I’d take it easy on her, though, my Lord.”

I didn’t intend to hurt her. I just wanted some answers.

I gave the guards a nod and let them lead me into the cell. Inside it smelled like blood, although the walls and floor had been freshly washed. The cell was little more than a stall with a raised seat in the back that doubled as chair and bed. My bathroom back on Earth had been larger than this.

Chloe was half-laying, half-sitting, one leg resting against the floor. I was pleased to see the collar I’d put around her neck was still there, and there was a length of heavy chain locking her to the bench just in case. She stirred at my approach, rising to a sitting position with some effort.

They’d beaten her, I was sure. But they hadn’t beaten her much - and they’d kept her face free of cuts and bruises. Just in case I wanted to make her mine, I guess. Personally, I found the whole thing a terrible waste. I’d felt first-hand how much pain the slender silver collar could send through a person’s body. There was no need to lay a finger on Chloe.

The guard put the wand in my hand and closed the door. Suddenly I wished she’d given me a chair, as there wasn’t enough space on the bench for both Chloe and I to sit comfortably. I considered ordering her onto the floor like a dog, but decided to just stand. The Shieldmaidens had been bad cops
 - it was up to me to play the good one.

As long as she cooperated, that was.

She still sported the shiner I’d given her during our fight. One 
eye was bruised so badly it was nearly shut, and her bottom lip was swollen to twice the size of the upper. She let out a wheezing moan and backed against the wall, putting as much distance between me and her as she could.

“Relax,” I said, scoffing. “I don’t want to hurt you. I already got you back for shooting my wife.”

She didn’t relax. “Go ahead,” she said, every muscle in her body stiffening. “Push the button. Those bitches didn’t hesitate to hurt me. Why would you?”

I glanced down at the device in my hand. “Those bitches
 work for me,” I said with a sigh. “Do you want me to hurt you? Is that what you’re into?”

Her eyes widened. I’d broken through her stupid little mask of bravado at least.

“What do you want?” she asked, slumping to the side. I could see it was costing her an effort to stay upright. “You fucked-up pervert…”

I cleared my throat and changed my tack. “Mariah’s doing fine, by the way,” I said brightly. “Healers finished working on her a while ago - they tell me she’s going to make a full recovery. She’s resting comfortably in the infirmary.”

Chloe’s eyebrows scrunched together as she tried to understand what I was getting at. “Good for her.”

“You
 could be resting comfortably, too,” I said. “All you have to do is answer some questions for me.”

A deep, rumbling laugh echoed from her throat. It sounded ragged, like a shirt torn in too many places. For the first time, I wondered if Chloe might not have internal injuries my guards weren’t aware of.

“Liar. You’d never let me out of this cell. I’m not like your bitches - you can’t look into my eyes and command me to suck you off…”

“There are women who serve me without the Gaze,” I said with a shrug. “But that’s neither here nor there.” I took a step closer. “The guards tell me your name is Chloe. Is that right, or were you just fucking with them?”

She held my gaze for a long moment, like she expected me to look away. When I didn’t - when it became painfully clear I was going to stand here until I got answers to my questions, Chloe broke the stare with a sigh.

“Yeah, that’s my name,” she said, shaking her head.

“They also said you’re from somewhere called ‘the Vortex’,” I said, moving my fingers in air-quotes at the term Elena had given me. “Is that the Realm above Skye?”

She gave me a strange look. “You don’t know the Realms?”

Suddenly I was very, very interested in this girl. “Here, I’m going to sit,” I said, pointing at the ground. A thin stream of ice flowed from my fingers, coalescing into a ball on the floor about the size of a beanbag chair. I perched on the side, tapping the side with a bit of magic to make sure it wouldn’t melt until long after our conversation was over. Then I leaned forward, giving her my creepiest grin. “There. That’s better. Tell me everything,
 Chloe.”

A muscle in her temple flexed as she clenched her jaw. “You’ll really let me out of here?” she asked. “You swear.”

I held up a hand. “I can’t let you go free, if that’s what you mean. But I can put you in more comfortable quarters - and give you the run of the ship. After that, we can talk about more. You’re one hell of a fighter, you know that?”

That brought a chuckle out of her. “I’ve been told that.”

I leaned in closer. “Where did you learn to fight like that?”

She cleared her throat. Something changed in her face, softening as she realized I was being serious with my offer. I was
 serious, by the way. I’d kill an enemy as soon as look at them, but it was a damned sin to waste a girl who could fight as well as Chloe. Besides, she was pretty easy on the eyes.

Mariah would hate it, of course. But I figured if Chloe lived, then one way or another the succubus would take her revenge. I wouldn’t stop her, whatever she decided. Chloe didn’t need to know that my First might kill her even if she cooperated - she just needed to start talking.

Finally she gave me a little nod. “In Vortex,” she said, resting her shoulders against the wall of her cell. “It’s not ‘the Vortex’
 - just Vortex. The Realm of Vortex.”

“The Realm above Skye,” I said, urging her along.

She shook her head. “No. The Realm beneath Continent.”

My surprise must have shown on my face, because she added: “did you think Continent was the lowest realm?”

“I did,” I admitted. “I kind of always assumed they were set up like a totem pole. Continent at the bottom, Skye on top of it...the rest of the Eight Realms on top of that.” I thought of a video game I’d played as a kid - one where you climbed a tower in the center of the world to find paradise. Whether I’d realized it or not, I’d been applying that logic to the Eight Realms. Many things here worked the way they did in video games, but apparently not that.

Chloe made a throat-clearing sound. “Can you give me a piece of paper? I don’t know the names of all Eight Realms - very
 few people do - but I seem to know a little bit more than you do. I 
can draw you a map.” Something daring entered her eyes. “And maybe a drink?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “That’s good.” I called the guards and sent them off for paper and water.

“I meant something stronger,” Chloe muttered. “Trust me, I could use it...”

At the last second, I lowered my voice and also commanded Elena to bring me a bottle of wine. Once they were gone, I settled back on the ice and watched Chloe. My ass was cold as hell, but it was worth it.

“The Brights abducted me from my own Realm,” I explained while we waited. “They put one of those collars around my neck and forced me to do magic tricks for them, like some kind of trained monkey. They wanted me to use my corruption magic to bring down Lady Gabrielle.”

Chloe nodded as she digested this. “You got the collar off,” she said.

“I did. Now Serena Bright is a prisoner on this ship.”

Chloe’s jaw dropped open. “You have Charlotte’s sister on this airship?”

“I do.”

She turned and smirked at the wall. “She’s gotta hate you, then. Clouds below, I bet she’s regretting the day she thought to herself, ‘hey! Why don’t I just get the Corruption Lord to do my dirty work for me!?’”

“I’m sure she is,” I said, not letting myself be goaded. Chloe was trying to get on my good side - trying a little too
 obviously. “Serena also told me that Lady Gabrielle isn’t from the Realm of Skye. That she’s an invader, just like the Brights are invaders 
in my Realm.” I regarded her evenly. “Is she from Vortex, too?”

Chloe swallowed hard. “Yeah. Yeah, we’ve both got the same hometown.”

“That’s interesting,” I said, looming over her, “because the Brights are trying to kill Lady Gabrielle. That, or turn her into my sex slave. Yet you’re working for them, guarding high-value prisoners on one of their airships. Why is that? How did two women from the same Realm end up on opposite sides of this war?”

There was a brief pause, then Chloe started to laugh. It wasn’t terribly happy laughter.

“They’ve lied to you,” she explained, her long braid shaking back and forth. “The Brights. There
 is no war
. Not in the way a man like you thinks of war, at any rate. Gabrielle doesn’t give a shit about controlling Skye.”

“Who would?” I said, nodding along. “It’s just a bunch of clouds. With a few floating islands, which I’ll admit are beautiful, but nothing really worth conquering. It might make a nice vacation spot, at least, once I conquer the Eight Realms…”

“It wasn’t always like this,” Chloe said. A faraway look entered her eyes, as if she were seeing visions of the past. “It was much nicer. But Gabrielle doesn’t even want that. Not really. Everything she’s done in Skye: deposing the Brights, taking control of the Nine Fleets, all of it is for one reason and one reason only. There’s something she’s after.”

“There is great power in Skye
,” I said, remembering the words Serena Bright had told me as we’d disembarked on Swift Island. “Power that would be the envy of the Eight Realms if it was more well-known.
”

Chloe rocked back on her heels. “Exactly.”

We’d reached the heart of it. I had to know. “What is it, Chloe? What do Gabrielle and the Bright Sisters really want?”

She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a whisper.

“She’s after the White Pearl.”






Chapter Thirteen









Just then, the cell door opened. Elena appeared, carrying a small stack of papers and a carafe of water with two glasses on a tray. Her face filled with shock at the sight of the small boulder of ice in the center of the room.

There were about a million questions on my tongue for Chloe, but I managed to tear my gaze away. “Ah, thank you,” I said, rising from my frozen seat. “Much appreciated, Elena.”

Wordlessly, the guard handed me a bottle of red wine. The label was ancient-looking, so faded as to be barely readable. “Yes, my Lord. Would you like me to do something about that…?”

I glanced over my shoulder at the ice. “I’d say bring me a chair, but the damage is already done. I’ll deal with it later.” I dismissed her with a gesture and closed the cell door. “Here, Chloe. Drink deep.”

She put the cup to her lips and swallowed greedily. Water ran down her chin as she swallowed too fast, leaving beads of moisture glistening on her silver collar. When she’d drained it completely, she gasped. “More,” she whispered.

I refilled her cup. “What is the White Pearl?” I asked as I handed the cup back to her.

Chloe drank for another long while, the muscles of her throat flexing as she swallowed. Finally she set the cup to the side and scooted over on the bench. Her movements left just enough space to lay down a piece of paper flat next to her.

“In a minute,” she said, holding out her hand. “I promised you a map, first.”

Intrigued, I gave her what she asked for. She spread the parchment out on the stone bench next to her and drew a single line halfway down the page.

“This is Continent,” she explained, tapping the long black line. “It’s right in the middle of the Eight Realms. You thought it was at the bottom of everything, but you were wrong. You can sink much lower than that.” An amused look spread over her face. “Three Realms lower, in fact.”

She drew three half-circles over the single line, each going further up the page. They looked like the phases of a sunrise. Then she did the same beneath the line, only going upside-down with the line this time. The overall effect was a bunch of concentric circles cut in half by one bold line: or sound-waves traveling up and down from a single point.


Sort of like that band Sunn O)))
, I thought, watching her work. I never did know how to pronounce their name…


Once she’d drawn the lines, Chloe began to write. She scribbled the word “CONTINENT”
 on the big line in the center, then SKYE
 on the first line above it. “You know both these already,” she said, tapping the paper.

I nodded to show her I understood.

She pointed the pencil at the first line beneath
 Continent, and wrote the word VORTEX
 across it. “That’s where I’m from,” she said. Then, almost as if on impulse, she wrote the word CINDER
 
on the next line down.

“Vortex is one below, then Cinder is the next deepest Realm,” she said, eyeing the bottle of wine. “Are you going to open that? I could use a drink…”

“As soon as I get my map,” I said, looking at the paper. “What’s the name of the Realm at the bottom? The furthest one down?”

Chloe shrugged. “I have no idea. I’ve never been there. Cinder is bad enough.”

“What’s Cinder like? Hell, what’s Vortex
 like?”

“Cinder pretty much is
 Hell,” she said with a snicker. “It’s a fiery realm filled with demons and monsters. If you were looking for some...interesting girls to fill out your harem, I’d think about taking a trip down there.”

I told her I would. “What about your home? Vortex?”

“It’s...kinda like Continent?” She leaned in a little closer, scribbling on the piece of paper. “It’s land
, at least. There’s lots of ruins, and there’s a big war that’s been raging across it for centuries. The cities are split into factions, and chaos reigns supreme.” She gave me an impressed look. “Gabrielle’s the first person to come close to uniting Vortex for hundreds of years.”

“I’m sure.” I tapped the lines above Skye. “What’s up there?”

Chloe wrote the word ETERNE
 on the line just above Skye. “The Realm of Eterne,” she said. “It’s apparently supposed to be paradise. Angels, harps, that sort of thing. Only…”

Her face was twisted like she’d bitten down on something bitter. “Only what
?” I asked.

“There’s something wrong
 with that Realm,” she said, her voice 
quivering slightly. “People go there and don’t come back.”

“If it’s really Paradise,” I mused, “then why would they ever leave?”

Chloe shuddered. “It’s not like that. There’s something off about that entire Realm. You’ll see, I guess. I
 won’t see, however, because I have no intention of setting foot there ever again.”

I could respect that. “Five Realms,” I said, tapping each line in turn. “Two on the outermost edges you don’t know about. Something about that seem strange to you, Chloe?”

She stared at the drawing, pursing her lips. “I’ve drawn it from memory,” she protested, looking up at me with wide eyes. “You’ve can’t think I’ve betrayed you, can you?”

“Seven realms,” I said, gesturing at the map. “But there’s Eight
 Realms, Chloe. Where’s the eighth?”

She tucked the pencil away and handed me the rolled up map. “No one knows,” she said.

I frowned at her. “You’re kidding me. No one you know has seen it, you mean?”

Chloe looked down at the paper, her lips forming a tight little line. “No, I mean these are
 the Realms,” she said, her tone growing heated. “There is an Eighth Realm - we all know it exists. But no one has any idea what it’s called, or what kind of ritual is required to go there.”

I was intrigued. “Then how do you know it really exists? Maybe there’s only been Seven Realms all along.”

Chloe’s face turned to stone. “Because they come here,” she said in a low voice. “Every hundred years or so. Whenever someone
 conquers all this.” She pointed at the map, taking in 
the Seven Realms and all their splendor with a mere frustrated gesture. “Then the Eighth Realm opens. And whoever did the conquering dies.”

My heart thudded against my ribs like a jackhammer. I could hear the pulse of blood in my ears, beating like a marching band on an entire bottle of methamphetamines. I wasn’t an idiot - I knew exactly what she was talking about. She was talking about me
.

“The Great Hero,” I said, the words falling from my lips like ashes. “The Eighth Realm is his domain. It’s why Darek has never been able to kill him…”

It all made sense. The reason none of the previous Dareks had ever been able to conquer all Eight Realms was because they couldn’t reach
 all Eight Realms. They’d had to make do with seven. Then the Eighth opened up and swallowed them all.

I couldn’t let that happen to me. Everything from my wives to my kingdom depended on it.

“Well, you’ve certainly given me something to think about,” I said, swallowing down the lead weight that had just settled in my stomach. “Maybe I better focus on something smaller for the time being. You want to tell me about this White Pearl?”

Chloe could see I was freaked out. For the first time since I’d entered her cell, the shoe was on the other foot. I was the one off-balance, and she was the one who knew what was up. What she did next made me like her about a hundred times more: almost enough to forgive her for shooting Mariah.

She put a hand on my knee and squeezed it, then grabbed the bottle of wine from my free hand. “I think you need this even more than I do,” she said, managing to sit fully upright for the first time since I’d come into her cell. The water must have revitalized her somewhat. “Shall we?”

We did. The wine was darker than the sea at midnight and tasted the way I imagine blood tastes to a vampire. My first sip left me dizzy; Chloe was apparently more experienced with the alcohol of the Realm than I was.

“A long time ago,” she began, flushing gently, “the Realm of Skye was ruled over by a King and a Queen. Together, their reign ensured peace and stability across the skies, and they ruled from horizon to horizon for generations. Their bloodline was filled with heroes, explorers and champions of justice.”

“The Brights,” I said. Chloe offered me another glass of the wine, but I declined. “They’ve fallen low from those days, clearly.”

Chloe smiled gently. “Back in those days there were a lot more things to explore. Don’t get me wrong, there’s always been a lot of sky in Skye: but it wasn’t always wall-to-wall clouds. There used to be...cities. Great big floating ones, the size of entire countries.”

“Uh huh.” I watched her get drunker - she was clearly enjoying it. “What happened?”

She hiccuped. “The sigils of the bloodline’s magic were two emblems - the White Pearl and the Black Pearl. Each was imbued with powerful elder magic - the kind of stuff that goes all the way back to the Sundering. In the wrong hands, those babies could level entire civilizations. The King and Queen of Skye used them to create their fleets, their floating islands - all that stuff.”

I’d wondered where it had all come from. Now I knew the answer. “I take it there was turmoil in the royal family?”

“That’s putting it mildly. A little over a century ago, the Black Pearl was stolen. It left the Realm of Skye, and one by one, the great floating cities began to drift apart and sink.” She made a 
face. “Have you seen what happens to objects when they hit the bottom of Skye?”

I thought of the airship splitting apart around me, dissolving into static. “I’ve seen it close up,” I said.

“Everything in Skye has been falling apart ever since. Until the Black Pearl and the White Pearl are reunited in one owner, there can be no true ruler in this Realm. Gabrielle doesn’t give a shit about any of that, of course. She wants power
 - plain and simple.”

I mused on that for a moment. “The Brights have the White Pearl?”

Chloe nodded. “That’s why I’m here, Corruption Lord. I don’t know where the Brights have stashed it, but I’ve got to find the White Pearl before Gabrielle does. She already has the Black - Gods only know what blasted Realm she pulled it out of - and if she gets both of them, she’ll be completely unstoppable.” The girl leaned back on her heels with a burp. “So that’s why I’m on the other side of this so-called ‘war’. I’m hunting it.”

I tried to keep my thoughts off my face. Because the chief thought running through my head wasn’t how I could stop Gabrielle: it was how powerful I could be with both the Black and the White Pearl at my disposal. Chloe hadn’t been able to find the Bright’s greatest treasure - but I already had an idea where it might be hidden. Serena could confirm it for me, maybe.

“I’m assuming that if Gabrielle takes both Pearls away from this Realm, all these airships stop working?” I asked.

“It’s the last thing I’d be worried about if that happened, but yes. The last few floating islands of Skye would sink. Then the Realm of Skye would truly be no longer worth conquering.”

That word - conquer - made pieces click together in my brain. “The Black Pearl,” I said, a hard edge to my voice. “The person who stole it from the King and Queen a hundred years ago - it was me
, wasn’t it?”

Chloe stared at me for a long moment - then nodded. “The previous Darek,” she said. “Yes.”

“Great.” I rose to my feet, patting my knees. My ass cheeks were just about froze from sitting on that ice. “You have given me a lot
 to think about, Chloe. You’ve been even better than your word, and for that, I thank you. Go ahead and finish the bottle - you’ve most certainly earned it.”

She blinked slowly, through a haze of drunkenness. “Are you going to let me out of here?”

I thumbed a button on the wand - and the collar around her neck clicked open. “I’ll take that,” I said, putting both collar and control device into a pocket in my robe. Now I had two of them. “I’ll instruct the guards not to hurt you anymore, too. You rest up, and when you’re feeling better, we’ll get you moved to new quarters.”

She burped. “Move me now,” she said.

“You’re wasted,” I said, shaking my head. “You wouldn’t make it five steps out that door…”

As if to prove my point, Chloe slumped to the side and fell asleep.

I laughed, then knocked at the door to be let out of her cell. The guards looked at me more than a little strangely, but they agreed to my new commands. Never let it be said that I don’t reward loyal service.

I wasn’t too
 hasty, however. Chloe had told me a lot of things, but I had no idea if she was telling the truth. I wanted to talk to 
Serena.

If her story about the White Pearl matched Chloe’s, then I could set Chloe free and give her a job on the ship. If not, then it could only mean one thing.

Someone was lying to me.






Chapter Fourteen









I should’ve gone to Serena’s cell right away. I needed to interrogate her, and we hadn’t spoken since she fell out of a portal in the Inner Choir and took a skull to the side of her head. Her last memory of me involved being naked from the waist down and surrounded by office equipment.

Instead, I headed upstairs. The wine I’d drunk with Chloe was doing strange things to me, and one of them was that I was suddenly horny as hell: I was more turned on than I’d been in a very, very
 long time. Or maybe it was spending time in a cramped cell with a very beautiful woman. Either way, it didn’t matter. Serena could wait for the time being. It wasn’t like she was going anywhere.

I made my way up to my quarters, where Necessity and Chastity were waiting for me. There wasn’t even a token guard in front of the door: everyone on board knew perfectly well my Mistress of War could look after herself. I was safer in bed with her than with a dozen Shieldmaidens armed to the teeth surrounding me.

I heard a moan from inside the room as I opened the door, and when I looked inside there was only Necessity laying in bed, sitting up against the headboard. Or that’s what I assumed. A moment later a lump beneath the covers shifted 
and Chastity came up from between her legs, gasping.


Well now
, I thought. That’s a hell of a welcome.


Necessity smirked knowingly. “Hello, husband. I’ve been warming up your new toy for you. Her mouth is very
 talented.”

“I bet.” I gave Necessity a kiss on the cheek. From the warmth pouring off her face and the flushed tint of her skin, I figured Chastity had gotten her off at least two or three times already. Lucky girl. “How are you doing down there, babygirl?”

Chastity rose to her knees, peeling back the covers. Underneath, the elf was gloriously naked. Her skin was smooth and unbroken, sporting none of the battle tattoos Necessity and her sisters had racked up from different conflicts. It reminded me how young and inexperienced she was - and that I would be the first and only man to claim her.

“Hi, Daddy!” The girl’s voice was a high, giggly soprano a full octave higher than the one she used when serving me on board the ship. “I’m so
 ready for you to fuck my virgin pussy! Mommy’s been telling me all about the ways you like to bang corrupted little fuckdolls like me…”

I gave Necessity a look. “Mommy?
”

The warrior’s cheeks flushed deeper. “Her idea. As I’ve said, I’m not old enough to be Chastity’s mother. But I have been her sponsor in the Virago since she was an initiate, so it’s natural she would think of me that way.” Her look grew heated. “Besides, you like
 it. It makes your dick hard.”

I grinned. “Mommy Necessity and Daddy Corruption Lord teaching a brand-new Virago how good worshipping her Master feels? Nah, that doesn’t sound like one of my fantasies at all-”

My words were cut off by a groan. Without a hint of self-
consciousness, the naked elf girl unfastened my belt and tugged my robe open. My cock stood straight out like an iron girder, fully erect, and she wrapped her lips around it like she’d been waiting to do it the second she saw me on deck.

“She’s very...eager
,” Necessity said with a chuckle. She ran a hand down the elf girl’s pale flank, then spanked her ass hard enough to make her moan. “I’ve been telling her all about the things you’re going to do to her.”

“Uh huh?” There was a warm, wet mouth enveloping my shaft, and it was hard to put words together. “Fuck, you’re good at that. Keep going deep, babygirl…”

I’d already known that Chastity liked that word, but hearing it in the bedroom took her arousal to a whole other level. She deepthroated me, gagging gently around my prick until her eyes rolled back in her head. Drool coated my cock and balls as she got sloppy, her head slamming up and down on my meat like a fucking cork. Finally she couldn’t take it any more and pulled back, licking at my swollen crown and giggling.

“Mommy said the first time you fuck me, you’re going to want to be on top,” the elf purred, running her tongue from my balls to my head. “She said you like to look down at the women you conquer, knowing you’re in complete control
 of them.” A hot look entered her eyes. “She warned me you might put your hand around my throat, but that’s okay with me, Daddy! I think I’d really
 like it if you did that, actually!”


Fuck
. I had to have this girl.

“Necessity knows me pretty fucking well,” I groaned. “You’ve been pleasuring her while she tells you all this, I see. Has she given anything to you?”

