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Chapter One

Green light flashed before my eyes, bathing me in its radioactive glow. Then it faded, and there was only darkness.

For a long, long time, I floated in this darkness. Unthinking, unfeeling, without sight or sound. Slowly, my consciousness began to claw itself back from the brink, grabbing hold of whatever memories it could like a shipwreck survivor clinging to driftwood in the ocean. They were broken fragments, not enough to sustain me.

Something about the thought of a shipwreck sent a pang of dread through my core. Had I been in an accident? I couldn’t remember who I was, or what I had been doing before this moment - but something inside of me had the impression it was bad. Very bad.

Then, in the darkness, I heard a snarling voice.

“You idiots
.”

I turned, trying to find the source of the voice. It sounded as if it had come from every direction at once. I opened my lips to yell, to scream - no sound came out. I looked down in a panic, realizing that the darkness was so complete that I couldn’t see my own body.

“He’s stuck in the in-between. You’ve lost him now! All that work for nothing…!”

The speaker was female. She clearly spoke like someone used to bossing others around: her voice held the cold clarity of command. It was vaguely familiar to my ears. She almost sounded like…


The flight attendant,
 I thought. A piece of the puzzle snapped into place, flooding my brain with memories. They weren’t good memories. I’d been falling, watching the ocean go from beneath me to above me to beneath me again as my plane crashed out of the Pacific sky. I remembered the stewardess screaming, flying down the narrow aisle as it went vertical, her face smashing against the ceiling of the cabin in a gout of blood…


I’m dead,
 I realized. Or at least, I should be.
 What happened?

“He’s alive, Mistress!” In contrast to the woman, this voice was male - and so submissive it turned my stomach. Assuming I still had
 a stomach, that is. “We can reach him! We can complete the ritual...but it will require another sacrifice…”

There was a brief pause. “Do it,” the woman said.

Do what? I remembered things clearly now: it was like my brain was bubbling to the surface after being trapped at the bottom of a deep, 
dark pool. I’d been on my way to the Philippines, flying business class, chosen by my awful corporate hell-job to train a new crop of ‘customer-service associates’ for our overseas call center. I wasn’t stupid - I knew I wasn’t training help for our US workers. I was teaching their replacements. It had been a bad, stupid thing to do, and I’d regretted it almost as soon as I’d agreed to the trip. But what else could I have done? My coworkers hated me for it, but not because the company was replacing their jobs. They hated me because every single one of them would gladly have shanked me for the promotion.


There was a green light,
 I thought, remembering our final doomed crash into the ocean. Right before the plane hit the water. A line in the air, like some kind of portal…


That same green light filled my vision. I gradually became aware of the sensation of weight underneath me, as if I were laying on top of something hard and cold. The world snapped into focus, and suddenly I was staring up at a high, vaulted ceiling, covered in strange glyphs. The air was so cold that goosebumps stood up on my skin.

I sat up. I was not alone.

The stone I’d been laying on was a raised dais in the center of the room. Around me, a handful of robed figures lay prostrate, their 
faces nearly touching the floor. Each of them was chanting in a tongue I didn’t recognize. It was all like something out of a horror movie.

I moved to step off the dais and my blood turned to ice. One of the robed figures lay on the floor next to it, his throat slit from ear-to-ear. His gray face was frozen in an expression of terror, salt-and-pepper stubble covered in blood. A tiny bit of vital fluid still oozed from the wound.

This man had died seconds ago. Had these people…?

As one, the figures went silent. A taller figure strode forward from the corner of the room, reaching long fingers towards the hood of her robe. She pulled it down and I saw a red-headed woman, barely my age. Her face was pretty, though a nasty scar reached from one side of her eye all the way down her left cheek.

“My Lord,” the woman purred. Instantly I knew this was the voice I’d heard inside of the darkness. “Finally you have returned to us.”

My mouth worked soundlessly. It seemed like everyone in the room, from the woman to the strange cultists, expected me to say something. I cleared my throat, the sensation of actually having
 a throat again so wonderful that it took a moment for me to be able to think clearly.

“Where am I?” I asked, looking around the strange domed chamber. “Who are all you people?” A terrifying thought occurred to me. “Is this...is this Hell?”

The woman laughed. In contrast to her snarl from earlier, the sound of her laughter was almost musical. I decided right then and there that I liked it.

“It is Hell without you
, my Lord,” she said, the corner of her mouth curling in a smile. “We are so glad that you’re here. We apologize for the...fickleness
 of the summoning ritual. Mistakes were made.”

“That’s, uh, fine,” I said, thinking fast.

“Roderick was more than happy to give his life to complete it,” the woman said with a little smile, gesturing at the body at my feet.

I looked down at the cultist, swallowing hard. Looking into his gray, dead face, I had a series of realizations. One: this woman had murdered one of her henchmen to bring me here. That made her evil. Two: from the way she kept referring to me as ‘Lord’, I was clearly supposed to be her superior in some fashion.

Which meant she thought I was an evil lord. Her
 evil lord, to be precise. And if I didn’t convince her of that notion, fast, I was going to end up like poor Roderick on the floor.

I thought of every ‘evil bad guy’ I could from fantasy movies and video games, trying to remember the way they talked. How would this woman expect me to sound?

 

“Well done,” I said, stepping over the cultist’s body gingerly. “Truly you are my...my greatest of servants.”

From the look on the woman’s face, I’d hit a bulls-eye. She looked pleased as punch by the compliment. Now, how to get some information out of her?

“I…” I glanced around the room, steeling myself. “The time I spent in darkness has left me confused and weakened. I recognize your face of course, my darling servant - but I can no longer recall your name.”

“I’m not surprised, my Lord. I was but a girl when the Great Hero slaughtered you. My name is Mariah. That the role of High Priestess falls to one as young and inexperienced as I merely shows how low your cult has fallen. The Virago hunt us down wherever we go, my Lord.”

My eyebrows shot to my hairline. I was slaughtered?
 That sounded very, very bad.

The woman frowned - then drew a complicated symbol in the air 
with her right hand. As she did, there was a tingle in my back as if someone were running a finger down my spine. There was a brief pause, then her eyes widened.

“Oh
,” she whispered portentously. “My Lord, I see the problem. You’ve lost your powers!”

“Yes,” I agreed, sweat beading on my forehead. Powers? What kind of powers? And how does she know that?


A knowing smile spread across the woman’s face. “Not to worry, my Lord. It seems that you came through the summoning ritual with enough Ability Points to re-establish some of your magic. Once we see you safe and settled in Wrathholme, we will perform the necessary sacrifices to put you in full control of your might.”

I wondered what kind of sacrifices Mariah meant. Then I glanced back at the dead guy behind me and decided I was better off not knowing.

“Of course,” I said, trying to sound like I knew what I was talking about. Calm down, Craig. This woman doesn’t want to kill you. She’s probably willing to overlook a little confusion in a guy who just stepped out of a portal.
 “How would I...get these powers, exactly?”

Mariah made a worried face but didn’t doubt who I was. Instead, she came right up to me and took my hand. Holding my wrist, she traced a circle in the air with my finger.

“Concentrate on it,” she told me, in a low tone that let me know just how much she enjoyed being so close to her master. “Focus on the circle. Concentrate until you see yourself, my Lord.”

I didn’t understand what she meant - and then, suddenly, I did. A tiny mannequin of my body appeared, floating in the air like a hologram. There were numbers surrounding it, flashing over the character’s head and around their arms and legs. Looking at different sections of the hologram highlighted different parts of my body, each with its own option. Level up, Inventory…


Holy shit,
 I thought, blinking. The image wavered for a moment, then resolidified itself. It’s just like a video game.


As soon as I highlighted my head, a Current Status
 box appeared:

Name: Darek, Lord of Corruption

Level: 1

Current Ability Points: 5 (5 unspent)

Current Alignment: <ERROR>

So that’s why Mariah thought I was her lord and master. According 
to this hologram, I wasn’t Craig: I was some guy named Darek. The ‘Lord of Corruption’. I wasn’t entirely sure what was wrong with my Alignment, but in the grand scheme of things it didn’t matter much. I had way bigger things to worry about.

“As you can see, your new body is...puny.” Mariah gave me a dismissive look, her lashes heavy-lidded. “Until we can get you back to your full strength, you will need to be surrounded by loyal Corrupted at all times. For your own safety.”

“Hey, I’m not puny,” I protested, blinking away from the floating menu screen. “I’m average. A little bit above-average, if you know what I’m talking about.”

Mariah obviously did not
 know what I was talking about. “If my Lord will concentrate,” she said, clearing her throat, “I’ll aid you in unlocking your first skill.”