Chastity shook her head. “She won’t let me come,” she purred, sucking the tip of my cock like she needed another taste of my seed. She says I can’t
 
cum without your permission. Mommy told me you own my orgasms now, Daddy…”

Necessity scooted over in bed, making more than enough room for the two of us to lay down. “Here,” she said, patting the mattress. “Spread yourself wide for Daddy, sweetheart. Show him your hot little untouched pussy…”

With a giggle, Chastity rolled onto her back and spread her legs. She squeezed her tits together with her elbows, showing off her best assets for me while her fingers spread her soft, pink folds. The elf girl trembled gently as she put herself on display, her eyes wide with fear and excitement.

“I’ll try really hard to fit all of you in me, Daddy,” she panted, grinning up at me. “You’re so big, but I’m really, really
 wet! I think I might just barely
 be able to take all of you!”

I mounted her, pressing the head of my cock against her slit. Chastity mewled beneath me, her eyes fluttering as the pressure built between her legs. Next to her, Necessity shamelessly palmed her own mound, sliding two fingers into her cunt as she prepared to watch me fuck the elf girl’s brains out.

“You ready for me to take that pussy, babygirl?” God, I was dizzy. My heart pounded in my chest way, way
 faster than normal, and there was a thin sheen of sweat on my forehead. If I’d been sharper, I would’ve realized something wasn’t right and pulled back - but it was damned hard to concentrate with a gorgeous, virgin elf girl writhing beneath you.

“Yes, Daddy!” Chastity arched her pelvis, trying to get more of me inside of her. “Fuck me, please!”

There was a moment of resistance that brought a brief flash of pain to Chastity’s expression, then I was inside of her. Her mouth dropped open, a ragged moan leaving her lips as her 
slick walls gripped me oh-so-tight. Sinking balls-deep into her was heaven - she was so tight, so smooth, so completely untouched. I could feel her walls clenching around me, struggling to keep from going over the edge, and smirked cruelly.

“Look at that,” I growled, leaning back. Only the very base of my cock was visible - the rest stretched Chastity’s bare mound and made a bulge between her legs. Juice dripped around it, coating her slit and thighs. “Fuck you’re so tight, babygirl. You’re making my cock feel so fucking good…”

I started fucking her in earnest. Every pump of my hips felt better than the last, until the room became a spinny, blurry mess around me. I tried several different angles, testing every inch of her honeyed interior until I’d claimed it all. She shook beneath me like a leaf, her nails digging into my shoulders as I pumped her like a piston.

Necessity rolled to the side, her fingers leaving her cunt. “Here,” my wife growled, sliding two wet digits between the elf girl’s lips. “Taste me. Taste those fingers while you feel his cock inside of you!”

Chastity sucked them hard, moaning with bliss. I could tell the elf girl wasn’t going to last long - she’d been teased and primed by Necessity for the better part of an hour. It made me hard as hell to know that I
 was the one who decided when she got to feel that amazing rush of pleasure - that I was in total control of her. She was my possession, just like all the Virago Shieldmaidens.

Just as Necessity had promised, I wrapped a hand around her throat. Chastity leaned into it, groaning as her hips fucked me back even harder. If it weren’t for her own confession, I’d never have guessed she was a virgin. Maybe the Virago were just born knowing how to fuck like porn stars - or maybe 
Necessity had taught her everything she knew. Either way, it was incredible.

“I’m gonna come,” I grunted. The elf girl’s face and tits blurred in front of me as I drove myself to the peak. Was there sweat in my eyes? I blinked rapidly. “When you feel me bust inside of you, you have my permission to go over the edge, Chastity. I want to feel you gripping my cock as I pump you full…”

She nodded eagerly. Necessity gave the girl a slap on the face, then moved the hand that had been in her mouth between the younger girl’s legs.

“He told you he was about to come,” she growled, getting rough. “That’s not a cue for you to lay there like a starfish, slut! Fuck Daddy back - make that cock feel so good so you can get every drop of that hot seed inside you…!”

Chastity did exactly that. Her hips were a blur, rising to meet my cock with pneumatic force. Suddenly I lost my rhythm, pumping between her legs like a madman. I lifted one into the air, bringing it to my shoulder as I found the perfect angle to drill all the way to her core. The heat around me built until it felt like I was fucking her next to a blazing bonfire, and I knew I was about to go over the edge.

“Fuck, here it comes,” I growled, spittle flying from my lips. “Holy shit, babygirl, it’s so fucking good…!”

My orgasm hit me like a truck. The world vanished, fireworks exploding behind my eyelids as my thick cock erupted inside of Chastity’s virgin pussy. Burst after burst sprayed down her walls, each one sending a wave of pleasure over me so sweet it was unbearable. My ass clenched as I thrust forward as hard as I could, pumping every drop of my cream right where it belonged.

When it was finally over I pulled out and rolled next to her, 
exhausted. I blinked, but the world didn’t snap back into focus. If anything, I felt worse than ever.

What the fuck…?

“Craig?” Necessity’s voice sounded like it was coming from much further away than the other end of the bed. “Are you not ready for Round Two, husband? I wanted to suck that little slut’s juices off your cock…”

For all that she’d dismissed the young elf’s intelligence, Chastity was the first to realize something was wrong. “I think he’s sick,” she said, gathering the covers around her legs. “Why isn’t he getting up!?”

Dimly, I heard Necessity roaring for a healer. But I was already sinking down, down into the darkness…






Chapter Fifteen









When I woke up, I was laying on a cot in the infirmary. I opened my eyes slowly, wincing at the bright light overhead. I felt like I’d been run over by a truck. The world was blurry, as if I were wearing a pair of dirty glasses I couldn’t take off.

“Worst hangover ever,” I rasped. I didn’t remember what had happened. I must have had some sort of party…

“Master? Here, I’ll get that for you!”

A red hand appeared in my vision. It tugged a string next to the light and flicked it off. The room was much more bearable now. I rolled to my side, wanting to express my gratitude to this mystery person, and found myself staring into the face of my succubus, Mariah. She looked absurdly grateful to see me.

“You’re awake,” she said, stroking my shoulder. “Thank the Gods. For a moment, we were worried.”

Mariah was laid out on a cot next to me, bandages wrapped around her midsection. I stared at them for a second, not remembering why they were there - then the events of the last couple of days came back in a rush.

“What...what happened?” I managed to get into a sitting position, but standing up was going to be too hard for the 
moment. The room spun enough already as it was. “I was in bed with Chastity and Necessity, and then…?”

The succubus leered. “I heard about that. Sounds like fun.” Then her expression grew serious. “You were poisoned, Master.”

Poison? My heart pounded a little bit faster. Who would do such a thing?

“Someone tried to kill me,” I realized, taking hold of Mariah’s hand. “There’s an assassin on the ship! Has Necessity started a search…?”

I trailed off, because the look Mariah was giving me was not good
. “What?”

She cleared her throat. “I don’t think they were trying to kill you
,” she whispered, glancing over my shoulder. “If there’s one thing everyone on this ship has learned about you in the last few days, it’s that you’re addicted to Skye tea to the exclusion of everything else. I don’t think the assassin was expecting you to drink any of the poisoned wine. It was supposed to look like an accident.”

Poisoned...wine? When had I drunk-

In the cell. With Chloe. The girl from Vortex.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered. “No no no…”

“My guess is it was supposed to look like the guards had gotten a little too
 rough with her,” the succubus explained. “It’s a very subtle poison, and if you hadn’t collapsed after your lovemaking, we might never have even noticed.” The succubus’ face hardened. “By the time guards opened her cell, it was too late.”

I followed Mariah’s gaze. In the corner of the infirmary was a 
cot with a figure beneath a blanket. I swung my legs over the side of the bed and rose shakily to my feet.

“Master!” Mariah’s tone was shocked. “The poison hasn’t fully worn off. You might hurt yourself!”

I didn’t care. I had to see. I crossed the room, wobbling a few times, and drew back the edge of the blanket.

Chloe looked like she’d just laid down for a quick nap. There was no expression of horror on her face, nothing that indicated she’d even known it was coming.

The girl from Vortex was dead. Along with my hopes of learning anything else about the other Realms.

We had a traitor on board.






Chapter Sixteen









“Is that all of them?”

From her position at my right hand, Necessity gave a firm nod. I stared down at the main deck, afternoon sunlight filtering through a heavy cover of clouds, and examined the small crowd of captives. They were a motley crew indeed.

When I left the infirmary, my first order to the Shieldmaidens had been to round up every prisoner we’d taken and bring them here. Now they were standing in a small huddle, surrounded by guards, and I took the time to look over each and every one of them. There weren’t many - after I took the airship, I’d only kept enough of Charlotte’s people around to teach my women how to fly the damn thing. They were never meant to remain here for long – once their jobs were complete, I’d intended to leave them behind.

One of them had to be the traitor. There was no other option.

The Virago Shieldmaidens were beyond reproach, of course. Linked to me through their psychic tether with Queen Serenity, they were completely incapable of betraying me. Serena Bright hadn’t left her cell in days and was kept under lock and key. And Mariah and Necessity would have sooner cut their hands off than denied me a source of information like Chloe.

Which left only the prisoners. And technically, me - although if I’d somehow done it myself without knowing, we had bigger things to worry about than a traitor on board.

The airship rocked gently beneath my feet. The repairs Sasha had made to the mainmast were finally complete, and we were ready to set sail at any time. Only a single thin tether kept us anchored to Wrathholme now: we could pull it up and head for Thessalia as soon as I ordered it.

We’d be on our way within the hour. I just had this last bit of business to take care of, first.

I strode to the edge of the upper deck, looming over the knot of prisoners like a monster preparing to strike. “Ladies and gentlemen,” I said, locking eyes with them one after another. “One of you committed a murder on board my airship. I intend to find out who.”

The prisoners quaked with fear. None of them had any illusions as to the lengths I’d go to to find out the truth. “It wasn’t me, my Lord!” one of the women shouted, terrified. She sank to her knees, weeping. “I swear it wasn’t!”

“Bring her here.” Two guards hauled the woman to her feet, carrying her away from the rest of the crowd. She came bonelessly, letting them carry her up the stairs. Once she was in front of me, they set her down.


I should have a cape,
 I thought. It would be nice to brush it out behind me evilly at a moment like this.
 I made a mental note to have the Virago search for one once we took Thessalia.

“The Realm of Skye,” I said, raising my voice high enough for it to be heard across the ship, “came here with their airships and thought to make the Corruption Lord their puppet. Your Mistresses - Charlotte and Serena Bright - have left you at my mercy. Unfortunately for you, I have none.” I pointed at the 
woman. “What’s your name, dear?”

She wasn’t a bad-looking woman, all things considered. Unfortunately, that wouldn’t be enough to save her. “M-Minora,” the woman babbled, wringing her hands. “I never liked the Brights anyway, my Lord! I...I’ll gladly jump ship and join your side!”

I smiled cruelly. “Will you now, Minora? And will you take the Gaze?”

There were gasps around the ship. From the prisoners and
 the Virago. All of them knew how jealously I guarded the Gaze - it was a privilege only given to my most powerful, beautiful followers. Neither my new engineer or my Virago playmate had yet felt its touch – to use it on a mere prisoner...?

The woman thought about it for about two seconds. “Yes, my Lord!” she said, looking at me like she’d just won the lottery. This was not how she’d expected this conversation to go.

“Good.” My eyes flashed green as I opened myself to Corruption Gaze. Twin beams of radioactive light pierced the woman’s eyes, drilling deep into her soul. Black threads of magic twisted beneath her skin, turning her already-pale skin an almost ghostly white.

It made me think of Cara, which made me angry. I swallowed that hurt down and continued.

Minora barely fought. She could see an opportunity when one presented itself. As the magic crescendoed, she tossed her head back and howled
 with pleasure, the climax exploding from her core.

She was evil. She was corrupt. She was mine.

With a flourish, I summoned up my roster of Followers:

Followers: Eight (8) Currently. At your current level, 
you can have a maximum of Ten (10) followers at once.

Follower One: <ERROR>

Follower Two: Mariah - Level 52 Succubus.

Follower Three: Kyoko - Level 17 Thief.

Follower Four: Necessity - Level 50 Assassin.

Follower Five: Reina - Level 38 Royal.

Follower Seven: Serenity - Level 55. Special Class: Virago Queen.

Follower Eight: Minora - Level 7.

The box floated in the air next to my head, visible for all to see. Minora stuck out like a sore thumb among them, of course. She was much lower level, and had no real class to speak of. That wasn’t the point.

The point was, she could no longer lie to me.

“Tell me, my newest Follower,” I growled, letting the bad guy inside me off the hook. “Did you poison the prisoner Chloe and your Master the Corruption Lord?”

The woman shook her head without a second thought. “No, my Lord.”

I gestured at the huddled crowd of prisoners. “Do you know who did?”

She glanced over her shoulder. Her gaze went unfocused as she gave them the once-over, as if she’d never seen her fellow prisoners before. Like they were strangers from a different lifetime.

“No, my Lord,” she said, still grinning.

“Good.” I leaned over and whispered in Minora’s ear. She stiffened at first, her eyes going wide, but by the time I was done speaking, she was nodding along agreeably. Everyone was so damn agreeable with my corruption inside of them.

When I was done, I turned back to the crowd. “Minora is innocent,” I proclaimed. “At least one of you is not guilty of this crime.” I motioned at the girl. “Go along now, make yourself useful.”

Minora nodded eagerly. Without a moment’s hesitation, she walked to the side of the airship and tossed herself overboard.

One of the prisoners screamed. Minora flipped over and over again in mid-air, picking up speed as she raced towards the ground. We were too high in the air for her landing to be much more than a blur, but I saw her hit the cobblestones of Wrathholme’s castle town with a bone-crunching thud, bouncing once before coming to a halt. A pool of red spread slowly around her body.

My follower roster flickered, going from eight to seven.

“Very good,” I said, stretching. “Bring up the next prisoner.”

The huddled mass began to writhe and scream with horror. None of them wanted to be next. My guards circled them, weapons drawn, looking for someone to grab out of the pack by an arm or a leg.

“You can’t do this!” a man yelled. I watched with distaste as he shoved a woman in front of him, pushing her between him and a Shieldmaiden. “We won’t jump to our deaths for you, you fucking freak!
”

“Of course you will,” I said, smiling down at them. “You’ll do whatever I want. But there is a way for the rest of you to save 
yourselves.”

They all went quiet at this. The struggle to escape the guards stopped. Each of them gazed up at me, hope shining in their eyes so nakedly that it was disgusting.

“I want to know who poisoned me,” I said, leaving Chloe out of it for the moment. “If the person responsible confesses, then I’ll let the rest of you go. Refuse, and I’ll do to you exactly what I just did to Minora.” I pointed at the man who’d put others ahead of himself so easily. “You’ll be last. You can watch the others die, one after another.”

There was a flurry of conversation. It became clear after only a few seconds that no one was going to admit to the crime. Their faces grew angrier, and the accusatory fingers began to fly.

“You worked in the kitchen!” It was the man from earlier, jabbing his pointer in the face of a gray-haired woman old enough to be a grandmother. “You poisoned it! It had to be you, bitch!”

The woman cowered, looking from one face to the next as if somebody might save her. “No! It wasn’t - I swear it!”

“Admit it, so the rest of us can live!” More voices joined the chorus. The better part of the prisoners were now cheering for this woman’s destruction. They were so eager to sacrifice one of their own - to throw them overboard in exchange for their own lives. It turned my stomach.

I tried to imagine someone putting my harem and I through this kind of experience. Would any of us have broken against the others, tried to betray them? No way. We’d have died together, spitting in our enemy’s face.

“You can’t force someone to come forward,” I growled. But it was too late. The prisoners were shoving the old woman, 
pushing her through the line of guards and towards me.

“Take her, Darek, please!”

“Spare us!”

I looked down at the old woman. She was trembling, yet there was something in her eyes that marked her as being made of sterner stuff than the rest of them. She rose to her full height, her back straightening, and I was surprised to see she was just as tall as I was. Age had taken its toll on her face with a few wrinkles, but I could tell that she had been a great beauty when she was younger.

With a sigh, I looked from her to the rest of them. “They say it was you,” I grumbled. “How does it feel to have your countrymen betray you so easily, woman?”

She swallowed hard, marshaling her courage. “If they say it was me, then it was me, m’lord.” She glanced back over her shoulder. “I’ll admit to it, if it means you’ll spare them.”

It’s not often that I was surprised by the behavior of a prisoner. At that moment, I was.

“You’ll sacrifice yourself for them? Even though you were the first person they chose to take the blame?”

The woman shrugged. “Aye. Wouldn’t be the first time.”

I liked her, I realized. “Necessity,” I said, gesturing towards my Mistress of War. “Have someone take this woman back to the kitchens. It wasn’t her. Therefore she no longer interests me.”

She didn’t need to ask how I knew - it was just as obvious to her as it was to me. “Yes, husband.”

Once the woman was gone, I turned back to the prisoners. There was no hope on their faces now.

“Alright. The interrogation continues.”

Over the next hour, my follower count jumped to eight and back to seven a dozen times. Each prisoner submitted to the Gaze, although they swore to their mothers and their Gods that my magic could never force them to submit. Each confessed they knew nothing of the poisoning plot, and that they had no idea who could possibly have done it.

Then they jumped overboard. By the time I was done, there was a small pile of bodies on the cobblestones of Wrathholme. Maybe they’d keep Minora company.

Finally, there was only the man. The asshole who’d shoved the elderly woman at the guards, who’d been the first to incite the group of prisoners to turn against each other. He’d been watching the proceedings with greater and greater terror, and now as two Virago dragged him to me, I saw a great stain on the front of his trousers. He’d pissed himself in fear.

“I don’t need to use the Gaze on you,” I said, my nose wrinkling as I backed away. “You had nothing to do with this. Too cowardly.”

“Please, my Lord!” The man babbled incoherently, his legs kicking out beneath him. The Shieldmaidens had to literally hold him upright, otherwise he would’ve fallen into his own waste. “I’m begging you! I will do anything you ask - anything!”

I remembered how quick this man had been to accuse others.

“Throw him overboard,” I commanded the guards. Then I leaned in and dropped my voice to a whisper. “At least the others got to enjoy it, eh?”

He screamed all the way down, and for a time after landing. It was strangely fitting that he didn’t die on impact like the others - his torment lasted for longer.

“Well,” Necessity said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “That was fun. But a total waste. You really don’t suspect the old woman?”

I gave the bodies far below another few moments inspection, then turned back over the rail. “No,” I said, gritting my teeth. “Which leaves us with very few suspects. In fact, there’s only one I can think of right now.”

Necessity blanched. “I’ll go get her, husband.”

“Good.” I stared at her ass as she made her way down the stairs, mesmerized by the seductive sway. “And get someone to swab the deck. It’s filthy.”

A few minutes later, she emerged from below-decks with Sasha. My new engineer followed her gamely, the jewel in her choker flashing in the afternoon light against the dark ribbon around her throat. Unlike the other prisoners, Sasha didn’t look afraid of me in the slightest. She cocked an eyebrow as she made her way up the stairs, then glanced at the mess and the lack of prisoners.

“Interrogations,” I said. “Someone poisoned me.”

“I’ve heard,” she said, giving me a sympathetic little nod. “Glad you’re back on your feet, Corruption Lord.”

She stood in front of me. Even with two guards flanking her and Necessity at her back, she didn’t sweat. Whether she was the poisoner or not, her performance was damned impressive.

“You’ve had the run of the ship for some time now,” I said in a hard voice. “It would’ve been easy for you to slip into the kitchen with some poison. Perhaps it was something the Brights gave you back on Skye?”

Sasha looked thoughtful. “I agree that under the circumstances, I would certainly appear to be a prime 
suspect,” she said, glancing at the women surrounding her for the first time. “Are you going to beat the truth out of me, Craig?”

I shook my head. “No. I’m going to find out the easy way.”

A shudder passed down the woman’s spine. Then she smiled. “Good.”

For the second time that afternoon, I’d been caught off-guard by one of my prisoners. “Excuse me?”

“I want
 the Gaze,” she explained matter-of-factly. “From the things I’ve seen on board this ship, you’re going to end up on the winning side of all this. And I clearly
 don’t want to be stuck with the losers.” Her grin widened. “Becoming a member of your harem will make me more powerful, more insightful - I’ll be able to create weapons and add-ons for this airship I would never have been able to fathom otherwise. And it will make me so indispensable to you that you’ll never be able to let me go.” She gave a smart little nod. “So yes, I want you to use the Gaze on me. Are you really surprised?”

I glanced over the side of the ship. “I used it on the rest of the prisoners, too,” I said, gesturing with my head. “Then I told them to jump.”

Her expression froze. “Oh. Well, you certainly won’t do that with me, right? Not once you know I’m innocent?”

I took a step closer to Sasha. This close, it was impossible not to notice what a fine specimen of womanhood she was. She clearly didn’t put much thought into her appearance, and she could’ve used a haircut, but her body was soft and fine. Besides - even back on Earth, the girls who liked a little pressure around their throat with their wardrobe were kinkier than most. I was curious what kind of fetishes my Engineer might be hiding.

“It depends,” I said. “Are there no other
 
reasons you want the Gaze?”

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “You’re asking if I want to fuck you? If I’m aching
 for your touch, dreaming every night of you using me like your little whore?”

The way the words mixed with her expression shocked me. She cocked that eyebrow again and laughed.

“I’m a...pragmatic
 girl,” she said with a shrug. “I understand the terms of the deal, and I accept them. Without hesitation. But as for my personal preferences…” She looked me up and down, then gave me a second shrug just as expressive as the first. “Sorry. I’m not really a fan of dicks.”


Ah
. I understood now. “My power...it might change that,” I told her. “In fact, I’m certain it will.”

“I know,” she said with a little smirk. “I’m fine with that. Tell me something first, though?”

I nodded. “Whatever you want.”

“Does it get you off knowing you’re going to be the first guy I’ve ever been with?”

I thought of Chastity, moaning beneath me as I pushed into her tight, virgin pussy. Before her, I’d never actually been with a virgin before - on Earth or
 in the Eight Realms. I liked it a lot.

Green fire blazed to life in my eyes. “Yes
,” I said, my voice deepening as magic flowed through me. “Now look into my eyes, Sasha…
”

She didn’t fight me. Using Corruption Gaze on Sasha was much more like my encounter with Mariah than it was with any of the other prisoners. She opened to me instinctively, letting my power course through her as I tore through her innermost 
thoughts and feelings. I knew instantly that she hadn’t poisoned me: in truth, I’d never suspected her to begin with. She was much too smart for that.

Sasha’s eyes rolled back in her head as she became mine. Her body floated six inches off the ground, wreathed in green flames as the transformation took her. The change was nowhere near as extreme as it had been for Mariah or Necessity - she didn’t become a demon or anything like that - but she definitely got one hell of a makeover.

By the time she sank back to the deck, my Engineer was covered in tattoos and piercings. Her ears, her lip, her nipples - the lumps clearly visible beneath the thin cotton of her t-shirt. Fishnet stockings ran up and down her arms and legs, hugging her like they were an extension of her body. Most surprising was the choker around her neck, which was now a leather band covered in small spikes with a circle for a chain loop in the front. Before her transformation, Sasha had given off a hint of having a kinky side - the new her broadcast it for all the world to see.

She was clearly coming down from an orgasm as her feet touched the boards. She rode out her pleasure, rocking gently on her heels, then opened eyes the same radioactive green shade as my magic. Her lips were black as tar, covered in a lipstick that would never fade as she smiled.

The nineteen-year-old Craig who’d been into alt-porn models would’ve called her the perfect woman. Even now, she touched spots in my brain I didn’t know still existed.

“Oh fuck
,” Sasha panted, grabbing the sides of her head. “I can feel
 it, Master. The knowledge...the artistry…” Suddenly she looked up, smiling maniacally. “I can build things
 for you, Master.”

I was intrigued. “What kind of things?”

“Bad
 things,” she said, licking her lips. “Things that go boom
 and make people die.”


Hell yes
, I thought. “Then you’d better get to it,” I said, giving her ass a spank.

All the pretension fell right off her face. “Yes, Master,” she said, in the most submissive tone I’d ever heard out of a woman. God, I liked this one already. “Can I have some Virago to help me?”

“As long as you don’t use them as crash test dummies,” I said, motioning for a half-dozen to go with her. “Have fun. And remember…”

I leaned over, pulled her close, and kissed her. Her lips tasted like sex and black licorice.

“When my harem is together on this ship,” I growled, groping her ass, “I’m going to break you in. In front of everybody.
 You ready for that, slut?”

She nodded so quickly it was like she’d been momentarily replaced with a bobblehead. “Yes, Master!”

“Good.” I let her go off with my Virago, already savoring my next conquest. “Necessity - get us in the air. We’re going to Thessalia. I can’t wait to see Eri and Kyoko again.”

Necessity watched Sasha head below decks, a half-dozen Virago at her beck and call. “I’d keep a close watch on that one,” she said, sliding an arm around my waist. “She seems a bit...cracked?”

“I know,” I said, grinning. “Isn’t it great?”

“Yes,” Necessity agreed, kissing my cheek. “Oh! Before we lift off - what are we calling this boat? Unless you really want to keep referring to it as the Euphoric Destiny…

?”

I made a face. “Gross. No. How about...I dunno, what about the Ragnarok
? There was a game I really liked as a kid where the heroes flew around in an airship with that name. Kind of underrated, actually. I never understood the hate it got…”

Necessity didn’t understand, either - having never been to Earth. “It sounds wonderful, husband,” my wife agreed with a smile. “You’re not staying to watch takeoff?”

“I have business down below,” I said. “We’ve ticked off all the usual suspects for the poisoning, but there’s an unusual
 one left. Someone who definitely had reason to want me and everyone else on this boat dead.”

Necessity’s eyes narrowed. “Serena Bright? I’m not doubting she would, my Lord. But how?”

“She’s been under lock and key - but she knows the layout of this airship even better than I do. It’s the same blueprint as Charlotte’s. What else do you think she knows?”

The elven warrior paused for a long moment, considering. “It would be easy to use the Gaze on her,” she said. “You have two follower slots left after binding Sasha to you. A member of Skye’s royalty would make a fine conquest…”

I could read the look on her face. “But you don’t want her in the harem,” I said.

Necessity’s eyebrows furrowed together. “It’s not about what I
 want, husband. Your harem is about you
 - the girls who light a fire within you, who you just must
 have serving you.”

“Well, Serena definitely lights my fire,” I said with a smirk. “I have other plans for her - ones that don’t involve serving us. Not directly, at any rate. I’ll think about it.”

“Of course.” Necessity gave my ass a squeeze. “And if you need someone to bounce ideas off of, I’m here. Also if you need, like, a blowjob or something like that…”

I grinned at her. “I’ll remember that,” I said.

“Please do. Tell Serena I said hi.”

I most definitely would.






Chapter Seventeen









“Serena,” I said, throwing open the door to her cell. “You’ve been lying to me.”

The Queen of Skye’s younger sister shrank against the wall, her eyes going big and wide at the sudden intrusion. A moment later the shock faded and her pretty face filled with rage.

“You accuse me
 of lying?” Serena’s blonde tresses shook with anger as she pointed at me. “You betrayed me, Craig! You told me you were going to make me the Queen, then stole me from my Realm and locked me up as a prisoner!”

“Yeah,” I agreed, shutting the door behind me. “Funny how awful that feels, right?”

Her jaw snapped shut. I’d done nothing to Serena that her and her sister hadn’t already done to me, and she knew it. Well,
 I thought, there’s no point in beating around the bush now. Might as well go for the jugular.


I didn’t bother with the whole chair-made-of-ice trick this time around. “The White Pearl,” I said, glowering down at her. “Start talking. Now
.”

Her face filled with surprise. “I haven’t heard a word from you in a week, and now this? How did you find out about…?”

Her coyness was starting to really piss me off. “Oh, I know 
all kinds
 of things,” I growled, as the air in the room began to hum with power. “I know why Lady Gabrielle wants to stomp your bloodline out of the Realm. I know where all of your airships and your cute little floating islands came from. I’m even pretty sure I know where your sister has the fucking thing stashed.” I crossed my arms in front of my chest. “All I want is for you to confirm the details, sweetheart.”

“Don’t sweetheart
 me!” Were those tears
 springing to Serena Bright’s eyes? Oh dear. She’d really let herself fall for me, hadn’t she? Bought the whole “you should be Queen” routine hook, line and sinker. It was almost worthy of pity.

Or was it? I thought of Chloe, stone dead in her cell. That wine hadn’t poisoned itself. Someone
 had done it.

“Look, I know this all seems very bad,” I said, slipping from scary-Corruption Lord to smooth-Corruption Lord in an instant. “But really, the agreement between us hasn’t changed. I still want to see you seated on the throne of Skye.”

She shook her head with a laugh. “You can’t be serious,” she said, giving me a look that was near delirious. “You...you turned me against my own sister! You made me want
 you, you monster! I was going to give you things I’d never given a man before-!”

“That’s all very interesting,” I said, stifling a yawn. “But you’re not as innocent as you seem, are you, Princess?”

Again with the big, wide eyes routine. “What?”

I was getting tired of explaining it. “Someone poisoned me,” I grumbled. “Killed one of my prisoners in the bargain. A very valuable
 woman, whose information I already miss.” I gave her a significant glance. “I’ve already interrogated the other prisoners, and my own guards are beyond reproach. That 
doesn’t leave many people on board who could have possibly done something like that, does it?”

She barked out a laugh. “I’ve been in this cell ever since you put me here,” she protested.

“Oh, there’s lots of little hiding places in a boat like this,” I said, giving the nearest wall a good-natured tap. “Or you might have had a friend on the crew - someone you slipped a little tip
 to? About a bottle with a weathered old label in the storeroom with poison in the bottom?”

Serena rose from the bench, her eyes flashing. “You’re insane,” she said, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “I would never do that!”

“Your sister poisoned my tea,” I said, reminding her of the wedge I’d driven between them. The fact that Charlotte had in fact done no such thing didn’t matter anymore. “Maybe it runs in the family.”

She sat down in huff, smoothing out her skirts with a sigh. “I didn’t do it,” she finally said, something in her voice breaking. “Clouds below, I haven’t even seen the sun in days! They keep me in the dark down here, and the one with all the muscles laughs
 at me…!”

She pouted spectacularly then began to cry. Here we go
, I thought, seizing on it like a fox pouncing on the weakest sheep in the herd. Emotional turmoil
.

“That would be Elena, probably,” I said, striking a more conversational tone. “Can I give you something to wipe your face, Princess?”

She nodded. I handed her a long strip of fabric from a pocket of my robe and watched her clean her eyes. It took her a minute or two to get a grip on herself again. It was clear that 
the long period of confinement had taken its emotional toil on her.

“Would you like to see the sun?” I asked.

She looked up at me, her bottom lip quivering. “Yes,” she admitted, sounding small and weak. “Please…”

I wasn’t sure how I was going to make freeing Serena work. Then I realized I had everything I needed already in hand.

“Scoot over,” I commanded, taking a seat on the bench next to her. Serena’s cell was a little bit more spacious than Chloe’s had been, in deference to her status as royalty, so it was no trouble for us both to fit. “Tell me what I want to know, and you can leave this cell.”

For a moment she was open and unguarded. Then the shutters fell over her face and her expression went cold. “How do I know I can trust you?” she asked.

“You can’t,” I replied with a shrug. “But I’ll tell you this. I really do want you to be the Queen of Skye, Serena. I think you deserve it. And you’d be a damn better ruler than your sister. So that much you can rely on, at least.”

It was a naked appeal to her vanity - and it worked. A blush spread across Serena’s cheeks, and some of the anger faded from her face. “Fine. What do you want to know?”

I folded my hands in my lap. “First: did you poison me? I won’t punish you if the answer is yes; I’m just curious at this point. I’d really like to know there’s not a traitor lurking in my midst.”

Her eyes went all fierce for a second. “I would have, given the chance,” she whispered. “But I wasn’t given the chance.”

Oddly enough, I believed her on the second count, but not the first. Serena probably hadn’t done it - not because she wasn’t 
evil, but because she wouldn’t have been able to pull it off. Even given the opportunity, she would’ve shrunk from it. It was why Charlotte was able to ride so roughshod over her all the time.

“Fine,” I said. I reached into my pocket and felt for the paper map of the Eight Realms that Chloe had drawn me. “This next one’s the lightning round.”

She flinched away. “Please don’t fry me, Craig!”

I scoffed and rolled my eyes. “It’s a figure of speech,” I said, clucking my tongue. I’d need to be more careful about that sort of thing when I was capable of producing actual lightning
 at will. “First question - what’s the name of the Realm directly beneath Continent?”

I could see she didn’t want to tell me. At first, anyway. “Vortex,” she said, looking like she’d just betrayed her sister all over again. “The Realm of Vortex.”


Score one so far,
 I thought. “And the Realm beneath that?”

“Cinder.” Less hesitation this time. And another answer that matched Chloe’s map. Good
.

“And beneath that?”

She made a face like someone had forced a bar of soap down her throat. “I don’t know. I’ve never been there. I’ve heard it’s nothing but darkness and horrifying monsters you can’t look at-”

I stood up and walked to the door. “If you’re not going to cooperate, then I’ll bid you good day-”

“Umbra!
” She shot up from the bench, her hands balled into fists. “And the Realm above Skye is called Eterne. But I really, really
 don’t know anything about the highest Realm. I swear!”


Well now
, I thought. 
A perfect sweep of the questions - AND I know the name of one more Realm than I did when I spoke to Chloe.
 I wondered if it would be worth the trip to make a sweep of the great library of Thessalia. A cross-check of these Realm names against the tomes in their tower might come up with some very interesting finds…

“I believe you,” I said after a moment’s hesitation. Serena was like a coiled spring - her breasts heaved as she stared me down, shoulders shaking. “Relax. You’re very close to having the run of the ship, Princess Bright. I just need to know a few more things.”

She slumped down on the bench, looking utterly spent. “Why not? I’ve already betrayed every oath Charlotte ever made me swear. What else do you want to know, Craig?”

It was amusing how broken she’d become. I liked it.

“The White Pearl,” I said, my tone almost soothing. “I’m assuming it’s still in Skye, correct?”

She laughed. “We’d be pretty fucked if it wasn’t,” she said ruefully. “The Black Pearl’s been missing for generations - the White is the only thing keeping Skye from toppling into the blue.” She gave me a serious look. “It’s not enough, you know. The airships, the floating islands...they’re all breaking down. The whole realm is in a state of decay. Unless we get the Black Pearl back from Gabrielle, there won’t be much of a Realm left for me to rule…”

I’d always had the impression that Skye was somehow...less than. Less than it was supposed to be. It’s glory days were far past - but the Black and White Pearls could make it the envy of the Eight Realms again. Charlotte and Serena wanted it more than they wanted blood in their veins. They needed it so badly, they’d dragged a bastard like me out of my Realm and slapped 
a collar on my neck.

They could rot for all I cared.

“You let me worry about that,” I said, putting an arm on her shoulder. “Gabrielle is going down - trust me. Your sister still has the White Pearl under lock and key, yes?”

Serena stared straight ahead and nodded. “She told me she always keeps it very close,” she muttered. “But she never told me where…”

I didn’t confide my suspicions. There were some things I didn’t want Serena to know.

“It doesn’t matter,” I told her. “We’ll get it from her, once we get the Black Pearl from Gabrielle. The two jewels will be reunited once more. Tell me - what kind of magic can they do when they’re together?”

Honestly, Serena didn’t need to say a word. The look on her face told me everything I needed to know.

“The Pearls,” she whispered, tears streaming down her cheeks. “They can do anything
. They’ll restore our bloodline! They’ll make Skye the way it used to be - the way it should
 be. With me in charge, in charge forever
…”

It was a daydream and I knew it. But silly princesses deserved their dreams.

“We’ll make it happen,” I assured her. “I bet you’d like to get out of this cell, wouldn’t you?”

Her face lit up like Christmas morning. “Very much so,” she said, failing to hide her excitement. “A bath would be nice, too. And some food that isn’t bread and gruel?”

I clapped my hands. The cell door opened, revealing two Virago guards standing at attention. “All good things. They 
await you, Serena. Have Princess Bright brought to some more appropriate quarters on the Ragnarok,
 please.”

One of the guards saluted smartly. “Yes, my Lord.”

I waited for Serena to almost reach the door, then cleared my throat. “Princess, you’re forgetting something.”

She stiffened, sensing a trap. When she turned around, her face was carefully composed. “Yes?”

I held the gleaming silver collar in my fist. “You’re going to need one of these.”

Serena began to whimper. “Oh no. Craig, no…”

“What’s good for the goose is good for the gander,” I said, latching the band around her neck. It gave a most satisfying click as it snapped shut. “Now you can go wherever you want on the ship. But if you cause trouble...well. I guess you’ll get a little taste of what your sister did to me
, won’t you?”

To that, Serena had no reply.






Chapter Eighteen









I had to hand it to her - Serena behaved herself the entire flight to Thessalia. I didn’t have to use the control wand on her collar once. The threat was more than enough.

Once we left Wrathholme behind, the crew fired up the engines and put some serious miles behind us. I’d traveled by airship before, and I was used to air travel back on Earth, but the speed at which we tore through the skies above Continent surprised me.

Soon I realized that it was surprising to the rest of the crew, too. We’d captured four airships along with the Ragnarok
 when we’d taken control of the Wrathholme fleet, and as the hours ticked by, they fell further and further behind us. When I asked why, Sasha came up from below decks a few minutes later covered in engine grease.

“I made a few modifications
 to our engines,” the engineer explained to me with a toothy grin. “We’re a lot faster than the rest of the Ninth Fleet now. Even Gabrielle’s ship might not be able to catch us.”

“Good to know,” I said, sipping a mug of bitter Skye tea. “None of these modifications are going to make the engines randomly go boom
, are they?”

She giggled. “Of course not, Master. I only make your 
enemies
 go boom.” She leaned over and gave my thigh a squeeze. “But there’s one explosion I’d love
 for us both to produce. I’m ready whenever you are, Master!”

It was amazing to hear her talk that way. The pragmatic woman who’d joined me purely for power and knowledge was now a walking sex kitten. Like everyone else in my harem, she begged for it night and day.


You used to be a lesbian
, I thought, staring at the spikes on Sasha’s skin-tight choker. What are you now - bi? Pan? Anything I want you to be?


I was going to find out soon enough. As soon as I had my whole harem back and in one bed. I’d introduce her to the rest of the girls in style…

“My Lord!”

Sasha and I both looked up at the same moment. One of the Shieldmaidens standing by the wheel gestured for me, pointing towards the horizon. “We are almost to Thessalia.”

I followed her finger. The city of the Virago Shieldmaidens lay in the distance, sparkling like the finest jewel in all the Realm. The Tower of Justice reached almost as high as our airship, the tallest building at the exact center of the city. A half-dozen squat black silhouettes slowly circled it, rocking gently with the wind. Charlotte’s ships.

“How far ahead of the rest of the fleet are we?” I asked, glancing over my shoulder. I couldn’t even see the other airships.

The Virago thought for a moment. “We’ve gained considerably on them, my Lord. Twenty minutes, perhaps?”

One of the airships around the Tower of Justice abruptly left 
its flight pattern, heading towards us with a studied slowness. The others did the same. Crap.

“They’ve seen us,” I said, rolling up the sleeves of my robe. “No sense in waiting for the cavalry. Bring me my First and my Mistress of War. They won’t want to miss out on the action.”

Grinning savagely, the Virago went below decks to do just that. While she was gone I watched the airships buzz around the Tower like flies, slowly working their way into formation. They grew larger and larger as we approached, until I could almost see the people running around on deck.

Then they saw me, and all hell broke loose.

I dropped behind the captain’s wheel, ducking just in time as bullets whizzed over my head. Every guard on board Charlotte’s ships had their rifle at the ready, and it felt like all of them were firing at once. Guards dropped around me as bullets ricocheted across the deck, pinging off the boards.

They weren’t doing any damage to the actual ship. I thought of the demonstration Charlotte and Serena had put on shortly after my arrival in Skye, blasting the small dummy ship to show the ineffectiveness of firearms against their airpower. Then I thought of my lightning blasting the ship out of the sky with a single spell.


Alright,
 I thought, sparks flying between my fingers. Time to go to work.


In the brief moment between bursts of gunfire, I shot up from behind the wheel and sent a bolt of lightning through the sky. The air between our ships flashed brighter than a strobe light as the world crackled, sending guards screaming for cover. When it faded, there was a huge hole in the stern of the nearest airship.

Creaks and groans filled the air as something broke inside the enemy ship. It began to fall, sending its occupants scurrying for parachutes. Someone grabbed the wheel, desperate to make an emergency landing on the Tower of Justice.

Another blast smashed the entire deck to splinters. The ship broke apart, raining fire down onto the rooftops of Thessalia.

A dull, empty thud sounded somewhere in the distance. I turned to face it, looking for the source of the sound, only to be thrown backwards as a cannonball slammed into the side of the airship. We tipped to the side, the deck nearly going vertical beneath my feet as the whole boat shuddered with the impact.

“Fuck!” I clung to the wheel, struggling to bring us level again. The Ragnarok
 groaned beneath me, slowly returning to a horizontal position as more cannonballs slammed into its sensitive underside. Somewhere in the back of my head, I was impressed at how much damage the Bright’s airship could absorb - but mostly, I was pissed off. They were shooting at me. At my wives
.

Something long and black flashed over my head. It was Mariah, spreading her wings and soaring into full flight. Green flames washed over her as she charged the nearest ship, cackling with mad laughter. The First of the Corrupt was a terrifying sight to behold in full bloom - men took one look at her and bolted below decks.

It didn’t save them. Fire exploded from Mariah’s claws, setting the deck of the next-nearest airship ablaze. The screams of dying men filled the air as black smoke poured from the wood-and-steel behemoth, cooking their passengers alive.

The Ragnarok
 finally returned to its proper position. From my vantage point, I could see the battle clearly going in our favor. 
We were outnumbered six-to-one, but one enemy ship was completely destroyed and a second was out of the action. Even from a distance, I could see the fear in the eyes of Charlotte’s troops. They hadn’t signed on for this.

“Surrender!” I yelled, amplifying my voice for miles in every direction with magic. “Or be destroyed by the Corruption Lord!”

Mariah banked and twisted in the air, her demonic form striking fear in the hearts of all who saw her. More bursts of flame flowed from her claws, searing a sail and setting a patch of rigging aflame. It was obvious the Brights had nothing to contend with our magic - for all their firepower, they were practically sitting ducks. The two of us were going to tear them apart piece by piece. They knew it.

Necessity emerged from below decks, panting from the climb. “Is the Ragnarok
 alright?” she asked, glancing over the side.

“Never better,” I said, triumph flaring in my chest. “I think they’re about to break, Necessity. They’re not even going to try and put up a fight…”

I was right. By the time Mariah made it to the largest airship at the back of the formation, they were already raising a white flag. The men and women on board waved their hands like semaphore operators, trying to get me to notice their surrender.

“They’re beaten,” Necessity said. She sounded almost depressed to hear the words leave her lips. “And here I was looking forward to a fight…”

The head airship came closer. From this distance, I could see an elegantly-dressed woman standing on the bridge, clutching a sheaf of documents against her side. Clearly this was the Brights’ representative in Thessalia - the woman who’d 
negotiate the rest of the Ninth Fleet’s surrender. She looked almost relieved to be giving up.

She wouldn’t get the chance.

A dark line appeared in the air a hundred yards behind the formation. It rippled with arcane energy, black tendrils appearing at the edges like a crack in the fabric of reality itself. The woman’s eyes went wide as saucers at the sight of it, and I heard people on the enemy airships cursing and ducking for cover.

The sky dimmed as a black airship emerged from the portal. It wasn’t just black - it was jet
 black, so dark that on a moonless night it would’ve been completely undetectable. For all that it was elegant, clearly on a whole other level from the artistry and craftsmanship Skye was able to bring to bear. It made the Ragnarok
 look like the tugboat I’d blasted out of the sky at Charlotte Bright’s command.

It was beautiful and devastating. There was only one woman in the Eight Realms who it could possibly belong to.

“Gabrielle,” I snarled. “So the bitch has decided to show herself at last…”

The airship moved soundlessly through the air, catching up with the rest of us in moments. There were figures climbing its rigging, manning the tackle and yelling orders - but none of them were human. None but the woman herself, standing atop the prow with a smirk on her face like she knew
 she was the rightful Queen of the universe.

Gabrielle glowed with pure darkness. It swirled around her, caressing her curves like a lover. Her outfit was piratical in nature and fit her so tightly it looked like it was painted on.

She was a goddess
. There was no other way to put it. No other 
word would do.

Half of me wanted to bow down and worship her. The other half wanted me to go over there, slap that smug little smirk off her face and bend her over.

I was still trying to decide which half was stronger when the entire world fell silent.

That wasn’t an exaggeration. The battlefield was dead silent as Gabrielle reached behind her back and pulled out a small black orb. The roar of the engines, the cry of soldiers, the crackling of the flames - all of it was snuffed out in an instant as if the Realm itself had just put on a pair of noise-canceling headphones. I could tell I wasn’t the only one surprised - people put hands to their ears, shouting silently at each other in their shock. From the corner of my eye, I could see Necessity with her hands cupped around her mouth, trying to yell something.


Get down,
 her lips said. Get down!


Gabrielle held the orb aloft with a cold smile. Beams of darkness exploded from the Black Pearl, bathing the world around us in shadow. Seen from this distance, it looked less like a jewel than some kind of hole in the universe.

That hole rippled for a brief moment, and the world was completely dark.

All the sound rushed back in at once. I hit the deck just in time to hear the screams.

When the darkness receded, there was a finger-thin shard of pure black piercing the deck of the lead airship. It stretched all the way from the ground to the top of the mast - like some giant from another Realm had just put a push-pin through the Bright’s ship.

For a brief moment we all stared at it, dumbstruck. Then the tentacles emerged.

The spike Gabrielle put through the airship wasn’t a weapon - it was a portal
. A whisper-thin portal leading to somewhere I suddenly didn’t even want to think about.

Black tentacles crept from it by the dozens, wrapping themselves around the airship. The few soldiers on the enemy side that didn’t jump to their deaths were quickly overcome, wrapped up tight by horrific creatures from a nightmare realm. They fell beneath a spreading sea of writhing black, and the airship itself wasn’t far behind.

Gabrielle watched all this with a triumphant expression. As the tentacles finished their work, she made a fist with her free hand and stuck it in the air. She did a fist-pump and the tentacles reacted like they were an extension of her own body. They tugged the whole craft downward, pulling it to the ground in a hideous mass of tentacles and darkness.