“Sure.” I tried to forget about the chanting cultists, the weird chamber, and the fact that Mariah was looking at me like I was a cross between God and her favorite movie star. The menu flickered back to life and the tiny, doll-like version of me floated in front of my view.

“Look into your heart, my Lord,” Mariah intoned. “It is there that you may take your first steps along the Path of Darkness…”


Pretty sure that’s video game language for ‘highlight my chest’

, I thought. I did, and with a blink I was staring at a suite of different upgrade options. Almost everything was at level one, with no points put into it. The number of potential paths were dizzying. It felt like everything from needlepoint to blood magic was represented.

Then again, if I was really as powerful as Mariah, said, it made sense that I had access to everything.

One option, however, stood out above the rest. It was highlighted with a pale green light - the same light I’d seen as my plane plunged into the ocean. Corruption
, it said.

There were a whole bunch of different abilities, most of which required way too many points and levels to access. There was Corruption Gaze, Corruption Aura...I got the impression this Darek guy was way
 into corrupting people, in other words. It explained the name.

At level one, the only option I had available was something called “Corruption Touch.” It took all five Ability Points to unlock. When it did, there was a hissing sound in the room like someone pressurizing an airlock.


Corruption Touch: unlocked,
 flashed the words over my head. Mariah watched them along with me, a pleased expression on her 
face.

“There, I did it,” I said, feeling a bit proud of myself. “What does that do?”

“It is your first ability,” Mariah purred, stepping so close to me that I could feel the heat rolling off her body. “With it, you will rebuild your army and gather those loyal close to you. You will grant your followers power, and in turn, they will love you more and more. Just as I love you, my Lord.”

I gulped. “You love me?”

Mariah tossed back her head and laughed. “Of course, my Lord! It will be no difficulty to Corrupt me. I ache
 for the touch of your sinister powers.” She held out her arm, rolling up her sleeve to reveal a pale, milk-white wrist. “Touch me,” she whimpered, her eyes going all crazy. “Touch me and make me one of the Corrupt, my Lord! Grant me a small taste of your power and I will serve you forever! My soul
 will belong to you…”

Okay. That all seemed more than a little weird. But I’d taken things this far, and Mariah didn’t look like she was going to accept ‘no’ for an answer. If I was going to keep her from turning me into another dead guy in a robe, I needed to keep her happy. Which meant using this new ability on her - whatever it might do.

She trembled with anticipation as I reached out to her. As my fingers neared her wrist, glowing green energy crackled across my skin like lightning.

“The First of the Corrupt,” Mariah whispered. “Oh my Lord, I am so honored to be your first…”

The moment that our skin touched, I saw the reflection of an intruder in Mariah’s eyes. But by then, it was too late to move.

A woman in golden armor dropped from the ceiling and slashed through Mariah’s wrist, sending her hand to the floor.


Chapter Two

Mariah stared at the bloody stump where her hand had been. For a moment, her face was unalloyed horror, her jaw dropping open as blood oozed from the wound. I stared at it, then down at the severed hand on the ground, unable to believe my eyes.

The woman in armor struck again. This time Mariah was ready – she twisted away just in time with a yell. The cultists on the floor were slowly beginning to understand they were under attack, rising to their feet in muttered groans of shock.

“Kill her!” Mariah screeched, running to the other side of one of the room’s pillars. “It’s a Virago assassin!”

The woman in golden armor pivoted and slammed a gauntleted fist into the nearest cultist. The man groaned and crumpled, his head smashing into the stone, but the woman didn’t even pause long enough to make sure he was down. In a flash her sword was out, the moonlight glinting off it. Two cultists jumped her, and just as quickly they were down, bleeding from mortal wounds.

I ran. There was a set of stairs leading down from the domed chamber, and I raced to them as quickly as I could. Behind me, I could hear the sounds of cultists fighting and dying - it was an 
absolute massacre. Clearly they didn’t know how to fight, while the woman in armor was a killing machine. They never stood a chance,
 I thought.

The stairs were slick and moss-covered; I had to slow down to keep from falling. They wound downwards and downwards for what felt like an eternity. Blood pounded in my ears, along with the sounds of the dead and dying.

“This is insane,” I groaned, reaching a doorway at the bottom of the stairs. “This is so completely fucked
-”

I threw the door open and froze. Salt spray flew into my face - underneath the doorway was nothing but a set of steep, wet rocks leading down to the ocean.

The structure I’d been inside of turned out to be a small tower set on a rocky hill. It was the only landscape for miles: wherever we were, we were pretty far out to sea. There was a tiny dock nestled in between two crags, with two or three small boats moored to the wood. They weren’t large vessels, so maybe land wasn’t as far out as I’d feared.

I nearly fell several times as I climbed down the slick rocks. The sounds of battle faded; whoever had attacked the cultists must have finished killing them off. All except for me. That woman had seen
 me. 
Any minute now, she’d walk through that doorway and finish what she’d started…

I had to get to the boat.

As my feet touched the boards, I let out a groan of relief. Finally I was on some solid ground. Of the three boats tied up next to the dock, one of them was clearly in better condition than the others. It was made of some dark, wine-colored wood that had made it nearly invisible from the higher vantage point of the doorway. It must have been how the woman got onto this island without being discovered.

The boat was almost free of the dock when a shadow fell over my shoulders.

“Freeze,” the woman snarled. Something hard and sharp poked against the small of my back, goading me to my feet. “Don’t even think about it.”

I turned around - and felt my jaw hit the floor. While she’d been in the middle of murdering my new friends, I hadn’t really focused on getting a good look at the woman in armor. Now I did - and she looked spectacular
.

High cheekbones framed a supermodel-perfect face, with long blonde hair cascading down her shoulders. Her eyes were a brilliant, 
piercing blue. The skintight armor she wore left very little to the imagination: any creature with two brain cells to rub together knew exactly what this woman would’ve looked like naked. It also showed off way more of her cleavage than it protected, which couldn’t have been very combat appropriate but was
 hot as hell.

For a long, long moment I stared at her, the primal part of my brain struggling to form thoughts.

She glared at me, not lowering the sword. “You,” she growled, cocking her head to the side. “You’re not a cultist of Darek. Were you one of their prisoners? Their sacrifices?”

My brain started working again when I saw her ears. They were long and pointed, going back almost all the way behind her head. I’d seen enough movies and read enough fantasy novels to know what those ears meant.


An elf,
 I thought, not believing my eyes. This woman’s an elf. She’s not human. Where the hell am I?


All questions for later. Right then, I needed to think fast. This woman could easily decide I wasn’t worth the effort and leave me floating in the water, a couple stab wounds in places I’d really prefer not to have stab wounds in. Mutliple stab wounds would make my life very complicated.

“Yeah,” I said, seizing on the idea. “Yes - I was their prisoner! They were trying to do some kind of crazy ritual. Thank God you showed up when you did!”

A chill tingled down my spine. For a moment I thought it was stress, but then I realized it wasn’t natural. There was a look of concentration on the elf warrior’s face, as if she were the one causing it. After a few seconds, I realized she was.

“Hey! What are you doing?” I waved my hands in front of her face, trying to get her to stop.

“Scanning you.” She made a face, like I was being particularly irritating. “There’s something odd about you, human. I can’t quite put my finger on it…”

Suddenly her eyes widened. She grabbed her sword with both hands, shifting her stance. For a moment, actual fear
 filled the woman’s eyes. Her lips made a tight little line in her face, almost disappearing completely.

“Gods
,” she whispered, the sword swaying gently inches away from my eyes. “It’s you. No. They can’t have been successful…”


Alright, Craig,
 I thought. Fuck it.
 Might as well lay my cards down on the table, right? There was no point in hiding now.

“Look, lady,” I said, letting my hands fall to my sides. “I don’t have the faintest idea where I am. I was on my way to Manila when this weird portal opened inside plane and sucked me into this crazy fucking place. Those people back there? I’ve never met them before in my life! So I would appreciate it if you’d-”

The woman smacked me in the face with her sword. Fortunately for me, it was the flat side. It still hurt like a bitch, though.

“On your knees.”

She didn’t have to tell me - I was already there. I’d felt my legs crumple beneath me as soon as the pain hit. The dock was slick beneath me, soaking the front of my jeans. Waves shot between the boards every few seconds, coating me in salty water from the waist down.


What a way to go,
 I thought. I looked out over the ocean, trying to find something worth looking at in my final moments. A nice sunset, a pretty seagull - something to carry me into the next life, or whatever came after. There was nothing but gray, murky horizon. It figured. It was probably what I deserved.

I closed my eyes and waited for the blow to come. And waited. I wasn’t dead - not yet, at least.

There was a thump on the deck in front of me. When I opened my eyes, I saw a coil of rope on the boards.