The screams from inside rose higher, hitting inhuman octaves. Then they were silent, and the whole ship buckled inward. In moments any shape or definition it had once held was gone - crunched into a ball by Gabrielle’s dark magic.

“Holy shit,” I said, watching the proceedings with horror. “What kind of magic is that
….!?”

Necessity took my hand. “Dark magic,” she whispered. “Chaos
 magic. From the lowest Realm of the Eight…”

Gabrielle raised the Pearl above her head, laughing. The world once again went silent - but this time, it didn’t stay that way.

“Corruption Lord.”

A woman’s voice. So close it felt like she was standing right next to me. From a distance, I could see Gabrielle’s lips 
moving as the orb sent cascading waves of darkness over her body.

“You don’t have the White Pearl.
” She cocked her head to the side. “I expected you to have found it by now.
”

My mouth had gone totally dry. “It’s in Skye,” I said, able to hear my own voice.

“I know
.” Her voice came from everywhere at once and nowhere. “I owe you, Corruption Lord. So I’ll let you live this one time.”


“Gee, thanks.”

The corner of her mouth curled. “Stay at home, Darek. If you attempt to interfere with my conquest of Skye, I won’t be merciful the next time we meet. Next time, I’ll kill you.
”

I stared across the gap between our airships. The distance was too far for the Gaze - and even if it weren’t, the chances of it touching her were slim-to-none. I could throw a spell, but something inside of me told me that Gabrielle’s magic orb would do the same thing to it that Chloe’s daggers and magic ocular implants had done and absorb it. Or worse: reflect it back at me.

Instead, I made myself look as vicious and evil as possible. Considering how I felt, it wasn’t hard. I made sure she was looking right at me. I wanted her to both see and
 hear what I was about to say.

“Gabrielle,” I told her. “I’m going to have so much fun breaking you.”

She tossed her head back and laughed. “Goodbye, Darek,
” she said, the orb flashing in her hand. “The debt is paid.
”

A tidal wave of darkness ripped through the world, tearing 
away my senses. It passed over us and through us, and when it was gone, so was Gabrielle and her airship.

In its place were more of those long black spikes, piercing every flying ship except for mine.

Tentacles writhed from the gaps in reality, consuming the enemy craft with a speed and ferocity that was downright horrifying. As I watched, stunned, they tugged the remnants of the fleet down the hills outside Thessalia and ripped them to pieces. In less time than it would take for your order to be ready at a fast-food restaurant, they were gone.

Leaving no trace they’d ever even been in the air to begin with.

A figure landed on the deck next to me with a gentle thud. Mariah’s tail flickered with irritation as she took her place next to me and Necessity, her claws flexing and unflexing anxiously.

“That was...I’ve never seen anything like that before,” the succubus said. She put an arm around me, as if she were afraid she might topple over at any moment. “Such magic…”

“She did all that,” I said, turning to my wives, “with the Black Pearl. With just
 the Black Pearl. If she manages to get the White Pearl from the Brights and unite both spheres…”

Necessity finished the thought for me. “She’ll be completely unstoppable.”

I glanced over the edge of the Ragnarok.
 From this far up, you couldn’t even tell where the dead ships had fallen. “Hell, she might very well be unstoppable now. I know I couldn’t take her in a one-on-one fight. I wonder what she meant by the debt has been paid?
 As far as I know, I’ve never met her before.”

“This iteration of the Corruption Lord hasn’t,” Necessity said, “but the distinction might be lost on Gabrielle.”

It was a curious thought. One that I needed more time to meditate on. For now, Gabrielle had done us a favor. The fleet around Thessalia was no more - which meant the city was now ours.

“I have a plan,” I told my girls.

Both of them looked interested as hell at this news. “You do? Of course you do,” Mariah said with a grin. “I expect within the week I’ll be welcoming Lady Gabrielle into our harem, won’t I?”

“Hopefully,” I said, matching her excited expression with one of my own. “I’ll tell you all about it soon. Right now, there’s something I want to do first.”

Both women shared a look. “Free the rest of your wives?” Necessity asked.

“You both know me so well.”






Chapter Nineteen









Virago Shieldmaidens marched through the streets of Thessalia. In single and double-file lines, they checked the fantastic, luxurious edifices of their capital city for stowaways from Charlotte Bright’s crew, or traps they might have left behind. They needn’t have bothered - she wasn’t clever enough for either.

From the balcony of my suite atop the Tower of Justice, I watched them work their way from building to building. Some wag among the Virago had made a flag out of a tapestry showing Darek’s conquest of Queen Ariadne a hundred years ago - the result was hanging from the barracks in front of my tower, flapping in the wind. It was pornographic and borderline sacrilegious to what the Order represented: which meant it suited me perfectly. I smiled at the sight of it.

“Craig?” A voice made me turn. Necessity stood in the doorway, dressed to the nines in her tightest, sluttiest outfit.

I took a moment to look her up and down, making no effort to hide what I was doing. There was no reason to. Necessity knew perfectly well what kind of reaction she was going to get dressed that way in front of me. Hell, she was looking forward to this almost as much as I was.

“Tell me the others aren’t here yet,” I said, “so I can tear that dress off you with my teeth.”

A flush rose to the elven warrior’s cheeks. “I’ve never wished more that I had the ability to lie to you, husband. The great room has been prepared, and the wives are arriving as we speak. The rest of your harem will be here shortly, as well.”


Rest of my harem
 meant Serenity for sure, and possibly Sasha as well. I would’ve loved for Serena Bright to be in attendance, if only to watch and be jealous, but I’d left her on board the Ragnarok
 with a few guards for company. I wasn’t up to talking to her – not yet.

“Very good.” My gaze traveled to her ass. “You’re not wearing a stitch underneath that, are you? Wait, don’t tell me.” I grabbed a handful and squeezed. “Oh you bad
 girl-”

“Husband, if you don’t let me lead you to the great room the rest of the harem is going to find me bent over the balcony railing, spoiling their fun,” my Mistress of War panted. “As much as I’d love you to give me that much attention, Mariah would be taking it out on me for weeks.”

I gave her a final spank and shrugged. “Fair enough. To the great room, then.”

When Necessity said a room had been prepared
, she certainly fucking meant it. This suite had once belonged to Queen Serenity herself, and it had been used for generations before that to host guests of the Virago’s Mother Superior. The highlight of the room was a large recessed pit, surrounded by comfortable couches on all sides. Normally the center of it would be filled with tables containing food and drink, or chairs for occupants to converse: now the Virago had taken every mattress they could find out of the palace and laid them down there instead. Servants stood at the ready in alcoves above the 
pit, freshly supplied with alcohol and refreshments.

My gaze was drawn to them for a moment. Then I looked down into the pit, and all I could see was my harem.

As First of the Corrupt, Mariah had pride of place - and she was using it to the fullest. She’d splayed out across the nearest couch, Kyoko’s furry head in her lap. The catgirl wasn’t eating her out, but looked like she might’ve been if I’d showed up two minutes later. Mariah wore nothing but a tight leather thong around her shapely ass - Kyoko had one-upped her and showed up completely naked save for a pair of thigh-high boots. Both women looked so good together I had to stifle a moan.

Serenity knelt on one of the mattresses, the very picture of submission. The collar around her neck sparkled with diamonds, the long chain affixed to it stretched across the lounge. Eri was playing with it, bouncing it from hand to hand while letting it sink into her pink, semi-solid hands. My slime girl looked like she wasn’t sure whether she wanted to dom the Virago Queen or wait for me to do it first.

To my great surprise, I saw someone I hadn’t anticipated sitting next to her. Chastity, Necessity’s sponsor and ward within the Virago lay curled up with her legs beneath her shapely ass, wearing nothing but a lacy black bra, a pair of matching panties, and black and white striped socks that went all the way up her smooth legs.

My newest conquest - Sasha, the Ragnarok’s
 new Chief Engineer - wasn’t present. I wouldn’t find out why until later.

I had just opened my mouth to speak when Necessity came up behind me and pushed. Her hands went to my lower back and I lost my footing, falling right into the pit. It didn’t hurt, of course, as I landed right on top of a bunch of mattresses - but 
it was a hell of a way to make an entrance.

I landed in a sea of soft cushions and plush blankets. Surprised sounds filled the air as the harem realized I was among them and swarmed.

“Craig!” I heard Eri’s voice as she rose to her feet. “Oh fuck, baby, it’s you-!”

“Master!” Kyoko purred. “We thought we would never see you again!”

Suddenly I was in the middle of a sprawl of female bodies. All six women caressed me, kissed me, tugged at my garments like they couldn’t wait to get them off of me. I let them disrobe me, laughing with glee as they tossed my fine black Corruption Lord’s outfit across the nearest couches.

“Ladies, ladies, please!” I squirmed away, the weight of multiple bodies on top of me too much for the moment. “I command you all to stop!”

They stopped - except for Eri, who wasn’t bound to me by Corruption magic. After a moment she realized the rest of my harem was frozen in place and sighed, then joined them.

“I’m very happy to see you all again,” I said, choking on emotion for a moment. “Truly, I am. When I was a prisoner in Skye, I...well. I certainly never thought I’d get to experience a night like this again…”

There were laughs shared among the harem. Necessity took charge, giving the rest of the girls a smug look. “Perhaps we’re all being a little too hasty,” she said with a chuckle. “Most of us haven’t seen enough of you either, my Lord. We’re very...eager
.”

“Totally,” Eri said with a wicked grin.

“I want you to pound my hot little pussy, Daddy!” Chastity squealed in that high, bimbo octave of hers.

“Which is why
,” Necessity said, silencing Chastity with a gesture, “we planned this ahead of time.”

My cock was so hard at the sight of so many gorgeous, half-naked women that it took a moment for my brain to catch up. “Wait a second,” I sputtered. “Are you telling me you drew lots
 to fuck me?”

Eri stepped forward. “Straws, actually. And you can bet every single one of these bitches tried every trick in the book to cheat.” A watery smile spread across her face. “But we agreed - me and Kyoko have been in captivity the longest, so we get you first. Then the rest go by the order they drew.”

I gazed from her to the catgirl. It had been so long since I’d held either of them in my arms.

“Yeah,” I said, climbing onto the couch. “That sounds fucking great, actually.”

Mariah cleared her throat. “We were thinking, as long as you were okay with it…”

I rolled my eyes. “Yes
, the rest of you can fool around while we’re having a threesome. Jesus, you girls are insatiable.”

“You like it,” Mariah purred, her eyes sparkling. “Anything in particular you’d like to see while you take your first two wives, or should we just let our urges take us?”

“We’ll do whatever you want, of course,” Necessity added, running two fingers between her cleavage. “Our own preferences and desires matter not, husband. We’ve entrusted all of them to you
…”

A shudder of lust passed through me. Necessity always knew just what to say. The thrill of dominance - of control
 
- got me hard in ways very little else in the Eight Realms did. The opportunity to exercise a little of it, even in a controlled bit of fun like this, never failed to get my blood pumping faster.

“Yes,” I said, sliding an arm around Eri as she climbed onto my lap. “Necessity, how about you and Chastity have a little bit of fun together? I liked that whole Virago Mommy
 thing you had going on in Wrathholme…”

Necessity grinned. “I knew
 you were going to suggest that,” she said, grabbing hold of Chastity’s shoulder. “Come over here, sweetheart…”

In moments, the two Shieldmaidens were making out as hot and heavy as any porn film I’d ever seen. Their action was like a switch flipping in the room - suddenly everyone besides Kyoko and Eri were engaged in kissing, fingering, disrobing. Mariah grabbed Serenity, tugging the collar at her neck with a savage growl as she prepared to take out some steam on the former Virago Queen. The queen let out a moan of mingled pleasure and pain - and every guard in the room did the same. They felt everything she did through the psychic link, every
 Virago did, so there were going to be one hell of a lot of orgasms tearing through Thessalia by the time I was through…

Someone leapt from the top of the chamber to the mattresses with a mad giggle, landing on her knees. For a moment I thought we were under attack - then I discarded the idea when I realized the newcomer was wearing nothing but an ice-blue miniskirt and dragon-scale heels.

“Daddy!” Princess Reina rose to her full height, swaying gently as one of her shoes got caught between two mattresses. “I can’t believe you got the party started without me!”

The sight of my former enemy sent a jet of precum dribbling 
down my cock. Reina’s outfit was a parody of what she’d worn in her manor at Vellum - trashy and slutty where her gown had been elegant and graceful. The woman herself was much the same way, her already-innate evil shaped by my magic until she’d been made a shameless, needy little slut. I hadn’t expected to see her again, but I guess she’d managed to force her way on board. Reina did things like that.

“I had no idea you were coming, Princess,” I growled.

Midway through tearing off Chastity’s panties, Necessity stopped and arched an eyebrow in my direction. “Yes,” she said, her jaw flexing as her hand slipped between the younger Virago’s thighs. “We weren’t sure whether you wanted her here or not, husband. After everything that happened…”

“Everything that happened just makes me want her here more
,” I growled. I had one hand on Eri’s ass, one groping Kyoko’s tits, and I felt like I was on top of the world. “Girls. I know you’ve had to endure a lot for me…”

Both women looked at Reina. Then they looked at me, naked lust flashing in their eyes.

“...but would you like to convert this threesome into a foursome for our new arrival?”

Kyoko arched her back and slipped her head into my lap. The other girls had already removed my clothes, so it was the easiest thing in the world for her to wrap her pouty lips around my cock and slowly work her way down my shaft. Tight, slick heat enveloped my shaft and I cried out, tangling my fingers in her long, chestnut hair.

Eri curled up next to me, the border between her body and mine growing fuzzy as she melted against me. “Of course we will, Craig,” she giggled, her tongue grazing my ear. “As long as you’ve got enough energy to satisfy all of us…”

I certainly did. Of that, I had no doubt.

Kyoko gagged gently around me a few more times then pulled off with a gasp, rubbing herself madly. Reina crawled across the mattresses, her back arched and her ass in the air as she made her way over to me on all fours.

“Please let me suck you off, sir,” the princess begged, wrapping her hand around my thick cock. It glistened between her fingers, coated with a mixture of my precum and Kyoko’s saliva, and I could tell she was already picturing it inside of her. The way it would feel throbbing in her throat, between her walls - even inside of her asshole or between her tits if that’s what I wanted. She’d been my enemy for so long, and now she’d do absolutely anything I commanded.

“Take it down your throat, Reina,” I told her, leaning back and making out with Eri. “Only for a minute, though - you have to share. So don’t hold back - show me exactly what you can do…”

She did. Reina wrapped her soft, perfect lips around my cock and bobbed up and down on it like a cork, swallowing me like it was the only thing in the world she wanted to do. Eri and Kyoko were on either side of me, rubbing my chest and licking me and telling me how happy they were to be back in my harem. Moans and groans of pleasure filled the room as the rest of my harem got busy, slapping and spanking each other as they fingered their needy, dripping pussies. Getting themselves ready for me.

I wrapped my fist around Reina’s long blonde hair and tugged hard enough to bring tears to her eyes. She gagged around me, her eyes rolling back in her head as she went all the way down to my balls. Good girl
, I thought, pulling her off me.

“Enough,” I grunted. Reina’s mouth felt amazing, but if she 
kept going much longer I was going to cum. There was only one place each of my harem girls deserved to feel my thick, hot load. “I need to fuck
. Come here.”

I grabbed Eri and slammed her down onto my lap. Her pink thighs straddled me, ass bouncing as I entered her with one smooth thrust. Eri screamed with bliss as I drove hilt-deep, her legs losing definition as the pleasure made her melt. There were cheers around the room, celebrating as I fucked her.

I thrust upwards into her again and again. Eri’s thighs made splashing sounds as I pumped deeper and deeper into her warm, gooey interior. Her moans of pleasure rose higher and higher in pitch, and suddenly I was holding a wobbly mass of girl slime in my arms as she soared over the edge.

“Craig, fuck
! Fuck I’m coming…!”

Of all my wives, Eri was the one who never needed to warn me of that. Her pink body shuddered as an orgasm tore through her, rippling her form as she screamed with bliss. She managed to keep her upper half more or less the same, but everything below the waist was a mess
. I didn’t care - it felt amazing.

Eri reformed herself as she came down from her peak, a naughty glint in her eyes. “You have no idea
 how badly I needed that,” the slime girl gasped, brushing back her hair.

I slipped two fingers into her mouth and watched her suck them greedily. “Show me,” I commanded, smirking up at her. She knew exactly what I meant by that.

Her head lolled back on her shoulders, her hands gripping the top of the couch on either side of me. She let out a moan, and then she began to change
.

Nothing altered on her face, of course. But down below, she 
was putting me through my paces. Her channel tightened around me like a fist, rippling up and down the length of my shaft as it assumed a half-dozen different forms. Soft, grippy ridges clenched around me as she rode me, then suddenly she was as slick and tight as if I were taking her backdoor.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt. Her inner walls pulled
 at me, sucking around my cock like she was blowing me at the same time she was riding me. I was almost able to hold back my load while she did it - until the whole thing corkscrewed, swirling around my cock a full three hundred and sixty degrees like the world’s most expensive sex toy.

“Fuck, Eri,” I panted, the back of my head hitting the couch. “Jesus, girl, that’s fucking insane…”

She grinned down at me savagely. “I want
 it,” she growled, gritting her teeth. “Gimme that cum, Craig. Give me every drop you’ve got, right in my tight little pussy…”

I couldn’t stop myself. With a roar, I grabbed Eri’s hips and buried myself inside of her as deeply as I could. The world exploded as my cock jerked inside of her, firing thick ropes of cum into her core. There was so much that it felt like I hadn’t had an orgasm in years.

Normally that would’ve been the cue to slow down, to take everything with deliberate, intimate care. But there were too many girls around me for that.

As soon as Eri left me, Kyoko climbed on board. Her furry thighs gripped me oh-so-tight, her tail flickering around my knees as she lowered herself onto my cock.

“Oh fuck, Master, yes
!” If the catgirl had one quality that elevated her above her peers (besides those adorable ears), it was her naked, open enthusiasm. “Kyoko loves Master’s cock so much
, nyah!”

As she rode me, Reina was in motion. The filthy blonde princess shoved her tongue in the catgirl’s mouth, her hand sliding down to the place where the two of us were joined. While I pumped inside of Kyoko’s cunt like a piston, Reina rubbed her madly. Her royal fingers stroked the girl’s clit with ease, and before long she was shuddering on top of me, her legs kicking out crazily as she prepared to cum.

The sight was so hot that I felt my own rush bubbling in my balls. As Kyoko soared over the edge, her nails raking my back, I deposited a thick load of cream right in her fertile cunt. Now wasn’t the moment to bring it up, but I wondered if I’d made her pregnant already. The thought of breeding
 Kyoko, of claiming her fertility forever, made me happy as hell.

I expected Reina to climb onto me the instant Kyoko was done cumming, but to my surprise the princess did something different. She got on all fours on the cushion next to mine, sticking her big ass in the air and spreading her soft, pink folds.

“I missed you so much, Daddy,” she mewled. She couldn’t have been more different than the woman who’d thrown me in her dungeons what felt like a lifetime ago. “I need to feel you inside my princess parts, Daddy! I know you want to go hard and deep, and this way you can watch everybody else have fun while you fuck my brains out…!”


Well, would you look at that,
 I thought. The girl does know how to think of others, after all.


I mounted Reina from behind, driving into her tight cunt as I wrapped her long blonde hair around my fingers. She’d done it up in a waist-length braid, probably expecting me to use it as a handle to go even deeper inside of her. It was perfect to tug on as I made her big ass bounce, watching my cock disappear and reappear inside of her perfect little princess pussy.

“Ughhh, yeah!” Reina’s face went down into the cushions as I fucked her hard. “Ngggh, yeah Daddy yeah…!
”

She was so fucking shameless. I loved it. I turned my head to the side, surveying the debauchery before me. Each of my wives and harem girls were partnered off, some of them in threes, and they acted like they were all trying to out-slut the other groups. Mariah used Serenity’s chain to get her off, looping it between her legs and grinding it against her clit; Necessity and Chastity babbled mother-daughter dirty talk as they took turns eating each other out. Even Eri and Kyoko had fallen into each other’s arms after riding me, cleaning each other with their tongues.

I watched them - then I looked back at Reina’s thick, curvy ass. And thrust as hard as I could, tugging her braid as hard as I could, doing my level best to impale that slut all the way through her body.

Reina screamed
 with delight as she came. It made everything between her legs even hotter and wetter, and suddenly I couldn’t hold my load any longer. I thrust home one more time, as hard and deep as I could, sighing with relief as an orgasm washed over me.

As it ebbed, Reina slowly slid off me and played with herself. Still on all fours, she spread her folds and let me see her fingers entering her dripping channel, coated with my come. Back on Earth, this would’ve been the highlight of my entire sex life. Now it was just a stepping stone to the next conquest.

I looked around the room for the next girl. Mariah and Serenity were closest, entwined in filthy, primal fucking, so I made my way over to them and shoved one off of the other. The girl underneath turned out to be Mariah.

I slapped her in the face with my cock. Before I could even 
open my mouth to command her to suck it, she opened wide and gobbled me down. Mariah grabbed my hips to go even deeper, like she was trying to showcase her oral skills in this harem girl competition. The head of my cock hit the back of her throat over and over again, and suddenly my knees were shaking.

Queen Serenity crawled up as well, and the two shared my cock between them. Then it was Necessity, taking her rightful place between the pair and gagging around my length.

Before I knew it, I was sitting on the couch, and every girl
 was in front of me. My wives, my harem girls - I swore I even saw a few of the Shieldmaidens, maddened to debauchery by the pleasure they kept feeling through Serenity’s psychic bond. My cock left one mouth and entered another, kissed between two, then three sets of female lips. It went between tits, felt the tight walls of a wife’s cunt as she rode me for a few seconds, experienced every type of pleasure a man could feel.

I laid back and watched it all, sitting above them like a king. Like a God
. Like the true Lord of Corruption.

As my orgasm built, green flames filled the room. I didn’t even know what spell I was casting - this was something deep
, more primal than thought. My girls crowded around, each one trying to get closest to my cock as I prepared to explode.

A wave of radioactive green washed over the orgy, and everyone
 came. All at once.

At the sight of my wives and harem girls writhing in orgasm, their faces contorted with bliss, I went over the edge. I don’t know if it was the magic or the sight of so many insanely sexy sluts, but I shot a bigger, thicker load across the crowd than anything I’d ever seen in my entire life. Burst after burst sprayed from my cock like a geyser, splashing onto faces, tits, 
bellies, the floor. Some of them licked it up eagerly - some of them, like Kyoko, rolled around in the pearly trails like they were on fire and trying to put it out.

I watched my load bathe each girl. Necessity presented her tits and took a shot across them that left them glazed; Mariah took it on the face with a triumphant laugh as the room’s sexual energy sent her into overdrive. More landed on Eri’s belly, spraying all over the floor where Kyoko writhed, and Reina was the filthiest of all. She stuck her big ass in the air in front of me, twerking back and forth as the last few jets of my cream frothed all over her ass and lower back.

When I was finally spent, I opened my eyes. My entire harem was glazed and grinning, along with a few sundry guards and other onlookers. Each of them smiling from ear-to-ear as they hugged, kissed, basked in my glory.

Finally, we were all together. As long as I had my way, none of them would ever leave me again.