“Tie yourself up,” the woman commanded. She’d put the sword away, but it hung half out of her scabbard. It was obvious she could have it out and ready in a moment’s notice. “I’ll be watching you, Darek. Bind your wrists too loosely and I’ll kill you here and now.”

She wasn’t going to kill me. Not yet at least.

“Sure,” I said, taking the rope. I’d never tied anything more complicated than a shoelace before, but somehow I managed. Soon my wrists were bound together in front of me, tied tightly with the thick cord.

The woman glanced over it for a moment then shrugged, apparently satisfied. “Onto the boat,” she said, climbing into the stern without waiting for me. It was then that I realized how difficult it would be to get back onto my feet without the use of my hands.

“Uh? A little help?” I asked, struggling to rise.

The woman shook her head. “Nice try, Darek,” she said, a smirk written across her face. “I will not allow you to touch me. Try it and I will make your death slow and painful, laws or no.”

It took several embarrassing tries before I could climb into the boat. By the time I flopped into it I was soaked to the bone, having fallen more times than I could count. The woman’s face was never anything but stoney as she watched me struggle, but I could tell that on the inside she was laughing.

I managed to get a seat beneath me and find my footing. “I’m not Darek,” I told her, spitting over the side into the waves. “My name is Craig
. I’m from New York. In the USA? I’m guessing you’ve never heard of it.”

The woman shook her head. “The sisters said you spoke only lies,” she muttered. “They did not warn me that confusion was one of your favorite tactics.”

“I’m
 the one who’s confused! Are you kidding me?”

The woman leaned over and untied us from the dock, but didn’t lift a finger to move the boat. In the back of my head I asked myself how we were going to get out of here, but I knew better than to ask.

“Those cultists thought I was some kind of Lord. Their
 Lord. Meanwhile, you’re over here treating me like I’m carrying some kind of really nasty disease! Why are you so worried I’m going to touch you?”

The woman flinched. “You are Darek,” she whispered, narrowing her eyes. “The Lord of Corruption. And I would prefer it if you ceased speaking.”

“Oh, you’d prefer
 it?” I half-rose out of my seat. “I’d prefer not to be talked down to by some pointy-eared bitch with a stick up her ass-”

The boat rocked beneath us, and I plopped back down. This time, the woman did
 laugh.

“We will be in Thessalia before you know it,” she intoned, leaning back and crossing one leg over the other. Beneath us, the boat cut through the water like she’d just turned on an outboard motor. Only there wasn’t one, so it had to be magic. Magic of the same kind that had been used to create that portal. “If you truly are not Darek, then I would advise you to save your pleas for the Mother Superior. Perhaps she will see the truth of things and take mercy on you.”

“Yeah?” I straightened up a bit. “You really think so?”

The woman laughed. “No. Of course not. You will be summarily executed, and the world will be safe again from your Corruption.”

“Great. So I’m a prisoner. Do I at least get to know your name?”

She shook her head slightly. “No. Now rest, Darek. You’ll face justice 
soon enough.”

She leaned back and appeared to sleep, but I wasn’t stupid. She was watching me. If I made a move for the sword, or tried to jump overboard, there’d be steel at my neck before I could move a muscle.

I sighed and looked out over the water. I think I liked the scarred lady better,
 I thought, glancing back at the craggy island and it’s squat, sinister tower. At least they liked me. Great...



Chapter Three

As the boat moved slowly across the water, tugged by an invisible current, the minutes turned to hours. I very much wanted to know how long it was going to be before we saw land, but I knew better than to ask my captor for any answers. Instead, I started to go about figuring out this new world I’d found myself stranded in.

I practiced the focus trick Mariah had shown me in the tower, doing it over and over again until I could make the little hologram of myself appear in the air at a moment’s notice. It felt good to get better at something, to make progress. It was part of what had allowed me to climb the corporate ladder the way I had. My company had a bad habit of shuffling people around every few months, never letting them get comfortable in a single position or type of work. It was the people who could adjust, who could take advantage of their new situation quickly who tended to advance. Whiners got the short end of the stick, the way they probably had all throughout human history.

Probably the history of this place, too. Well, I wasn’t about to ask the elf about it.

Actually…

I stared at the elf woman, who was still pretending to sleep. Or maybe she actually had fallen asleep; who knew? It was easy to stare at her, her being so gorgeous, but this time I wasn’t just thinking about those soft lips or her the way her round, thick ass bounced when she walked. I concentrated, the way Mariah had shown me, seeing if I could summon up her information the way I’d already done to myself.