Chapter Twenty









The war room within the Tower of Justice at Thessalia was even more impressive than the one I had at Wrathholme. High ceilings gave the impression of a vast space, with narrow windows spaced closely together to give those sitting there an enviable view of the jeweled city. The centerpiece of the chamber was a massive oak table carved from a sapling of the great tree Yggdrasil, a gift from the highest of the Eight Realms to the Virago Shieldmaidens for their work stamping out the Corruption Lord one hundred and eleven years ago.

It had an impressive, anti-Darek pedigree. I’d fucked Necessity on it five minutes after discovering its history.

Now there were eight women sitting around it, casually dressed and sipping their favorite beverages. While each of them would have gladly bent themselves over the great table and presented their bodies for fucking at my request, I was honestly feeling a little bit tapped out after my show down in the den. For maybe the first time since taking the mantle of Corruption Lord within the Inner Choir, both I and my harem of women were completely satisfied.

Maybe that’s why the room was so relaxed as I entered. Necessity sat up, groaning a little bit from her exertions downstairs, and rapped the table three times with a metal 
band around her wrist. “Craig’s here,” she said in a loud voice, stilling the conversation. Once it was quiet, she turned to me with a smile. “You have the floor, husband.”

“Thank you.” I took the nicest seat at the head of the table. A beautiful young Shieldmaiden appeared at my side almost instantly - were Chastity not sitting at the far end of the table, it would’ve been her waiting on me. Apparently someone had upgraded her to a harem girl without telling me.

“Tea,” I said, gesturing for the woman to leave us. “And something to eat. I worked up quite an appetite.”

There was good natured chuckling around the table.

“All our appetites have been satisfied,” Mariah said, examining her long black claws. “I haven’t felt this full in years
, my Lord. In ever, if I’m being honest.”

I grinned at her. “Beats being famished in Wrathholme, eh?”

She giggled at the memory. “Yes, Master.”

“Alright.” I cracked my knuckles and looked at each woman in turn. It was time to get down to business. “I’m calling this meeting of the harem to order. Most of you know each other already, and if you didn’t, you certainly got an eyeful a little bit ago. But I’ll go down the list: first, my wives. Mariah, First of the Corrupt-”

“Here
,” the succubus said, raising her arm like a schoolgirl.

I cocked an eyebrow. “That’s not necessary. Necessity, my Mistress of War-”

Without hesitation, Necessity shot a sculpted arm into the air. “Here
.”

“Seriously?”

Her lips twisted, trying to hold back laughter. “If she gets to do it, I do too.”

I rolled my eyes. “Fine, whatever. Kyoko-”

“Kyoko is here, Master!” The catgirl practically pounced on the table in her excitement.

“And Eri,” I finished, with a gesture towards the slime girl. “Go on, throw your hand in the air. Make it into a penis or something if you really want to show off…”

A smirk filled Eri’s face at that. “I’m here,” she said. “And we should keep an empty chair next to me from now on, Craig. For the one who isn’t
 here.”

The table fell silent. I could tell all of them were thinking of Cara. So was I. I missed her terribly.

“Noted,” I said, clearing my throat. “It will be so.”

All four of my wives nodded at that.

“Also in attendance,” I added, moving on from that sore spot, “is Queen Serenity of the Virago Shieldmaidens, the Princess Reina of Byratz, Sasha Pavel the First Engineer of the Ragnarok,
 and Chastity. A newly-minted Virago warrior.”

“Who caught your eye,” Necessity said with a smug little grin, “because you like to fantasize about her being my daughter.”

I decided she was trying to test me. “I know she’s not,” I shot back with a smirk. “It’s just fun to pretend she is in the bedroom. Now ladies, I’ve called you all here because I want to update you on what happens next. You all saw what happened in the sky over Thessalia when we attacked.”

There were nods around the table. “Lady Gabrielle,” Mariah said, her jaw tightly set. “She had some kind of orb. It blasted the hell out of those ships-”

“Blasted
 
doesn’t describe it.” That was Sasha, who clearly wasn’t afraid to speak up despite being a new member of my harem. “She opened a portal to another Realm. Those tentacles…” she shuddered. “I’ve never seen anything like them before.”

“Tentacles?” Reina had missed Gabrielle’s little show, having not been present until recently. “That sounds like it could be fun!”

“Not these tentacles.” Necessity said. “Trust me.”

Reina’s eyes went big with fright. “We can’t let this woman hurt Daddy,” she blurted. She looked around the table for support, seeming less like the capable princess she’d once been than a lost little girl. “Right?”

“No one is hurting our Lord,” Mariah said firmly. “Craig, we know you’ve been speaking with Serena Bright. What has she told you about Gabrielle and this orb?”

Just then, my tea arrived. It was hot and delicious. As the guard retreated, I took an experimental sip, using the time to gather my thoughts.

“I’ll tell you,” I said. “But Serena didn’t give me any of this information - she just confirmed it. Everything I learned I learned from a woman named Chloe. The girl who was poisoned.”

Chastity sat up. “We still have no idea who did that,” the young Virago yelped, her voice filled with fright. “They could still be on the Ragnarok
!”

I leaned over, projecting an image of confidence and assurance. “I don’t think they’ll try it again,” I told her, setting the mug of tea down. “They weren’t after me, you see. Whoever did it was trying to assassinate Chloe. She was from 
the same Realm as Gabrielle: a place called Vortex.” I took another sip of tea while the table processed this information. “It’s below our Realm, apparently. Kind of like a dark mirror-image of Continent, from what Chloe told me before she was killed.”

Necessity looked grave. “A dark Realm. That must be where she found that orb.”

“No.” I made a face, remembering how she had
 found it. “The orb is called the Black Pearl, and it comes from Skye. There’s two of them, one Black and one White, and when both of them are brought together, it gives you enough power to completely remake a Realm.”

Stunned silence greeted me. My wives all looked like I’d kicked a puppy, while the harem girls were still a bit confused.

“Such power…” Mariah whispered. “She must never be allowed to possess both, my Lord. She would destroy everything…”

“Agreed,” I said. “And we can’t let both orbs leave Skye, either. Serena told me that they power the floating islands all around Skye. Removing just the Black Pearl sent the Realm into decline - removing both would destroy it completely. There’d be nothing left but clear blue sky and clouds, forever.”

Mariah nodded smartly. “We have to get it for ourselves.”

Eri leaned forward, her lips pursed in thought. “Something doesn’t make sense to me,” the slime girl mused. “If Gabrielle is from a realm beneath our own, how did she steal the most powerful artifact from the realm above
 ours?”

I swallowed hard. I’d been afraid of someone making that connection. Of course it would be Eri - sharp as a tack, that one.

“She didn’t steal it,” I told the table. “I
 
did. The old me.”

Eri nodded slowly. “That makes sense,” she said, nodding at the girls next to her. There were mutters of assent all around.

Necessity, however, looked like she’d just had an epiphany. “The debt has been paid,
” the elven warrior quoted. “We wondered what debt Gabrielle had to the Corruption Lord - now we know. The old you gave
 her the Black Pearl. Didn’t he, husband?”

“It seems so,” I said, drumming my fingers on the table. “I’m not sure why I would do that - but I’ve seen Gabrielle, so I can think of a number of reasons…”

Eri guffawed, startling the table. “You were fucking her!”

I couldn’t keep the smirk off of my face. “It certainly seems that way,” I said, matching her laugh with one of my own. “The point is, I’m not fucking her now. She’s promised to destroy me the next time we meet. I don’t know about you, but I don’t fancy the idea of getting gangbanged by those tentacles.” I pointed at the princess. “Reina might,” I said with a wink, “but not me.”

“Different kind of destroyed
,” the princess purred. “You should know, since you just stretched my tight little pussy out like a bad girl-”

“Stop,” I said, smiling so it didn’t hurt her. If I let her talk about it, the whole harem would start in on how hot the sex had been. Then we’d probably fuck, which wasn’t the point of this meeting. “The next time I meet Gabrielle on the field of battle, I want two things. My sword, and the White Pearl.”

Kyoko had been in the middle of devouring a bunch of pink, sprinkled desserts. Now she looked up, crumbs stuck to her fur in cute places. “Then we’ll have to help you, Master!”

Necessity and Mariah shared a look. “Will the White Pearl be enough to beat her?” Necessity asked.

“Serena said they’re equally powerful,” I told my harem. “With Lightslayer on my side to push things over the top, I ought to be able to win. But to get both, we have to go to Skye.”

I paused, letting the table absorb my words. Also I wanted to give myself a moment to brace for the reaction to what I was about to say.

“I’m taking the Ragnarok
 to Skye,” I said. “We’re
 taking it, I should say. First to Skye - then to Vortex to take Gabrielle on if she refuses to meet us in the field. Which means we’ll be leaving the bulk of my army here on Continent to run things.” I looked at each woman in turn, gauging their reactions. “We might not be back for a while. Maybe not until my conquest of the Eight Realms is complete, even.”

Each of them met my eye. I found nothing in their gazes but love and devotion, with maybe a little confusion sprinkled in there for some of the not-yet-wives.

“It’s going to be dangerous,” I told them. “And while the airship can hold all of us, it means we won’t have as much space for Shieldmaidens. We’ll all have to help run the ship. It’s going to be a lot of work - so if any of you don’t want the danger, or feel like I’ve put you through enough hell already, I completely understand if you want to stay on Continent.”

Eight shocked expressions greeted me.

“Husband,” Necessity said thickly, “you can’t mean-”

“Whoever elects to stay,” I said, barreling on without listening, “will have my full blessing and total control of the Realm. You’ll rule in my stead. I won’t hold it against you, either. Nothing between us will change, other than you wouldn’t see me for a 
while. The choice is yours, girls. Either way, I care about you all very deeply.”

A chair toppled backwards, hitting the floor. There were startled looks around the room, and Reina looked like she wanted to climb beneath the table and hide. But it wasn’t her who’d done it. It was Eri.

“I’m going,” the slime girl said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “And I’m frankly insulted
 that you think any of us would do anything else!”

Never one to be shown up, Kyoko stood up next to her chair – then, after a pause, kicked the thing over in a flourish. “Yeah! How could Master think such awful things about us!?”

I looked from harem girl to harem girl, looking for any sign that they were going to accept my offer. None of them looked like they were tempted in the slightest. Not even the newest girls. Sasha made a show of studying her nails, and Chastity looked sick to her stomach at the thought of me leaving her behind.

“I had to know,” I said, waving my hands. “If any of you change your minds, just let me know. I won’t hold it against you.”

“Husband
.” Necessity leaned over and took my hand. “Where you go, we go.”

“You’re damned right.” Mariah’s wings flapped behind her. “You’d get yourself killed without us!”

Reina emerged from underneath the table. “I can’t wait
 to go to Skye!” she giggled, cocking her pretty blonde head to the side. “Can I bring some of my toys from Vellum with me, Daddy? I’d love
 for you to whip my ass raw in mid-air-”

“I might have to give you a less strenuous job than the rest of the crew,” I said, giving her a sideways glance. “But yes, we’re 
going to Skye. We won’t have time to hit Vellum, but we may not return for a long time - so you should all bring anything you absolutely must have-”

There was a flurry of activity around the table.

“-but light
 on the clothes, please,” I finished, already picturing them digging through their wardrobes. “Honestly, it doesn’t take much to make me happy. The less the better, actually.”

Necessity scoffed. “Like you would know. You might say
 you like a simple pair of panties, but I’ve never seen them light up your eyes the way my combat corset does…”

Someone cleared their throat very
 loudly. The table fell silent, each head turning towards the source of the noise. It was Sasha, leaning back in her seat with one leg crossed above the other. Her tongue was buried deep in her cheek, bulging it, but for once I didn’t think she was making the international symbol for blowjob
.

“Corruption Lord,” my engineer purred. “Do you know how
 to get to Skye?”

Suddenly everyone at the table was looking right at me. The question caught me off-guard, left me grasping for a reply. Sasha looked almost smug, which was impressive for someone who’d voluntarily accepted the Gaze.

“I assume we just set the controls,” I said, wishing it didn’t sound quite so arrogant. “The airship came
 from Skye, so it should be able to return there on command, yes?”

My engineer shook her head. The spikes around her tight choker collar glinted in the light.

“There are several ways to ascend from one Realm to the next,” she explained. “Some are easier than others - and most will only allow you to transport one person, not an entire 
airship.” Slowly the table began regarding her with rapt attention, each of them drawn into her explanation. She was a good teacher, for all that she dressed like my big titty goth girlfriend. I’d have to remember that.

“I traveled to Skye through a portal,” I told her. “Via the teleport system in the Inner Choir.”

Sasha shook her head. “You descended
 from Skye to Continent,” she said. “That’s easy. Going from here to Vortex would be a snap, in fact. Going up
 is the hard part.”

“It’s like walking down a hill,” Reina mused with a giggle. “Downhill is way more chill, but uphill is what makes your calves look sexy as fuck. That and my six-inch dragon-scale fuck-me-heels,” she added with a wink.

“Uh huh,” Sasha said, rolling her eyes. “My point is, it’s not as easy as just ‘setting the controls’. You have to perform a ritual when you want to ascend to Skye - unless
 you were born there.”

“I wasn’t born there,” I said roughly. “They still managed to transport me to their Realm.”

“There are exceptions,” she said smoothly. “The Corruption Lord is a big one, of course. As is anyone wearing one of their special little pain collars…”

I had two of those in my possession now, but the thought of using them on anyone but an enemy turned my stomach. “I’m not putting my entire harem in slave collars,” I grumbled. “Even though some of them would like it.”

Sasha stood up. She rubbed the fishnet stockings wrapped around her arms, then stretched in a way that thrust her tits right in everyone’s face.

“Well, it’s a good thing you have me,” she said, grinning. “Since 
I was born on Skye, I can perform the ritual. Once it’s done, this craft should be able to travel to and from Skye at will - as long as I’m on it.”

I thought that was a hell of a loophole, but I let it stand. Besides, if Sasha wanted a way to ensure I could never transfer between the two Realms without her, I was okay with that.

“That sounds perfect,” I told her, clapping my hands. “Necessity and Mariah will help you prepare the ritual. What do you need me to do?”

Sasha’s grin stretched across her face. She savored the moment, watching the way everyone’s eyes traveled up and down her luscious body.

“It’s simple,” she said, cocking one flawless eyebrow. “I need you to fuck me.”






Chapter Twenty-One









“You know,” I said, looking around the room, “there used to a be time in my life when courtship was simple. Is all this really
 necessary?”

The four of us stood in my quarters within the Ragnarok
: me, Sasha, Necessity and Mariah. The rest of my harem was up on deck, directing Shieldmaidens on takeoff preparations and helping along with them. I was more than pleased at how quickly most of the harem had taken to staffing the Ragnarok
 - it wasn’t quite like having an experienced crew of sky pirates, but it wouldn’t be long before we were a fearsome force to be reckoned with.

Sasha arched that flawless eyebrow from her position on the bed. She was good at that. “Yes. This ritual is very complicated, Craig. There are all sorts of occult energies that must be carefully aligned in order for it to go off properly.”

I eyed the work Necessity and Mariah were doing. “Really? Because it looks like you told my two lieutenants to strip down, put paint on their tits and grind against the walls of my suite like crazy people. Doesn’t seem very careful
 to me.”

Necessity and Mariah were doing just that. The elven warrior had red paint staining her from her collarbone to her pelvis, 
while my succubus had gone with a bare white shade that reminded me of the load I’d blown all over her just a few hours ago. To be fair, both of them looked damned good using their bodies to paint the walls - and they seemed to be having fun. I was just ninety-nine percent sure Sasha was talking out of her ass with this one.

“All part of the ritual,” Sasha said in a mild voice. “Get in bed with me, Corruption Lord.”

I climbed onto the mattress, ignoring the grunts and groans as Necessity and Mariah kept grinding. The walls were coated in long red and white lines of paint, with more dripping onto the floor. None of it seemed to form any coherent symbols or glyphs that I could see.

I certainly didn’t mind being in bed with Sasha, though. She was a vision. Especially transformed: tattooed, pierced and wearing a skintight choker, she was sex on a stick.

“You know,” she said, tilting backwards, “that I’ve never been with a man before.”

My heartbeat quickened. “So you’ve told me. I believe ‘I don’t like dicks’
 were your exact words?”

She rolled onto her side and reached for my belt. The position squeezed her tits together, making them look even more fabulous than usual. “I think I like them now, Craig.”

I groaned as she took me out of my pants. “If you just wanted to fuck me, you could’ve asked. There was no need for all this ritual shit.”

Again with the flawless eyebrow. “This is
 a ritual,” she said firmly. “A very sacred, magical ritual. Girls?”

Apparently, the three had discussed the details of this ‘ritual’ beforehand without telling me, because both women stopped 
writhing as if on cue. Both of them dropped to their knees, crawling across the boards towards the bed. With Mariah covered in white paint and Necessity in red, they looked less like my lieutenants and more like demons from some netherrealm Lady Gabrielle might tap into with her magic.

“How does this ritual work? It seems everyone knows but me.”

Sasha favored me with a smile. “That’s because you’re the only one who doesn’t have to do anything,” she said, stroking me harder. “All you have to do is what comes natural to you…”

I thought about that for a second. Then I slid two fingers between Sasha’s black, lipstick-covered lips, letting her warmth envelop them.

“I’m not going to be nice to you just because you’re smart,” I growled, pushing her onto her back. My cock left her fist, jerking against her thigh as it sought something better to sink into. “In fact, I like breaking smart girls like you. Making them beg. I love it when you get so horny and slutty you can’t even think straight…”

Knowing chuckles came from behind me. When I glanced over my shoulder, Necessity and Mariah were on their knees next to the bed, whispering in a tongue I didn’t recognize.

“I told you,” Sasha groaned, her dark eyes boring holes into mine. “Do what comes natural
.”

I don’t know what happened to me then. It was like her words were some kind of magic spell, setting off a chain reaction in my brain. Suddenly it no longer felt like I was in control of my own body - it was like I was watching myself act. Like a video game character or something.

I mounted her, tearing her panties to the side to expose her shaved, dripping pussy. The room felt like it was hot as an 
oven, so warm and spinny that I couldn’t think straight. The only things in my mind were hard and stiff my cock was, and how amazing it would feel to sink that throbbing rod deep into this little slut’s tight pussy.

“Nghhh
,” I growled, pushing the head of my cock into her folds. “Yeah...yeeeahh…!”


My hand slipped around her throat. I pinned her to the mattress, holding her down as my cock penetrated all the way into her tight cunt. Her soft, silky walls enveloped me and I was groaning like a caveman, like something that didn’t even know
 how to speak. What the fuck had she done to me?

Mariah and Necessity kept chanting at me from their places on the floor. Their voices grew louder and louder, like each of them was getting pounded in an orgiastic frenzy right behind my back. I screamed,
 pounding Sasha harder and harder. I did my best to fuck her right through
 the bed - to break her in half.

Her hips rose to meet mine. There was fear in her eyes, yes - I could tell she hadn’t expected whatever she’d done to make me quite this savage. But she’d been waiting for something like it. I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to - and I didn’t want to.

The bed shook beneath us as I fucked her harder and deeper than ever before. Even my harem girls would’ve been crying by now, but Sasha just kept staring at me with that mixture of fear and excitement. Was she afraid of me? Her pussy definitely wasn’t afraid of what I was doing to it.

I fucked her like a beast, like a madman. Like I’d knocked her out, thrown her over my shoulder and dragged her to my cave to have my way with her. I didn’t think about her pleasure for a moment, yet I could tell from the way her walls clenched around my cock that she was getting ready to cum. I was using her like a toy, like a sex doll - and she didn’t give a word of 
protest.

Suddenly I wanted
 her to make some noise. I wanted her to scream.

My fingers found her collar and somehow dug beneath it. Then I tugged to the side, pressing so tight against her throat that she gasped. Her big tits heaved, bouncing up and down as her head slammed into the headboard with every thrust. The chanting from my wives was basically one long orgasm at this point - both of them sounded like they were coming their brains out.

If I didn’t let go of Sasha, she was going to pass out. But there it was - the pleasure, building in the back of my head like a fucking dam about to burst.

“Gotta cum
!” I roared, my voice sounding fucking inhuman. “Ngh...fuck...yeah!
”

I pushed right past the point of no return and kept on thrusting. The world exploded around me, ripping away my senses as my balls drained inside of Sasha’s tight, perfect cunt. For as long as the pleasure lasted I forgot everything - the Eight Realms, my conquests, even being Craig back on Earth. There was nothing except the sweet bliss and the thrill of domination as I planted my seed deep inside of Sasha.

When it was over I collapsed on top of her, completely spent. I floated above my body for nearly a minute, watching the two of us snuggled together like a voyeur with a hidden camera. Thinking was hard - every time I tried to understand the situation, my brain slipped right off it like grease.

Slowly, I became aware that the Ragnarok
 was shaking. Sasha held me tighter, her hands gently gripping my lower back.

“Shh,” she whispered, arching that perfect eyebrow and 
pursing her lips. “Everything’s fine, my darling. Don’t get up. The ritual took more out of you than I expected…”

The...ritual? What was she talking about…?

Suddenly I remembered. With the memory came an attempt to rise, which was ill-founded. The room spun around me drunkenly, and Sasha had to hold onto me even tighter.

“What...what did you do
 to me?” I gasped.

“Magic,” Sasha said with a smirk. “Not so different from the magic you
 do to a girl when you want to get into her pants. You did so well, Craig. You’re such a good boy...”

I thought about the way I’d lost control in her arms. How I’d pinned her down and fucked her harder than I’d ever dared fuck a woman before. She’d definitely done some strong magic, all right.

“You...enchanted me?”

She smiled. “In order for us to penetrate
 the wall between our Realms, I needed you unhinged. Completely overcome by your darkest, most primal urges. I apologize for not warning you in advance, but it wouldn’t have worked nearly as well if you’d known what was about to happen.” Her eyes crinkled with mirth. “The surprise was the point.”

I looked up and down her half-naked body. A dribble of my seed oozed from her channel, and her pale skin was covered in marks. Both of us knew she’d have a hell of a lot of bruises tomorrow.

“God,” I gasped, shocked by my own brutality. “When people see you like this, they’re going to think I did something terrible to you…”

Sasha started to laugh. “So? You’re the Corruption Lord - you take your women however you want. Just look
 
at me. Everyone with two brain cells to rub together that sees me can tell I like rough sex.” She sat up, her lips against my ear. “Besides,” she added in a whisper, “we both know who was really
 in control during that, don’t we?”

A shudder of lust passed through me. Was this really the kind of sex Sasha wanted? Not for the first time, I wondered if the kinks my girls developed were something I gave them or part of their interior fantasies. A girl who was already submissive before the Gaze might transform into something like Sasha, perhaps. Except there was nothing submissive
 about what we’d just done, despite how it looked to Necessity and Mariah.

She’d been controlling me
. Turning me into a mindless, sex-obsessed beast. The worst thing wasn’t how easily she’d done it - not at all. The worst was how much I’d liked
 it.


I wonder what would happen if she set me in the middle of my whole harem and flipped that switch,
 I thought. None of them would probably walk straight for a week…


Gradually, the feeling in my head began to fade. The world solidified, and instead of clinging to Sasha I was just holding her in my arms. It felt good. When I looked up, I realized Necessity and Mariah were gone.

“They went to wash,” Sasha said, answering my unspoken question. “The ritual’s over and done - we can go on deck whenever you’re ready.” She planted a soft kiss on my cheek, sending a wash of confusing emotions through me. “Unless you want to ravage
 me again?”

I shook my head. “I think it’ll be a while before I ask you to do that again,” I said, nuzzling her shoulder. The tattoos there looked like the glyphs on the walls of one of my Shrines. “I wouldn’t mind some more conventional sex, though?”

She arched that flawless eyebrow again. “You’re needed on deck,” she said, giving me a spank. “Besides, you have to be a good little boy for me before I unlock that special box in the back of your head. Once you’ve conquered this Realm, I’ll make you pin me down and force your big cock into me while I scream…”

My head didn’t stop spinning until I reached the top of the stairs. Part of me was a little terrified of Sasha’s power - but if I was being completely honest, there was a big chunk of me that wanted to feel that primal loss of control again. Maybe with a few onlookers this time.

Necessity and Mariah were waiting for me at the bridge - along with the rest of the harem.

“My husband,” the elven warrior said, gesturing over the prow. “You’ve finally joined us. Have a look…”

My heart slammed against my ribcage. There was nothing but blue skies and clouds over the side of the airship. No ground anywhere to be seen.

Sasha had done it. We were back in the Realm of Skye.






Chapter Twenty-Two









I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. After so many trials and tribulations, I’d finally returned to the Realm of Skye. Not as a shackled, powerless prisoner - but as a conqueror, the Lord of Corruption. Not alone - but with the full force of my harem of magical women by my side.

It was a damn good feeling. I laughed into the wind, the Ragnarok
 rolling gently beneath me with the jet stream. I had my ship, my women, and my mission. Who could want anything more?

“We’re officially on Gabrielle’s shit list now,” I said, grinning. “We did exactly what she commanded me not
 to do. Somehow, though, I just can’t seem to care.”

Necessity and Mariah stood with me on the bridge, flanking me to either side of the ship’s massive wheel. Eri, Kyoko and Reina worked below, maintaining our altitude - which really just meant bossing around the handful of Shieldmaidens we’d brought with us and flirting a lot. That was fine by me.

“My Lord, where are we going, exactly?” I’d forgotten that neither Mariah or Necessity had ever been to the Realm of Skye. The sight of so much nothing
 surrounding our ship had both of my lieutenants on edge. “There seems to be no bottom 
to this Realm. It’s quite disorienting…”

“It takes some getting used to,” I agreed. “As for our direction, I can think of someone who might help with that. Bring me Serena Bright.”

Necessity went below decks and came back a few minutes later leading the princess. Serena followed her to the bridge, moving with more surety and grace than the larger elven warrior, and passed her on the stairs. Serena had taken to life on the Ragnarok
 pretty well, all things considered. If it weren’t for the silver collar around her neck, she could almost be taken for one of the crew.

As she reached us I took a step backwards and gestured at the wheel. “Serena,” I commanded. “The helm is yours. Take us to Swift Island.”

She didn’t look inclined to do as I said. Serena stared at the wheel, a desultory expression on her upturned face. She crossed her arms around her taut stomach and gave me her best attempt at a haughty, devil-may-care attitude.

“Will you use the collar on me if I refuse?” the princess asked. “Will you be such a beast with me, Craig?”


Oh Serena,
 I thought, chuckling internally. If you only knew what a beast I was a few minutes ago…


Maybe she did
 know. She’d probably heard it, and this was her way of throwing it in my face. Well then, so be it. Was that
 why she was upset with me?

I turned to my wives. “Clear the bridge,” I said in a low, calm voice. “The Lady Bright and I require privacy.”

Both women did as I asked. Moments after my request, they were downstairs on the main deck and the only sound on the bridge was the whistling of the wind. Serena turned to me, a 
tiny bit of fear showing in her eyes. Fear and longing.

She wanted to believe me. In the short time since the two of us had met I’d befriended her, seduced her, betrayed her and turned her against the person she trusted most in the world. As far as she was concerned, I ought to be the devil incarnate: yet there was something between us she couldn’t deny. I hadn’t used the Gaze to command her, even though I easily could. And I’d maintained my promise to make her Queen of Skye, so long as she helped me overthrow her sister. I might have taken her prisoner and thrown a collar around her neck, but there was no lie she could point to as proof I wasn’t a man of my word. My evil
 word.

All she needed was a little push. I wanted to see it - the moment she turned. The moment she joined me of her own free will. It was going to be sweet.

“We’re alone now,” I said with a smirk. “You can go ahead and stop putting on that show.”

“It’s not a show
.” Serena rolled her eyes. “Why would I lead you right to my sister, Corruption Lord? When I know exactly what you have planned for her?”

I gave her a look. “You should help me because
 you know what I have planned. I told you - I want my sword, and I want the White Pearl. Who sits in the chair and tells the people of Skye what to do is something I don’t give a shit
 about. It might as well be you, Serena. You’re a better person than your sister ever was.”

She couldn’t find a lie in my words - because there wasn’t one. I really didn’t care who ended up at the top of the ladder in Skye. For very different reasons than the ones Serena was likely picturing.

Serena sighed deeply. Her shoulders rose and fell, and 
something gave within her. She looked up at me, her eyes flashing.

“That night in your quarters,” she said in a whisper. “When we almost…”

“When I almost went down on you,” I finished for her.

She had the temerity to blush. “Was that real?” she asked, looking away. “Do you really have those feelings for me, Craig? Do you want to call me your Queen while you put your face between my legs?”


Oh, so it’s ‘Craig’ now
, I thought. You get turned on and suddenly we’re on a first-name basis again?


I didn’t let any of that bitterness show on my face. Instead I projected confidence as I took her cheek in my hand and pulled her towards me. My fingers slid into her hair, like a sneak preview of all the things I wanted to do to her in bed. It had exactly the effect I wanted. Her eyes went unfocused for a moment, her body melting against mine.

“Serena,” I growled, leaning in close. “Don’t doubt for a moment that I want to do all those things and more to you…”

She shuddered against me. “Fuck,” the princess whimpered. “Clouds below…”

“I just need a little help,” I assured her. “Just keep a smile on that pretty face while we rob Charlotte blind. As soon as she’s out of the picture, you’re the Queen. You’re in charge.” My hand slid between her thighs. “No one will ever be able to tell you what to do again, my Queen.”

I knew I was hitting her with a double dose of endorphins. The idea of being called Queen
 definitely appealed to Serena, but what really got her juices flowing was the promise of never being bullied or pushed around, ever again. She’d spent her 
whole life in Charlotte’s shadow, treated like a second-class citizen by her sister.

Even more than she wanted me
, she wanted a way out. I was offering it to her.

“Alright,” she whispered, raising her chin. “Let’s do it. Let’s be the bad guys, Craig.”

I grinned. “I’m already the bad guy. You ready to be my bad girl, babe?”

Her hands went around my waist and grabbed a handful of my ass. I was starting to understand from the way my wives acted that it was my best feature, or something like that. I didn’t mind a little groping from my women every now and then: after all, I gave as well as I got.

In response, Serena reached into the satchel at her side. Panic filled me for a moment, my brain filling with visions of the horrible wand she’d used to inflict me with blinding, searing pain. But she didn’t have that anymore - instead, she pulled out a small device that looked like a rubix cube on steroids.

“This is my personal wayfinder,” she said, handing the cube to me. The metal felt slightly warm to the touch, almost like a living thing. “It’s been in my side of the family for generations, going all the way back to Gideon the First. With it, you can never be lost within the Realm of Skye. Let me show you how it works…”

She touched a button on the side and a hologram sprang to life over the cube. Given that it was a map of Skye, it was mostly a flat expanse of pale blue - but there were landmarks scattered all around. Pale red in places, green in others.

“This allows you to rotate the map,” she said, twisting a compartment, “and this controls the zoom.” She let the 
wayfinder go with a sad kind of look, her gaze going faraway. “There used to be so much more on this map, Craig. We were an empire once...we were great.”

“You will be again,” I said, orienting myself to the map’s direction. “You see, I’m going to do what you originally asked me to, Serena. I’m going to corrupt Gabrielle into one of my harem girls. Once she’s mine, the Black Pearl and the White will be brought together once more.”

Tears sprang to Serena’s eyes. Notice I didn’t say they’d be brought together by YOU
, I thought, but didn’t say. Let her willfully mishear me. It was all in my favor.

“I’ll rule over the restoration of my Realm,” she said, clutching her hands together beneath her breasts. “Under my reign, Skye will be great again…”

I stifled a chuckle. “As long as we work together,” I told her, taking hold of her ass, “we’re unstoppable. We make a pretty cute couple, too.”

She made a shocked face. As if she didn’t know exactly what her body did to every man who looked at it. “Craig!”

I leaned over and kissed her neck. Serena let out a moan, arching her back against me as my tongue swirled over her sensitive flesh.

“I’ve never made any secret of wanting you, my Queen,” I growled. My hand traveled further up her leg, the heat between her thighs enveloping it. “You’ve made me wait much longer than most of my conquests, I have to say…”

She gasped. Her eyes rolled in their sockets, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson. Her gaze traveled over the lower deck, watching the rest of my crew as they went about their tasks. None of them were watching us, and I saw a naughty 
idea take root in her brain.

“Will...will you take me right now, my Lord?” She sounded like she wanted it and was afraid of just how much
 she wanted it. “Will you use the Gaze on me and corrupt me into one of your wicked, shameless followers?”

Slowly I shook my head. “Of course not. I want you just the way you are, my Queen.”

This time, when she pulled back, there was no doubt left in her eyes. She was on Team Craig, fully committed. I could seriously throw her over the wheel here and now
, I thought, and the bulge in my pants throbbed at the thought. I almost did it. But there was too much risk. If I had sex with Serena now, it might break the spell of self-righteousness surrounding her. In the afterglow, she might start wondering to herself whether or not it was a smart idea to turn against her sister at my command.

I couldn’t have that, now could I?

“Come here,” I said, chuckling as I threw my arms around her. I grabbed the wheel with both hands, putting Serena between them. Her back pressed against my chest, the wayfinder clutched in her hands with a holograph glowing in the air. “Show me how to get to Swift Island, my Queen. Before you know it, the deed will be done. And we’ll be able to be together, at long last…”

She looked over her shoulder and kissed me, hard
. “You’d better find the sturdiest bed in Skye,” the princess gasped, giving me a bold look. “Because I’m going to do my level best to break it.”

Of that, I had no doubt.






Chapter Twenty-Three









Swift Island crept up on us so gradually that it was nearly upon us before we noticed it.

One minute we were tearing through clear blue sky, the wayfinder guiding us through the clouds, then suddenly the island loomed just ahead, floating gently up and down in the current. It looked exactly the way I remembered it: a nail made of stone with a wide, circular top.

I knew from experience that while the topside of Swift Island was sparsely populated, nearly the entirety of Charlotte Bright’s forces lay gathered in the tunnels below. I needed to be ready. One wrong move and this could go very badly for me.

“That is...something else,” Mariah said, landing on the bridge in a flutter of wings. “That thing doesn’t have engines inside it, does it, my Lord? I think a floating island would make a much better conveyance for the Lord of Corruption than an airship…”

Serena shook her head before I could reply. “The floating islands are...capable
 of movement,” the princess said sadly. “Technically. So much of everything in Skye is technically-s
 and in the old days
 ever since the Black Pearl was stolen…”

In the prow of the ship, Eri threw her hands up and waved. “They’ve seen us!” the slime girl yelled, gesturing at a flurry of activity coming from the side of the massive floating rock. “It looks like they’ve got guns, Craig!”

I let go of Serena and shrugged. “So what. They’ve got guns.” Green fire rolled over my arms. “We’ve got something better. Come with me, Princess.”

I strode to the front of the ship without looking back, trusting Serena to follow me. The route took me past each of my harem girls. One after the other, the worried expressions fell off their faces as I passed by, replaced by pride and fierceness. They trusted me, and I trusted them - and that was all we needed.

The ship tilted gently downward as I ascended the prow, holding onto some rigging for balance. It was a precarious position - one that put me right in the center of Charlotte’s crosshairs - yet I found myself grinning. I wanted them to see me. This was going to be fun.

“Charlotte Bright!”
 The magic I used wasn’t quite equal to Gabrielle’s ‘deaden the whole world into silence’ trick, but it ensured the head of House Bright would hear my words loud and clear. “I wish to parlay with you!
”

Silence greeted this pronouncement. For a minute I thought Charlotte had decided to ignore me. A slit opened in the side of the floating island, and a massive cannon poked its head out. It aimed to the side, missing the Ragnarok
 deliberately, and fired into open air. Swift Island itself shuddered as the massive cannonball arced through the air, sailing into the blue.


A warning shot,
 I thought, shaking my head. Old school rules. Well, there’s one way to short circuit that…


I turned and helped Serena Bright up onto the beam next to me, steadying her with a hand around her waist. Her long 
blonde hair flashed in the sun, making dappled patterns of light across the rigging. She’d never looked more beautiful.

“I have your sister,”
 I said, amplifying my voice so that every soul on Swift Island could hear it. “I’ve brought her back to you safe and sound, Charlotte. Now raise a flag of parlay so she doesn’t have to watch me kill you.
”

This time the pause was even longer. The bulk of Swift Island hung motionless in the air, no further shots or communiques coming from the floating archipelago. “They must be discussing what to do,” I said, letting my fingers play with the fabric of Serena’s shirt. “Your sister and her advisors.”

“I hope she makes the right decision.” Unlike me, Serena didn’t look calm in the slightest. I’d never actually entertained the idea that Charlotte would choose war over her sister’s life - the thought chilled me. The whole plan would be ruined if Charlotte didn’t raise that flag. Sure, I could destroy her: hell, it would be easy. But the White Pearl and Lightslayer would go down with her. I’d be defenseless against Gabrielle…

My hand tightened against Serena’s side. “I just had an idea,” I whispered, planting a kiss on her cheek.

“Thank the Gods,” she whispered. “Please help her do the right thing, Craig…”

“Charlotte!”
 Now I understood why Gabrielle did this all the time - it was fun. Not to mention it made it damned difficult for someone to claim they couldn’t hear you. “I’m well aware, as you must be by now, that Lady Gabrielle has returned to Skye!”


Again with the silence. I had no idea what Charlotte was or wasn’t thinking.


“I’m the only one who can stop her!”
 I said, raising my voice to match the energy in the words. “Fire on my ship, and your only 
chance to bring her to heel goes out the window! Let me help you, and we just might have a chance to save your Realm!”


A slit opened in the side of the floating island. Someone - it couldn’t have possibly been Charlotte Bright herself - stuck a flag out of the tiny opening. It unfurled in the wind, revealing the crest of the Bright family. It flapped in the breeze, almost too much for the unseen hand to hold on.

Excitement lit up Serena Bright’s eyes. “That’s a flag of parlay!” she yelled, throwing a triumphant fist in the air. “She wants us to dock!”

I gestured towards Necessity and Mariah at the wheel. “Bring the Ragnarok
 in!” I roared, grinning from ear-to-ear. “Aim between the two closest spokes!”

It still could have been a trap - and until we were actually ensconced in a dock along the Island’s long, metal spokes, I kept that fear in the back of my mind. I didn’t discard it until Serena and I stepped onto the island for the first time, patting the dust off of our clothes.

The island rocked much less than the airship had. It took a moment to get used to: my feet kept shifting beneath me with the expectation of uneven ground. Serena stumbled against me, laughing as we both regained our footing.

A liveried servant awaited us near the end of the spoke. The poor man looked so nervous he might have been contemplating jumping rather than speaking with me. Did I really inspire so much terror in these people?

“My Lord Darek,” the man said, bowing low. “Charlotte Bright awaits you. She requests you bring her sister with you to the meeting chamber, as well.”

I didn’t return his bow - instead, I glanced up at the Ragnarok
. 
Necessity and Mariah stood at the edge, looking down at me with identical worried expressions. Behind them I could see Eri and Kyoko’s heads as they watched the proceedings. When my eyes met hers, Eri shot me a thumbs-up and winked.

“Of course,” I told the man. Then, to the crew: “Stay here.”

Necessity and Mariah shared a look. “You need backup,” my succubus said.

“I need you here in case we have to take off suddenly,” I said, a hint of mirth in my tone. “I’ll be fine. I have leverage, remember? Just stay here and keep an eye on things-”

Before I could finish my sentence, a figure leapt overboard. Sasha landed on the thinnest part of the spoke, her legs shaking beneath her as she gained her footing. With a hop, she landed next to us, grinning from ear to ear.

“I said stay on board,” I told her. Honestly, I was a little worried she was about to use that ‘unhinged
’ magic of hers on me again. Not that it wouldn’t have been fun, but now was not the time.

Instead, she cocked that flawless eyebrow in a perfect are you kidding me
 expression. “I’m coming with you,” she said matter-of-factly. “Not because you need protection. You want to leave this island with your sword, right?”

“Lightslayer? I very much do.”

The corner of her mouth curled up in a smirk. “Then you’ll need me. Larissa Pavel will never hand it over unless I’m the one who asks for it. Many things have likely changed in the time since I last saw my mother, but not that.”

I glanced from Sasha back up to the deck of the Ragnarok.
 The rest of my harem looked like she wanted to leap down along with her. “She’s visiting family,” I said, cupping my hands 
around her mouth. “Special exception. The rest of you stay put.”

They didn’t look happy, but they complied. The entire crew of the airship watched expectantly as the elderly servant led us across the spoke. The gate to Swift Island was already open, a narrow path leading us through the trees.

“Your sister told me the Bright clan planted this forest generations ago,” I said, making small talk. I needed to keep Serena calm until my plan was complete. I was fortunate that Sasha needed no such hand-holding: she strode confidently next to us like she couldn’t have been more comfortable in her old hometown. “Where did you get the seed?”

“Huh? I don’t really know,” she admitted, looking around the forest like she was seeing it for the first time. “Craig, are you sure
 about all this?”

I gave her ass a gentle squeeze. “Too late to back down now,” I whispered against her ear. “Come on, Serena. Haven’t you ever wanted to be bold for once?”

It really was a nice little glade of trees. As the servant led us to the narrow tower in the center of Swift Island’s topside, I had to admit that. This would’ve made a wonderful vacation spot for my harem after conquering the Realm - it was going to be a real shame to waste such beauty.

The servant stopped at the door. There was a large metal knocker set against the wood, which he used to open it with some difficulty. By the time he was done, he was panting and sweating. I felt a little guilty for not stepping in and helping - ironic under the circumstances.

“Mistress Bright awaits within,” the man said, wiping sweat from his forehead. His gaze traveled to Sasha’s beautiful, bored expression. “I believe the young mistress will find Dr. 
Pavel within the tower as well…”

Sasha shoved her way in front of me as we entered the tower. “I’ll get your sword,” she whispered, giving my bulge a covert squeeze. “Be a good boy and steal the White Pearl, would you? I’ll meet you back at the ship.”

If it was anyone else, I wouldn’t have trusted her. Instead I kissed her black lips, groaning as the pierced nubs of her nipples ground against my chest. She held the kiss a moment longer and turned away with a giggle, making her way down the rightward corridor. I gave her a slap on her round ass as she walked away, and didn’t bother asking how she knew where Dr. Pavel would be. Instead, I took Serena Bright’s hand.

“Are you ready?” I asked, worried for the first time. “You’re going to have to hold your own against her, sweetheart. We have
 to get that Pearl. Can you help me do that?”

Her lips formed a tight little line, her jaw flexing with the force of her internal strife. “Yes,” she said after a long moment. “As long as you give me what I want, Craig.”

I nodded. “Queen of Skye,” I told her smugly. “It’s yours-”

Now it was Serena’s
 hand gripping my bulge. Holding it much tighter and with more need than Sasha had.

“That’s not what I mean,” she groaned. “And you fucking know it.”

Then she sashayed off to meet her sister, leaving me in the dust.






Chapter Twenty-Four









My time in the Realm of Skye hadn’t given me many reasons to think highly of Charlotte Bright. She was a venal, selfish ruler, incapable of long-term planning or empathy with her people. Up until the moment Serena and I entered the chamber she’d prepared for our parlay, I counted her only positive quality as her fine, aristocratic body.

As I stepped inside, I quickly amended my mental list to include a second. The woman certainly knew how to decorate a room.

Charlotte had decked out the chamber at the top of Swift Island’s tower so that it resembled a throne room - the sort of throne she was always telling people she’d sit on once she restored Skye to its former glory. Rich tapestries hung from the walls, each finer and more expensive than anything you could find in Continent - and if a few of them were looted from other Realms, what was the problem? Piracy ran deep in the Bright family bloodline, though the sisters would have denied it to the last

The woman herself sat atop a makeshift throne, surrounded by her loyal retainers - such as were left, in any case. The servant who’d led us to the tower was actually younger
 than most of the people kneeling throughout the room. If this was the best 
Charlotte Bright could put together as a vision of splendor, I thought, then she was in dire straits indeed.

I wondered where her strike teams had gone, where the rest of the Ninth Fleet was – then I remembered Gabrielle’s dark magic and realized I already had my answer.

Good. Hopefully it would increase her desperation.

“Corruption Lord.”

A shudder of lust passed through me. Even though I loathed this woman with every fiber of my being, detested her in ways I hadn’t felt even about Reina or Serenity, I was never unaware of her beauty. Those cheekbones could cut glass, and that body was enough to ransom an entire Realm. If the Brights went in for arranged marriages, I might have actually been tempted. Provided I could put some tape over Charlotte’s mouth, of course.

I dropped swiftly to one knee, hiding my grin. “Mistress Bright. I’ve brought you back your sister. And, as you can see, your collar as well.”

Charlotte noticed the slender silver band around her sister’s neck for the first time. “You son of a bitch,” she snarled, the genial mask falling away from her face. “How dare
 you submit a member of the royal family to your perversions!”

I favored her with a smirk as I rose. “What’s good for the goose is good for the gander, Charlotte. Trust me, I haven’t even begun
 to submit your sister to my perversions.”

The brunette stared at me from her throne, open-mouthed. “You…” Her gaze traveled from me to Serena. “You actually look like you’re enjoying
 this!”

A little yelp escaped Serena’s lips. She’d been caught out and she knew it. Redness flared from her cleavage to her cheeks, 
and she turned away from her sister’s gaze.

“We need to listen to him,” she muttered, sounding less sure of herself than I’d hoped. “He’s our only hope of saving the Realm now, sister…”

Charlotte was unmoved. “You’ve corrupted her,” the regent spat. Next to her, the elderly retainers on the floor moaned like they’d just been told they were about to be executed. “Used your evil magic on her. This isn’t even my sister anymore-”

“I’ve done no such thing,” I growled, holding up my hands. “Arguing about your sister is getting us nowhere. Has Gabrielle found the White Pearl yet?”

At that, the throne room fell silent. Obviously those two words were forbidden to be uttered in Charlotte’s presence; the retainers looked stunned that I’d done so. I didn’t have time to mince words.

When Charlotte spoke, some of the heat was gone from her voice. “The Lady Gabrielle has arrived in Skye,” she said bitterly. “With eight of the Nine Fleets at her back. We’ve been fighting a losing battle against her. She has not located Swift Island yet, but it’s only a matter of time.”

I strode forward, savoring the way she flinched. “Her fleets don’t matter,” I said. “Even her airship, as terrifying as it is, doesn’t matter. Only the woman herself matters. I can beat her, Charlotte. Give me the Pearl, give me my sword, and I’ll fulfill the promise I made back when all this started. I’ll corrupt
 her, and hand the Realm over to you.”