It was like trying to solve one of those magic eye puzzles. I focused and unfocused my vision, testing the strange power, when suddenly everything snapped into focus. A status box blazed to life next to the elf woman’s head, filled with information:

Name: Necessity

Level: 25

Current Ability Points: 0 (0 unspent)

Current Alignment: Lawful Good - Paladin of the Virago Shieldmaidens

“Necessity,” I said, just loud enough to be heard over the waves.

The elf woman jerked awake. “Huh? What…” Her eyes narrowed when she caught sight of me. So she was sleeping for real,
 I thought with a smirk. I wonder if she felt that same chill down her spine that I did when she scanned me? It probably works that way for everyone.


“Your name is Necessity,” I said, sounding triumphant. “And you’re a Paladin of the Virago Shieldmaidens. Whatever that is.”

She glanced over her shoulder and leaned halfway over the stern. The angle drew her armor up her thighs, showing off a creamy expanse of her tanned skin. God, that looks more like a dress from the waist down than actual armor,
 I thought, adjusting my legs to hide what was going on between them. Between that and the corset, she looks like some kind of comic-book warrior sexpot…


“We are close to land,” she muttered, turning back to me. “Not long now. You really do not know of the Virago Shieldmaidens? Darek would know.”

“I told you,” I snapped. “I’m not Darek. I’m Craig
. The shit over my head is wrong. I mean, you can see I don’t even have an alignment. There’s clearly something busted with my profile.”

Necessity stared at me impassively, not speaking.

“So no,” I finished with a sigh. “I don’t know a thing about your damn social club.”

“The Virago Shieldmaidens are a group of elite warriors,” Necessity said, sounding offended. “We are dedicated to defending the Eight Realms, and destroying all who would destroy or subvert them. We 
have killed you many times over, Corruption Lord.”

“You sound so thrilled when you say that,” I said, shaking my head.

“That’s because I am,” Necessity said. “Our spies in the Darekian cults informed us that a summoning would be attempted on the Dread Isle. That the cult’s chief lieutenant Maria Antaera would be attempting to resurrect the Corruption Lord.” She leaned back, looking satisfied. “Capturing you was the icing on the cake, Darek. Those cultists have been a thorn in the Virago’s side for years.”

I swallowed hard. Mariah was the one person who could have explained all of this to me in a way that didn’t end with me being murdered. And now she was dead at this elf woman’s hands. I felt a surge of anger at the thought, despite the fact that I’d barely gotten to know her.

“Well, shit,” I said, trying to sound casual. “We’ve got a little while, right? Why don’t you tell me why I’m such a bad guy?”

Necessity looked out over the waves. “You are trying to trick me,” she muttered. Then she rolled her shoulders back and stretched, moving her legs so that they crossed in the other direction. “But I suppose it would do no harm to explain it to you. And if there’s a millionth chance you’re telling the truth, you deserve to know.”

“Great! I’m glad we’re finally getting along.” I waggled my eyebrows sarcastically. “We’ll be having sing-alongs before you know it. So who’s this Darek?”

She cleared her throat and began. “One hundred and eleven years ago,” she said, with the well-rehearsed air of someone who’d learned a fact in school, “the Corruption Lord Darek waged a war of conquest against the Eight Realms. With the tools of his evil: his Touch, his Gaze, his Kiss and his Seed; he corrupted the noblest paragons of the realms into his wicked demonic servants.”

I glanced down at my hands. I was pretty sure what the ‘touch’ she was referring to was, at least. But back in the tower, Mariah had wanted
 me to use it on her. Begged me for it with an intensity that was...well, sexual.

“The male paragons?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow. “Or just the women?”

A sly look lit up Necessity’s face. “You do
 remember,” she growled, showing her teeth. “More than you let on, at least. Darek would corrupt males when absolutely necessary - but they never became his servants the way women did. The Corruption Lord...he enjoyed breaking the females. Turning them against their friends, making them wear outfits that were lascivious and revealing in nature…”

“Sounds hot,” I blurted. I was starting to understood why Necessity looked at me the way she did. That weird mix of fear, disgust, and excitement. “I turned them evil, is that it? Maybe they were a little bit evil the whole time. You ever think of that? I’ve heard girls go for bad boys - in my world, at least.”