She stared at me for a long moment. Then she laughed, haughtily and with disbelief. “You will not,” Charlotte shot back. “The moment I give you enough power to use the Gaze on me, I’ll be through-”

I’d heard more than enough. “Women

,” I growled, rolling my eyes in front of all and sundry. “Why is it that everyone I meet with a pair of tits thinks I’m going to brainwash them and turn them into a mindless little slut? Is it because you all secretly want it?”

Charlotte’s jaw dropped open. “You cur!
”

“I have enough women,” I told her firmly. “I brought a whole boat full of them with me. Your dried up, miserable cunt doesn’t interest me in the least,
 Charlotte Bright. Trust me, looking at you does not fill my brain with visions of you lying there like a dead fish, rolling your eyes at every thrust…”

She sprang from her throne, trembling with rage. “Guards, have this man thrown in chains-”

“Enough!
” Serena screamed at the top of her lungs, startling all the rest into silence. “Sister, he’s just trying to make you angry. None of this matters! The only thing we should be talking about right now is how to stop Gabrielle from conquering the Realm!”

“I’d rather she rule over us than this misogynistic asshole!”

I snickered. Which made her tremble even more with barely suppressed anger. “No you wouldn’t,” I told her. “I’ve seen what Gabrielle does to her enemies. That’s not a fate I’d wish on anyone - even those who oppose me.”

Serena strode forward and put her hands on her sister’s shoulders. “Charlotte. Please
.”

Slowly, the elder sister of the Bright clan turned and met Serena’s eyes. “You’re not corrupted,” she said, her face going scrunched up like she was about to cry. “Why didn’t he claim you like all the others? Why
?”


Because I needed her for this moment,
 I thought darkly. Besides, it 
was fun.


I didn’t need to be a telepath to know what was going on in Serena’s head. She walked a delicate line, a tightrope suspended between twin skyscrapers of familial love and the lust for power. She wanted to rule Skye, she wanted to get out of her sister’s shadow - and she wanted me
. It allowed her to do things she would’ve thought unthinkable just a short time ago. To sink to depths she’d normally have associated only with bastards like me.

“He may be a bastard,” Serena said, a faint smile playing over her features. “A misogynistic asshole, just like you said. But he’s a man of his word, Charlotte. We’ve gone back on our promises to him, but he hasn’t to us. He can save the Realm from Gabrielle.”

Charlotte looked at her sister in wonderment. It was as if she were seeing her for the first time. She ran her fingers along the silvery collar, her eyes going sad at the sight of it.

“He put you in that,” she whispered, hurt in her voice.

“Only to keep her from escaping,” I said quickly. It wasn’t the best idea to interrupt Serena at that moment, but I couldn’t just keep my mouth shut. “Serena - how many times have I used that thing to hurt you?”

A little laugh escaped her lips as the realization hit her. “None, Craig. You haven’t used it once.”

I put my hands on my hips. “A hell of a lot fewer times than you used it on me. Wouldn’t you say?”

Charlotte didn’t have a good answer to that. Her mouth worked soundlessly as she tried to find the lie - tried to convince herself she didn’t need me. She couldn’t.

“When Gabrielle finds us,” Serena said, “and it’s when
 - not if - 
the bloodline of the Brights will be snuffed out for good. The Kingdom we’ve worked over generations to build will crumble in her hands. Think of the people, sister - but also think of posterity. How will history remember the way you handled this crisis, Charlotte?”

It was a good line. Better than the part about the kingdom crumbling - it had done plenty of that already under Charlotte’s reign. I had some ideas of my own about how Gabrielle might run the place instead, but I kept them to myself.

Something inside of the ruler bent. “What do you want?” she asked, turning and fixing me with a distrustful gaze. “What’s your price for ridding me of this damned pirate, Corruption Lord?”


Finally,
 I thought, triumph flaring in my chest. We come to terms.


“First, I want my sword,” I said, glancing over my shoulder. “My new engineer is securing it for me now. She’s Dr. Pavel’s daughter, Sasha - she’s agreed to join my crew.”

Charlotte looked like she wouldn’t be terribly sad to see the woman go. “The Pavels have always been willful bitches,” she muttered to herself. “No loyalty in that bloodline. That’s the problem with Skye these days - no loyalty to the rightful ruling class…”

I’d heard enough about bloodlines and class to last me a lifetime. “Secondly, I want you to become my vassal,” I told her, smirking cruelly. “You’ll retain your lands and titles, of course - I don’t particularly care how
 you rule Skye. But this Realm will
 belong to me.”

Charlotte let out an angry little noise. “That’s...fair, I suppose,” she grumbled. “Very well. In recognition of your future service to the crown, I accept your terms-”

I held up a hand. “I’m not done,” I said mildly.

Both women gave a start. Neither of them had factored this into their plans at all. Charlotte thought she was getting a deal, Serena thought her betrayal had just been set into motion. What else was I planning?

“Speak,” Charlotte said brusquely.

“Your sister,” I said, nodding at Serena. “I want her. In my harem. As my wife.”

Both of their mouths dropped open. That was about the only thing you could say their reactions had in common. Charlotte looked like she was about to spit in my face and call the whole deal off - like she’d rather let Skye crumble than give me Serena’s hand.

Serena tried to keep her face neutral - and failed. There was no hiding it. She wanted this.

“Never
,” Charlotte growled, sitting back on her throne. “You ask far too much, Corruption Lord!”

I sighed. Wiping my forehead with the back of my hand, I cleared my throat. “Charlotte. Can I be real with you for a second?”

The meaning of the term was lost on her, as I figured it would be. “Real? We’re perfectly real
, Corruption Lord, and the crown will really
 never allow you to take Serena Bright-”

“I’ve taken her from you already,” I growled, gesturing. “Look at her! Look at your sister!”

Charlotte did. Her gaze was dismissive at first - then her eyes widened as realization dawned on her face.

“You never liked her anyway,” I whispered, going full-menacing in an instant. When I wanted to, I could pour poison in a 
ruler’s ear along with the best of them. “Oh yes, Charlotte, she told me all about you. How you bullied her from the time when you were children. How you’ve always treated her as less than, as someone to be ignored and minimized, as a glorified handmaid
 to your royal palace! I know everything about you, Charlotte - and I know you won’t miss her much. You’ll tell yourself you will, but you won’t. Get real
.”

The sisters stared at each other - and the crack I’d opened between them widened into a canyon. A complicated sequence of emotions filled Serena’s face: shock, then hurt, then a quiet, angry coldness as her sister returned her stony glare. Serena’s lip trembled, a single tear trickling down her cheek. Other than me, it was the only mute witness to the final dissolution of the bond between the Bright sisters.

“Fine,” Charlotte said, giving Serena no more regard than a stranger she’d met on the street. “Your terms are agreeable, Corruption Lord. As long as you can corrupt or kill Gabrielle, I accept them.” She cleared her throat. “Your sword. And a member of the Bright clan as hostage.”

I slipped a hand into my robe. The control wand for Serena’s collar lay within, and I pulled it out for all to see. The younger Bright sister stiffened, expecting pain, but with the press of a button it unlatched. It fell from her shapely neck, clattering to the floor.

“I guess I don’t need that anymore,” I said, sliding both collar and wand into my robes. “What I do
 need is the Pearl, Charlotte.”

The Queen of Skye’s eyes narrowed. “How do I know you won’t keep it?”

“You don’t. You’re just going to have to trust me.”

She stiffened. “That’s the problem. I don’t
 trust you.”

“Then that’s your problem.” I shrugged. “I like to play with my toys, true - but I don’t break them. You’ll get the Pearl back when I’m done with Gabrielle. I might keep the Black Pearl when I’m done with her, though - from what I’ve seen of it, it’s very powerful.”

It was a deflection - and it worked. Charlotte’s eyes filled with fury. “You shall not!” she growled, rising from the throne. “The Pearls belong to me! I can’t restore the Realm without them!”

“Then you’d better start being nicer to me,” I shot back. “I am
 your new Lord, after all. Now summon your little robot friend and get this over with.”

Charlotte’s eyes widened in shock. “McCarthy? I don’t see what my Guardian has to do with this…”

I made a face. “Don’t play dumb. Where is it?”

As if summoned by magic, the metal orb floated into the room. It made a quick circuit of the throne, scanning everything in one quick burst, then stopped two feet in front of my face.

“Oh my!” it trilled. “Darek the Corruption Lord! I never expected to see you here again!”

“Hello, little robot,” I said kindly. “You’re hiding a secret, aren’t you?”

The robot glanced at its Mistress, then back to me. “Mistress Bright?”

Charlotte sighed and put her face in her hands. “When did you figure it out?”

“The first time I came here,” I said with another shrug. “You’ve got some pretty powerful technology in Skye, I’ll give you that. But there’s nothing in this Realm that would be completely impossible back on Earth, where I come from. Except your 
little robot friend.” I snatched McCarthy out of the air as a compartment in his side unraveled. “You had to have something very
 powerful running this little droid…”

The metal shell peeled back, revealing a perfectly white orb. It fell away completely with a sigh of static, and I was holding the White Pearl. It was fucking beautiful.

My fingers clenched around it, and power filled me. A lot
 of power. Instantly I could tell this thing put Lightslayer to shame. I felt like I was about a hundred feet tall - like I could stride from one Realm to the next like some kind of crazy giant.


I hope you’re enough to corrupt Gabrielle,
 I thought, watching lights dance inside the glowing orb. I really, really hope you are.


When I looked up from the White Pearl, both sisters were staring at me. “What?” I asked.

“You’re glowing,” Serena said, her eyes alight with triumph. “Look at you. Holding that, you don’t look like a villain at all…”

I didn’t? Hell, maybe I didn’t. But looking into Serena’s eyes, knowing what I was about to do, I sure felt like it.

For a moment, my resolve wavered. She was so cute, and she really might make a good addition to the harem. The girls would come to like her eventually, even knowing the things she’d done to me. She’d be part of the family…

My other hand closed around the collar in my pocket. Deep in my skull, I remembered the cold caress of the collar.


No
. No forgiveness. Not for making me a slave. Fuck that.


“Come with me,” I growled, taking Serena by the hand. I’d made her mine. Now I was going to claim her.






Chapter Twenty-Five









It didn’t take long for Serena and I to find a room. Despite the fact that every loyal retainer of House Bright had been packed into Swift Island like sardines in a tin, the topside tower and its attendant buildings were practically empty. One flight of stairs down lay a whole row of guest suites, with big bay windows looking out over the floating island like they’d been waiting there just for me.

I carried Serena over the threshold of the nearest one and kicked the door closed behind me.

Her face was wild and amazed. “I can’t believe you did that,” she gasped, her breasts heaving. “Fuck, I can’t believe we
 did that. I...I actually stood up to my sister!”

My hands slid down to her lower back. “We got exactly what we wanted,” I growled. “I have the Pearl, and as soon as Sasha gets back, I’ll have Lightslayer too. We’re going to win
, Serena.”

“I believe it,” she panted, staring up at me. “I really believe it. Craig, you’re so amazing…”

I covered her mouth with my own. After so much waiting, the spring of tension between us had been wound tighter and tighter until it might explode. There should’ve been fireworks 
going off outside the tower while we made out. It was that incredible.

She pulled back, gasping. “That whole taking me as a hostage thing,” she said with a grin. “That was one hell of an ad-lib!”

“It’s what I want,” I growled, my mouth going to her neck. “It’s what we planned all along. I just wanted to rub your sister’s smug face in it a little bit harder…”

Serena laughed - then her laugh turned to a deep, throaty moan as her mouth opened. I kissed down to her collarbone, then tugged off the buttons of her top with my teeth. By the time I had one or two off she was helping me, practically tearing her clothes off in her rush to be with me.

“Craig,” she gasped, her hands going to my wrists as I reached for her skirt. “There’s something I’ve got to tell you…”

“You can tell me in the bedroom,” I grunted. Then I picked her up, threw her over my shoulder, and carried her like a caveman to the room’s big king-sized bed. This room had been built slightly over the lip of the tower, allowing a skylight in the ceiling to give a view of piercing blue sky and clouds. I loved it - and I loved tossing Serena onto the bed and kissing her harder.

I took off my robes, careful to keep the collar and the White Pearl secure. Down to my boxers, I climbed into bed next to Serena, intent to finish disrobing her. Again, as I reached for her skirt, she grabbed my wrists.

“This is important,” she said, her eyes glazed over with passion. “Craig. Corruption Lord. I’ve never…”

There was a pause, then a smirk rose to my face. “I know,” I growled. “Trust me, I didn’t think you were joking.”

She flushed with embarrassment. “Charlotte never let me have 
proper suitors,” she whispered, unable to meet my eye. “It was yet another method of exercising control over me. I’ve...I’ve fooled around, but I’ve never gone all the way…”

My hand slid between her legs, going right up her skirt. Every muscle in Serena’s body tensed, her back arching like a bow as she pressed her pelvis against my fingers. She was like a live wire in my arms, all biology and need. I couldn’t wait to feel how soft she was.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, giving her a cocky grin. “You’re not the first virgin I’ve fucked, Serena. This is going to be amazing - so relax.”

She nodded, relieved. “I love you so much,” she panted, her face filled with so much emotion that she seemed hurt. “I’ve never met a man like you before, Corruption Lord!”

“There are no men like me,” I told her, tugging her panties to the side. “Not in your Realm, at least.”

Then my fingers were inside her, and Serena completely lost control.

“Oh gawwwd
!” Her face went crimson as she pressed it against the pillow, trying to muffle her moans. “Oh Craig, oh fuck…!”

I grabbed her hair and tugged. Her face shot off the bed, gasping in mingled pleasure and pain. She gave me a shocked look.

“Don’t do that,” I curtly informed her. “Scream for me, Serena. I want your sister to hear it. I want everyone on this fucking island to know when I make you come…”

Her face lit up. This time, when I slid two fingers into her slit and ran my thumb along her nub in a tight circle, she screamed loud
. Almost taunting, like she knew exactly how badly she’d just fucked Charlotte over.


You think I’m just betraying your sister,
 
I thought, fingering her roughly. But I’m really betraying you both. You ARE a lot of fun, though, Serena. I’m going to enjoy this…


It didn’t take long for Serena to reach the edge. She grabbed my wrist, tugging me away from her pussy like she was afraid of the pleasure, but she wasn’t strong enough to stop me.

“Craig, oh my gawwwd
!” she panted, her voice rising to an octave I didn’t know she was capable of. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m gonna…!”

A moment later Serena screamed out her pleasure as she came. A flood of juice coated my fingers, her inner walls clenching around me as she rode out her orgasm. Two fingers became three, stretching her as she drew tight around me. I knew those walls had to clamp down on something substantial in order for her to feel really
 good, and as she writhed beneath me I knew I was drawing more pleasure out of her than any of her fleeting encounters ever had before.

As she came down from her peak Serena stretched out on the mattress, the back of her head hitting the pillow. “Oh wow
,” she groaned, sounding stoned from the bliss. “Craig, I’ve never felt like that before. Oh baby, thank you
…”

I rolled to the side, letting her feel my erection against her thigh. Her eyes widened like saucers as she felt how big and hard it was - how it throbbed with pure need at the sight of her pleasure. She bit her lip, giving me a nervous look like she wasn’t sure she could take it all.

“Take off my boxers, Serena,” I growled, taking command of the situation. She’d gotten off - now it was my turn. “I’m going to show you how I like to be pleased.”

I had to hand it to her - she rose to the challenge. “Yeah,” she said. “Yeah, I think I can do that…”

Excitement mingled with her anxiety as she rolled on top of me, sliding between my parted legs and working the fabric down my thighs. When my cock sprung loose she gasped, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise.

“Clouds below,” she whimpered, staring at my rod. “It’s enormous!”

I laughed. “Only the best for my Queen.”

She flushed at the term, her eyes filling with disbelief. She looked like she’d just won the lottery, but wasn’t sure if a piano wasn’t about to fall on her head at any moment.

“Will you use the Gaze on me?” It was impossible to tell if the idea frightened her or excited her more. “Corrupt me so I’ll be able to ride you the way you deserve?”

“I don’t need magic to corrupt you,” I growled, taking her hand and guiding it to my cock. “Feel it, Serena. Feel that cock around your fingers.”

She did. Serena wrapped her hand around it, pumping a few times experimentally. Her reward was a jerk against her palm and a jet of precum staining her fingers.

“Oh my
,” she panted.

“Is this the first cock you’ve ever held?” I asked her, already knowing the answer.

She nodded.

I gave her a cocky smirk. “So those people you fooled around with were all women, then?”

Serena cleared her throat. “The only people Charlotte would let into my bedchamber at night,” the princess muttered, recalling the memory bitterly. “None of them ever made me come like you do, Craig…”

“I know,” I told her. “Keep stroking me. I like it.”

She whimpered as she wrapped both hands around me and pumped. It felt amazing to slowly corrupt Serena into my perfect little fuckdoll, but I needed to pick up the pace. I was going to go crazy if we didn’t do more soon.

I put my hand on the back of her head and guided her face between my legs. “Taste it,” I told her, grabbing my cock by the base and aiming the head between her lips. “Please, Serena. I’ve wanted to feel your mouth around me for so long…”

This declaration was all she needed to get bold. She wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and sucked, swirling her tongue around the sensitive opening like a madwoman. It was too much - I couldn’t take it. I pressed down on the back of her head, thrusting into her throat.

Serena gagged around me, her lips forming a tight seal down my shaft. She was hesitant at first, a complete beginner, but the gentle pressure on her head helped show her what to do. Before long she was taking me all the way down her throat, her eyes rolling back in her head as she used her mouth to worship my cock.

“You’re so good at that,” I said, praising her. “You’re such a sweet little cocksucker, Serena. You’re making me feel so good
 right now, you know that? You know I’m having to fight not to explode in your sweet little mouth?”

She pulled off me with a wet little pop
, gasping. “Then don’t fight it,” she groaned, a lustful look in her eyes. “Come in my mouth, Craig. I want to swallow every last drop for you!”

Her eagerness was so touching that for a brief moment, I forgot how much I hated her. She took me deep, bobbing up and down on my stiff prick like a cork as she did her best to 
bring me over the edge. I looked up at the skylight, watching the gorgeous sky and clouds as the gagging sounds of Serena’s blowjob filled the room.

The pleasure built, and built
, and suddenly I couldn’t hold back. My ass left the bed, upthrusting into her throat as I prepared to shoot my load.

“Here it comes,” I gasped, my voice tight with pleasure. “Holy shit, Serena, you’re going to make me come! I’m coming so fucking hard in your sweet little mouth…!”

A moment later my cock jerked against the back of her throat and erupted. Semen drained from my balls in a rush, depositing jet after jet of liquid lava into Serena’s throat as she swallowed eagerly. She didn’t seem the least bit turned off by my load - if anything, her groans rose in volume as she slurped and sucked my seed.

When the last few drops of my seed were finally out of my cock and down Serena’s throat, she pulled off of me with a groan. “Oh wow
,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “That was so much! Was that a lot? It sure felt like a lot…”

I flashed my best asshole grin. “It was,” I told her. “You made me come very hard, Serena. It felt so fucking good being inside your mouth. Now I want to be inside your tight cunt.”

Her eyes glazed over with need. “I want that too,” she said, her nerves betraying her just a bit. “Should I get on top of you?”

I shook my head. “Turn around,” I commanded, grabbing her by the shoulders. “I want to fuck you hard. I want to fuck you deep
!”

Serena moaned with anticipation as she grabbed the 
headboard. She held on for dear life, thrusting her round ass in the air as her pussy dripped lust down her thighs. Her orgasm had made everything tight and hot between her legs, priming her for my cock, and I was going to enjoy every inch of her soft, silky folds.

“Serena,” I grunted, pushing the head of my cock into her folds from behind. She looked so fucking hot like that, her tits against the headboard and her legs spread just for me. “I don’t know how slow and soft I’m going to be able to be with you, girl. I can’t hold back…”

“I know!” Serena wiggled her ass back and forth, trying desperately to get more of me inside of her. “That’s...that’s okay, Craig. I know you love me! I want you to fuck me hard, the way you’d fuck any of your wives! I...clouds below, I want you to pound
 me!”

I nibbled her earlobe with a chuckle. “That I can do, my Queen,” I growled, giving her a swat on the ass.

As she cried out in mingled pain and pleasure, I pushed inside of her and filled her with one smooth stroke. I knew being a virgin didn’t technically make Serena tighter or wetter than any other girl I’d fucked, but there was nothing technical
 about the way her slick, honey-warm walls gripped my cock. She was eager, she was beautiful, she was feeling a cock buried hilt-deep inside of her cunt for the very first time. It was perfect.


I buried myself as hard and deep as I could go, pinning Serena to the headboard. For a moment I just wanted her to feel
 me, to really experience what the Corruption Lord could do to her body. I wanted her to feel claimed, owned
, marked by my lust for her.

As my balls slapped against her thighs, I turned her head to the side and kissed her hard. Our tongues entwined, and it 
was like a signal for both of us to completely lose control.

Trails of wetness trickled down her legs as I pumped her like a piston, over and over again. The headboard slammed against the wall with every thrust, making a sharp slapping sound after every one of Serena’s moans like punctuation.

She was so tight. She was so wet. Grinning, I reached around her waist and found her clit with two fingers, rubbing the swollen nub as my cock stretched her walls. The response in Serena was immediate: she screamed at the top of her lungs, her tits bouncing up and down like beach balls as she rode me back.

“I bet that feels even better with my cock inside of you,” I growled against her ear. “Doesn’t it, slut?”

“Yes! Oh fuck yes, Craig! Keep going! Harder! Don’t fucking stop!”

My hips moved faster, pounding her tight cunt the way she deserved. My cock jerked inside of her, the angle perfect to go all the way into her core, and suddenly it was a struggle to keep from exploding inside of her. I was done
, I could feel it, but I wasn’t about to let Serena say she’d beaten me to the punch.

My hand left her clit - and went around her throat. The other spanked her, hard
, and her groan made my fingers vibrate around her neck.

“Come for me, Queen,” I roared, giving it to her as hard and deep as any girl I’d ever fucked. “Let the whole fucking place hear you come all over that big hard cock…!”

Serena’s eyes rolled back in her head, only the whites showing as her pleasure shot into the stratosphere. She grit her teeth and howled
 with bliss as a second orgasm tore through her 
lithe body, pleasure infiltrating every inch of her flawless physique. Her inner walls pulsed around me, the tiny ridges gripping my cock with every thrust so tightly they threw sparks. I couldn’t hold back, I wasn’t even going to make it to the end of her orgasm before shooting ropes inside of her. The pleasure built…

...and became unbearable
.

Colors I’d never seen before flashed behind my eyelids as the world released. The first hot jet of seed splashed against Serena’s core and I groaned with relief, my fingers loosening around her throat. My hands went to her tits, grabbing them and mauling them from behind as pulse after pulse of pleasure traveled up and down my spine. She melted against me, moaning and kissing my neck as I poured my seed inside of her. I knew she was praying that it would quicken inside of her, give her heirs to carry on the Bright family bloodline. Mixing her aristocratic family tree with the Corruption Lord’s would give her dominance over the Realm for generations.

“I can feel you coming,” she murmured against my cheek. Her voice was awe-struck, filled with wonder and devotion. “Gods I can feel you shooting inside of me, Craig! Even after my mouth, there’s so much…!”

There certainly was. I filled Serena to the brim and then some, my cock buried deep inside of her until every drop of my load was right where it belonged. Her cup ran over, and by the time I was done my seed coated her thighs as it spilled from her overfilled pussy. Serena ground herself against my slowly, savoring the sensation of my cock and cum inside of her at once.

She pulled off and guided me down to the bed. My head was between her breasts, and then against her lips as we kissed. For long moments I forgot everything: my conquest of the 
Realms, my war against the Brights, the White Pearl and the Black and all the rest of it. I was at peace.

Then I opened my eyes and looked up.

There was a speck of black in that bright blue sky. Tiny, little more than a fleck, but growing closer. And closer.

For a moment I stared at it, not knowing what it was. Then it clicked, and my situation came back to me in a rush.

“Fuck,” I gasped, holding Serena close. “That’s her. She’s found us.”

Gabrielle was on her way. And she was bringing the combined might of the Eight Fleets along with her.






Chapter Twenty-Six









By the time Serena and I reached the Ragnarok,
 the ship was a bustle of activity. Everyone had seen Gabrielle’s ship coming, many of them even more clearly than I had. My harem raced across the decks, working with the Shieldmaidens on the crew to prepare the airship for battle.

“My Lord!” Necessity saw me first, grabbing the nearest Virago. “Extend the gangplank! Craig has returned!”

Serena clearly wanted to come with me, but that wasn’t happening. “Stay here,” I commanded, giving the woman’s shoulder a firm squeeze. “You’re the leader of Skye now, sweetheart. Or you will be soon. You’re too important to risk up there.”

She looked unhappy at this, but didn’t fight it. Serena turned to make her way back down the spoke, only to be greeted by a dark-haired figure in fishnets racing towards us. She held a bundle in her arms, wrapped up in canvas, and it didn’t take much brainpower to know what it was.

Lightslayer. My sword.

“Sasha!” I waved at my engineer as she approached. “How was your mother?”

She tossed the bundle into my arms just as the gangplank landed on the spoke. “As disagreeable as ever,” she said, stepping past me onto the boards. “She likes my new look, though.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Really?”

“Really.” A small smile played across her features. “She’s going to be very upset if it turns out I backed the losing side, by the way.”

I pulled the canvas off the bundle, tossing it over the side of the spoke. Beneath lay the green-and-black sword I’d come to know and love. Lightslayer. It had tasted the blood of countless foes, and now I would wield it against Lady Gabrielle.

“Not a chance,” I told Sasha with a laugh. “I managed to pick up something of my own during our little field trip…”

After strapping Lightslayer to my back, I pulled out the orb. The White Pearl’s luminescence was brighter than the sun’s, bathing the whole island in light. Cheers erupted on deck as everyone saw the display, all of them learning at once just how successful the trip had been.

“Let’s go!” I raced up the gangplank, leaping onto the Ragnarok
 as it began to rise from the dock. “Wish me luck, Serena!”

She yelled something, but I couldn’t hear it. We were already ascending fast, racing into the clouds. I had a date with a wicked pirate sorceress, and only one of us was going to walk away the victor.

I looked over my crew, meeting each woman’s eyes in turn. These were my wives and harem girls, the people I’d been through so much with. Each of them smiled at me, their eyes filled with love and devotion as they rose to the task at hand.

“When we catch up to Gabrielle,” I told Necessity, “bring us alongsides and match her speed. Mariah, Eri - keep the guns firing, but don’t bother targeting Gabrielle’s airship. It’ll be too tough to dent. You just want to keep the rest of the fleet off our backs long enough for me to use the Gaze.”

“Once we do that, the whole fleet falls,” Eri said smugly. “Just like with Serenity. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Master!” Serenity giggled, eager to please. “I loved
 when you took control of me. It was so silly of me to think I could resist you. It was foolish to even try…”

“Let’s hope Gabrielle ends up saying the same thing,” I replied with a smirk. “Get the boarding equipment ready! I want us lashed to that black airship like a conjoined twin - she’s going nowhere without us…”

The engines roared, the Ragnarok
 cutting through the air like a hot knife through butter. Gabrielle’s ship loomed closer and closer, way out in front of the rest of the fleet. She’d left them behind exactly as I’d done at Thessalia, preferring to take the enemy out head-on. I wouldn’t have to worry about her backup: not for a few minutes, at least.

I pulled Lightslayer off my back and channeled through it, green fire lapping up the blade. Hopefully a few minutes was all I would need.

“Hold...almost there!” The ship rocked to the side, matching speed and direction with Gabrielle’s black airship. I could see the woman herself standing at the bridge, looking smug and in charge. A wicked smile split her face when she caught sight of me, and she handed the wheel over to one of the shambling non-human monsters that made up her crew. She strode to the side of the ship, one leg raised on the edge, and lifted the Black Pearl.

Just then, we drew up alongside. Gabrielle and I were barely more than a dozen feet apart, close enough to shoot an arrow or throw a dagger across the gap. She cocked her head to the side, more curious than upset at this turn of events.

“You came back to Skye,” she said, magic amplifying her voice. “I told you what would happen if you tried to stop me from acquiring the White Pearl, Corruption Lord.”

“Oh, I know
,” I shot back, brandishing Lightslayer. “That’s why I made sure to bring this with me!”

My hand shot out of my pocket, clutching the White Pearl. A pure white halo surrounded the glowing orb, momentarily blinding Lady Gabrielle. She recoiled, lifting the Black Pearl in front of her face like it could wave the magic away.

Her face changed. “You brought it to me,” she said, suddenly delighted. “How thoughtful. Give it to me, Darek. Hand the Pearl over, and I’ll let you and your little troupe of sluts go.”

“I’ve got a better idea,” I roared. “How about you join them!?”

I felt like a fucking God. Twin streams of magic flowed through my body, the river of Lightslayer’s corrupting magic meeting an ocean
 of raw might from the White Pearl. With both of them together, I felt like I could conquer all Eight Realms without breaking a sweat. If the Black Pearl was as strong as this, then I had to have it.

“Is that fear I see in your eyes, Gabrielle?” Hell, I was actually starting to enjoy this. “Why don’t you just submit to the Gaze and get this over with? You’d look so much better on my side than you do trying to resist me…”

She paused. Then she laughed, and a beam of darkness covered the world.

There was no time to react. “Fire the tethers!” I yelled over my 
shoulder, holding up the White Pearl. “Get your hooks in the bitch! We’re boarding this motherfucker!”

A wall of pure dark magic rippled across the gap. The orb in my hand exploded, and suddenly the space between our airships was a maelstrom of pure chaos. A shudder passed through me, and the same thing happened to Gabrielle from her perch.


The Pearls were never meant to be used this way,
 I thought. They’re supposed to activate in tandem. One person holding both, not against each other! We’re going to tear the Realm apart!


Gabrielle didn’t look like she cared. She pushed harder, grinning maniacally as she held the orb out in front of her. Boarding hooks flew over her head, lashing the Ragnarok to her airship. We were locked together now, trapped in a fight to the death.

Tornadoes of light and darkness circled each other in the gap between my ship and Gabrielle’s. They fought like living things, locked together in vicious combat as the magic flowing through my veins did battle with Gabrielle’s. For a moment the world was so bright it was like staring at the sun; then it was dark again as the Black Pearl released a blast.

I could barely move. It felt like the fabric of reality was going to tear down the middle. Every cell in my body vibrated as I held the White Pearl. The wall of white light shuddered against Gabrielle’s wall of darkness, barely able to hold it back. The Pearls truly were equally matched.

But I had Lightslayer.

Slowly, with fingers gone nerveless, I lifted the sword. A beam of pure radioactive green erupted from the blade, piercing the maelstrom of magic separating us. Gabrielle screamed, and I knew I’d just struck hard.


Now!
 I thought. 
Use the Gaze!


The power rose up inside of me like a well that could never run dry. Like a dam getting ready to burst.

The beam of green magic cut deeper and deeper through the wall, until it disappeared in a flash of sparks. There was now a hole through the maelstrom, through which I could see clear blue sky - and Gabrielle. The pirate Queen’s eyes went wide at the sight of it, real fear filling her eyes for the very first time. Triumph surged in my veins.

Got you now, bitch. You’re mine.

“Gabrielle
,” I said, opening myself up to the Gaze. “Look at me
.”

She fought with every molecule of magic she had. It wasn’t enough. Slowly, a degree at a time, her eyes swiveled to meet mine. Green light flashed in her pupils as the Gaze hit, boring into her brain. Claiming her soul. Corrupting
 her into my beautiful, powerful follower.

“That’s right,
” I said, my words syrupy-sweet. “Why fight me, sweetheart? All of this is so unnecessary. Throw down your weapon and pledge yourself to me, Gabrielle. Give in to the pleasure coursing through you…
”

For a moment, her resolve broke. I felt the Gaze push past her eyes, piercing into the very heart of her soul. A gasp of pure pleasure left Gabrielle’s lips as she sank down, down…

A tremor passed through the airship.

Suddenly Gabrielle and I were no longer facing each other. She was five feet past me - then ten
, the Ragnarok
 losing steam as it struggled to keep pace with her ship. I turned to see black smoke pouring from the engines, flames lapping at the side of the ship as the boards creaked beneath us.

Something had broken inside the Ragnarok

. No. Something had been
 broken inside of it.


Sabotage,
 I realized. The traitor…!


The person who’d poisoned me and killed Chloe was still on board my ship!

When I looked back at her, Gabrielle was working her way back to control of her senses. She reeled beneath my power, shaking her head back and forth like someone snapping out of a trance.

“You bastard,” she said. “That felt kind of nice!”

The ropes connecting my ship to Gabrielle’s went taut. As we slowed, her airship began towing us, the great black mass of her boat turning in mid-air as our weight tugged it off balance. She was going to hit us.

As we were already on fire, a direct hit would almost certainly sink us.

A beam of darkness washed over my body. It only lasted a moment, but when my vision cleared, my left hand was empty. The Pearl. The White Pearl was gone!

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Gabrielle stood on the side of her airship, holding both the White and Black Pearls in her trembling hands. Power like nothing I’d ever felt before crackled around her. Enough power to reshape a Realm, to conquer any foe. To bring back the dead.

Gabrielle licked her lips like a wounded fighter. She blinked slowly, her eyes opening and closing like someone sinking in and out of sleep.

“You…” she muttered. “Fuck, you did a number on my head! Shit…”

It was a desperate, frayed thread. I grabbed it as hard as I could.

“You know
 you want more!” I yelled, holding Lightslayer in front of me with both hands. The magic sword could hold back the maelstrom Gabrielle and I had already called up - but if she decided to attack now, it was all over. “You know you love it, bitch! Deep down, you want
 me to corrupt you! You want to be a twisted slut! You want to play with me and the rest of my harem…!”

Gabrielle started to laugh. “You are something else, Corruption Lord,” she said, swaying drunkenly on her feet. “You really never change. But you are a good opponent, I’ll give you that.”

The Black Pearl and the White disappeared into a bag at her side.

“Come and see me in Vortex, Darek. I’ll be waiting for you.” A faint smile played on her face. For a moment - just a moment -
 I saw the green glow of corruption magic flickering in her eyes. “I’m looking forward to our next meeting…”

A wave of darkness washed over her ship. In the space of a single blink it was gone - the ship, the magic, the lady herself. As if she’d never been there to begin with.

“Fuck!” I screamed, racing back across the deck. Flames covered half of the ship now, spreading with vicious, mindless intent. Shieldmaidens and harem girls raced back and forth, doing their best to quench the blaze. It wasn’t enough. “FUCK!”


I reached the bridge just in time to hear Necessity scream. “Brace for impact!”

The elven warrior hit the deck - along with everyone else.

Swift Island loomed in my vision, the tower in the center of the 
forest growing larger and larger in my vision as we fell out of the sky.

I’d lost. My ship was broken. Gabrielle had the White Pearl.

We were going to crash.

There was a sound like the whole world being shaken up in a snow-globe, and everything went black.






Epilogue









As it turned out, it was the second time I survived a plane crash.

I awoke cradled in the wreckage of the Ragnarok
, half-comatose and blindly grasping for the light. Acrid smoke billowed about me, choking me, wringing horrible coughs from my body. I crawled forward on my belly, moving without thought like an animal caught in a trap. I didn’t even remember what had happened: I just knew I needed to get away from the flames. They burned.

There was no light. A heavy wood plank collapsed in front of me, cutting off any exit. The smoke rose higher, and I sank to the ground with a sigh. The edges of my vision went gray as the world receded. It was all over.

Just before I lost consciousness, something sharp poked against my side.

I felt for it, and a surge of magic flowed through my veins at the touch. It was Lightslayer, and if I hadn’t found it that very moment, I’d have died.

With the magic came power, and awareness of the situation. Ice flowed from my hands, melting before the heat of the flames but snuffing them out at the same time, cooling them to 
nothing. I found the strength to lift the boards over my head, then cut into them with the sharp side of my blade. Blue sky greeted me, and I stepped out of the wreck onto open ground.

I entered a horror show. The Ragnarok
 had managed to hit Swift Island on its way down, but only just. It might actually have been better for us to have all fallen into the endless blue - at least then, the ship would have exploded peacefully. Flames tore through what was left of the Ragnarok,
 burning the airship I’d been so proud of to ashes.

Tears stung my eyes as I summoned a wall of water, extinguishing the flames. The ship was ruined.

“Necessity?” I stumbled away from the wreck. My legs were shaky underneath me - even Lightslayer’s magic hadn’t fully healed the injuries from the crash. “Mariah?”

A horrible thought occurred to me. Was I the only one that made it out?

I plunged deeper into the smoke, soul-crushing visions filling my head. I pictured burying my harem, never seeing my wives again. A horrified scream tore from my ragged throat as I threw pieces of the ship left and right, looking for survivors.

When hands grabbed my shoulders, I didn’t feel them at first. I turned, still bellowing with rage, and found myself face-to-face with Eri. The slime girl’s pink body was stained with smoke and dirt, but she looked otherwise unharmed.

“Craig!” She hugged me tight, sobbing openly. “Holy fuck, we thought we’d lost you!”

Only one word from her sentence had stuck. “We!?”
 I asked. It was almost too much to ask for.

She looked past me at the wreck, her face falling. “Oh shit, you must have thought...we’re okay, Craig! We’re okay! Mariah and 
Necessity got everybody out. Everyone but you, that is. We thought you’d gone down with the ship…!”

The relief that filled me was almost better than sex. Almost.

“Jesus,” I whispered, clutching the slime girl close to my chest. “All of you are okay? Really?”

“All the wives,” Eri said. “All the harem girls. Outside of a couple of guards, we didn’t lose anybody.”

I turned and looked back at the wreck of the Ragnarok
. “Someone sabotaged the ship,” I said, the words tasting like ashes in my mouth.

Eri nodded. “The same person who poisoned you?”

“I’m thinking so. It’s got to be someone close to us, Eri. We’re not lucky enough for it to have been a random guard. Keep your eyes open, alright?”

Eri agreed. She’d just opened her mouth to tell me something else when the ground began to shake. “Oh what now!?
” I roared, unable to believe my luck.

“That’s what I was going to tell you,” she said quickly, taking me by the hand. She led me away from the wreck, towards the grove of trees near the center of the island. “The whole island is breaking apart. We have to get out of here!”

“What?” I couldn’t believe it. “Why…”

Then it hit me. The Pearls were gone. Without them, there was no magic keeping the floating islands of Skye aloft. Every single one of them was about to break apart and crash right into the invisible barrier at the bottom of the world.

One big, empty Realm. That’s all that would be left.

If we were still there when it happened, we’d fall forever.

“You’re right,” I told her. “Where are the others?”

We broke through the trees and emerged just in front of the tower. To my great relief, there was an airship tethered just outside of the massive double-doors. From the look of it, it had to be the Angerborn -
 Charlotte Bright’s personal craft.

My harem was gathered around it, covered in smoke and sweat. Their mouths dropped open as they saw me stride out from the trees.

“Craig!” In a flash, Necessity and Mariah were there. Then Kyoko and Serenity slammed into me, Chastity and Sasha just behind, and I was lost in a crush of bodies. My harem surrounded me, bathing me in their warmth, and I couldn’t have been happier

“You’re alive!”

“We were so worried!”

“We thought we were never going to get to fuck you again!”

“Ladies, please,” I said, laughing as I pushed myself out of the tangle of bodies. “I was never in any real danger. It takes more than a little plane crash to stop the Corruption Lord. Now I’m guessing that ship belongs to us?”

“It most certainly does not!”

Two figures stood at the now-open doors of the tower. Charlotte Bright and her sister Serena, with a few retainers kneeling behind them. Dr. Pavel was nowhere to be seen - I guessed she wasn’t important enough for the aristocracy to judge her worth saving. Or maybe she was already on board the ship.

“You’re a monster,” Charlotte said, walking up to me and spitting on the ground. “Worse than that – you’re a failed
 
monster! Gabrielle has both of the Pearls now! The Realm is ruined, and it’s all because of you!”

“This isn’t over,” I said, sounding more cocky than I felt. “I used the Gaze on Lady Gabrielle. Not enough to make her a Follower, but I know
 I’ve weakened her! Shit, she’s half-brainwashed already! We’ll take this ship to Vortex, and then we’ll make her mine…!”

Charlotte shook her head. “Enough. Your lies disgust me, Corruption Lord. I should have laid the control wand to your collar on the ground and set a rock on top of it until you died from the pain. My sister and I are leaving this island! As for you and your sluts, you
 can fall forever-”

Her words ended in a strange urk
 noise. Charlotte twisted, and when she did, I saw the glint of a knife between her shoulder blades.

Everyone watched, stunned, as Charlotte fell to the ground. A low gurgle left her throat. She kicked outwards a few times against the tower steps, like a dog chasing a car in a dream. Then she was dead.

Serena stood above her, a look of triumph and horror on her face.

“I killed her...I killed her!” She looked to me for approval, her face open and filled with love. “I did it, Craig! I’m the Queen of Skye! Oh my God I killed my sister
!”

“You did,” I said, shocked at her boldness. I nudged Charlotte with my toe, making sure she wasn’t going to get back up. “Fuck, you really stabbed the bitch. I didn’t know you had it in you...”

Serena smiled, looking from one harem girl to the next. “I can’t wait for us all to get to know each other,” she said, her voice 
crackling right on the edge of complete insanity. “I’m...I’m Serena Bright. I know we’ve had our problems in the past, but Craig loves me. He came inside me…!”

“Sweetheart.” It was Sasha, cocking that fabulous eyebrow. “Just because a man comes in you doesn’t mean he loves you.”

Serena’s face fell. “You love me,” she said, the disbelief growing in her tone with every word. “You promised you’d make me Queen! That if I betrayed my sister, you...you’d make me one of your wives…”

Someone in my group started to laugh. Serena reacted as if she’d been stung.

“Girls,” I said, glancing over my shoulder. “Go secure the ship.”

Serena sputtered incoherently as the harem stepped around her, ascending the gangplank onto the Angerborn
. She looked helplessly around her, but her retainers were no help. Neither were any of my girls.

“You can’t do this,” she said, rubbing her upper arm with her free hand. “I’m the Queen! I...I killed my sister for this...”

I nodded. “You are the Queen. The Queen of Skye.” I favored her with my best shit-eating grin. “The whole damn thing is yours, baby. All of it..”

I grabbed her and threw her over my shoulder. It was a matter of only a few moments to take her to the throne room and tie her to the big chair. Serena sat atop her throne, the crowned Queen of Skye at last.

All it had cost her was everything.

“You bastard!” she screamed, giving vent to the horror inside of her at last. Tears streamed down her face as she tore at her 
bonds, but it was no use. There was no way she could untie them before the island collapsed. The tremors beneath my feet were growing stronger by the moment - it wouldn’t be long before there was no land left anywhere in this Realm.

I stopped at the doorway with a smirk. “Can I give you a piece of advice?”

Serena looked up at me, her face stained with tears.

“Once you put a collar around a man’s neck and call him your slave,” I told her matter-of-factly, “don’t ever
 trust him again. That goes double if he calls himself the Lord of Corruption
, sweetheart.”

“That was my sister!” An insane scream worked its way through Serena’s throat. “Not me! Not me!”

“I know. But look at it this way-” only my head showed in the doorway now, “-it’s finally you
 who gets to make all the decisions.”

I left her screaming, tied to her throne as the island collapsed around her. The last Queen of Skye, condemned to fall through her Realm forever. I whistled a jaunty tune as I made my way down the stairs of the tower, the world shifting dangerously beneath me. There were mere moments before the island began to fall - I had to get on board the Angerborn
 before we sank.

Outside, the entire harem was already on board. Only Chastity waited by the gangplank, gesturing towards the ship. “Come on, Daddy!” the eleven warrior yelled, her voice a mad giggle. “Hurry up, we’re almost out of time!”

I smiled at her and walked up the gangplank. Only for a hot burst of pain to erupt in my side.

Chastity stood next to me, clutching a dagger. With a glowing 
purple handle.

The world went cold. I fell to my knees, the island shifting beneath me as huge fissures opened in the topside surface. Trees toppled over as their roots shifted, splitting between one fragment of island and the next. Swift Island was literally tearing itself to shreds, breaking apart at the seams.

I looked up weakly, my fingers clutching nervelessly around the hilt of the dagger. Chastity’s grin spread until it was just a little too
 wide to be real.

“You...it couldn’t be,” I managed to mutter. “You’re not the traitor - you’re a Virago. You literally can’t betray me…”

Chastity leaned over, her face rippling like a stone skipping across a still pond. The perky, bratty face of the barely-legal Virago Shieldmaiden dissolved, replaced by one I knew all too well. I’d seen it beneath a blanket in my airship’s morgue.

Chloe. The girl from Vortex.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered, twisting the knife. “I didn’t kill the Virago slut until after you fucked her. You really did
 claim her virginity.”

“Chastity?” I groaned. “No...”

“You didn’t even notice that she never fucked you after that, did you? You would’ve been able to tell the difference if you had, so I couldn’t risk it. But then, you always did think with your dick. Never with your brain.”

She stepped onto the gangplank as it rose into the air - wait. No. It stayed in the same place - it was the island
 that was sinking.

I landed on my side heavily, clasping the wound. Chloe removed the dagger, tucked it in her belt, and passed a hand 
in front of her face. Chastity stared at me once more - an enemy using a dead woman’s image as a mask.

“Necessity,” I cried out weakly, reaching out for the Angerborn
. “Mariah. Somebody…”

They didn’t see me. They were all busy at their stations, just like I’d ordered them to be. They always did as they were told.

The fake Chastity glanced over her shoulder as the island dropped out beneath her. “Don’t worry!” she yelled, waving at me with that same giggly tone. “I’ll be sure to tuck them all in tonight. With a very special
 kiss.” She blew one to me as I fell, her fingers going to her pouty lips. “They’ll be joining your little slut very soon. Good-bye, Darek. Oh, and one last thing…”

Whatever reply I might have made was swallowed as the ground cracked open beneath me. I fell, the great stone mass of Swift Island breaking apart as I tumbled directly through its crumbling heart. I could see the tunnels that had once housed Charlotte’s soldiers, the brig where I’d been kept as a prisoner. None of it helped. None of it could save me now.

I heard her voice from a very great distance. “Don’t fuck with Lady Gabrielle!
”

Her voice followed me down and down, taunting me as I fell into the endless blue sky. Alone.
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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










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










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!
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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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