“You made them your servants,” Necessity said thickly. “Your harem
. And you almost succeeded one hundred and eleven years ago. Seven of the Eight Realms fell before you; their lands and their people belonged to you.”

I held up a hand, stifling her. “Let me guess. The eighth was you and your girlfriends?”

She shook her head. “No. The Virago fell first. To our endless shame. Our Mother Superior betrayed us, twisted into a vile demoness of lust.”

“Again, gotta admit - sounds kinda hot,” I said. I was making her pissed, but I kind of got off on it. “Makes sense to me. If a bunch of women are trying to kill you, why wouldn’t
 you turn their alpha female into your personal bodyguard?”

Necessity made a strange face. “The Virago failed, Darek - which is why ever since you were defeated, it has been our mission to keep you from reemerging into the world. It was the Great Hero who 
destroyed you.”

“Wait, Great Hero? Who the hell is that?” I definitely wanted to know more about them. Was it some mighty champion of this world who was immune to Darek’s powers? A guy, or a girl? Were they still around?

Necessity, however, didn’t want to give me any answers. “I think I have already spoken too much,” she said, glancing back over her shoulder. The shoreline was fast approaching. “You will remain silent until we arrive at Thessalia.”

I would do no such thing. “If I’m such a monster,” I said, refusing to shut up, “then why haven’t you killed me? Why go through all this trouble and cart me to this Thessa-whatever place if I’m such a danger?”

“Thessalia is the home of the Virago Shieldmaidens,” Necessity snapped. The boat crested the waves and ground to a stop in the sand. “It is where the Mother Superior will pronounce judgement on you. All potential Dareks must be brought there, and banished from the Eight Realms.”

“You still haven’t told me why.”

Necessity made a face. “Because if you truly are not him,” she spat, 
climbing out of the boat, “it would be a sin to kill you. The law is the law, and without the law, the Virago are nothing. Now come along. This beach is not secure.”

I stepped out onto the sand, managing my dismount a hell of a lot easier than the last time. My mind was buzzing from all the things Necessity had told me, but one fact stood chief over the rest. She won’t kill me,
 I thought. These Shieldmaidens - whatever they were - played by rules, and wouldn’t break them. Not even when it would have saved them a whole lot of trouble to do so.


Lawful Good
, I realized, staring at Necessity’s ass as her alignment chart flashed through my head. She and all her sisters are Lawful Good. No wonder they have to give me a trial before they execute me.


After a short walk up the beach, the sand gave way to grassy, overgrown terrain. The few trees turned into several, then became a thick forest. Birds called back and forth overhead, singing their mating and hunting songs as Necessity led me to the treeline.

“We will need to camp soon,” she said, giving me the side-eye as she examined the path ahead. “Do not think of running, Darek. These woods are extremely dangerous.”

I gave her a shrug in return. “What’s the difference? If I stay with 
you, I’m going to end up dead anyway.”

Necessity grinned in the darkness. “No difference to me, Darek - to you. The Court of the Mother Superior will be quick, and end your life with more mercy than you deserve. One of those beasts would play with you in its den for a long while.” Her smile turned savage. “You would live for days
 before it finished eating you.

“Gotcha,” I said, swallowing hard at the thought. “I’ll stick close to you, then.”

“Not too
 close,” she warned me as I got barely a stride away from her. “Don’t you dare try and touch me, Darek. I will not yield to your Corruption.”


Maybe I can try something,
 I thought suddenly. “Look, I have no clue what you’re talking about.” It was a lie, but it wasn’t really
 a lie. Mariah’s teachings had been woefully incomplete - I knew Corruption Touch existed, but I had no clue how to actually use it. “This whole Corruption thing: gazing, kissing? It’s complete gibberish to me. I told you, I’m Craig. I’m not Darek. I don’t have his powers.”

“I don’t believe you,” Necessity said. Yet something relaxed in her stance. “There may be a grain of truth in your words, however. I am beginning to believe that you do not remember
 being Darek, at 
least.”

“That’s right; I don’t.” No need to lie about that.

Necessity nodded knowingly. “Some of the cultists the Virago captured have spoken of this. They’ve told us that the Corruption Lord will not remember himself. That he must go to Wrathholme to recover his memories and his powers.” The look on her face let me know what she thought of that idea.

“Well, I don’t want his memories,” I said firmly. What would that do to me? “I want to stay Craig.”

“That is good,” Necessity said, warming to me a bit for the first time. “That attitude may very well keep you alive...Craig.”

As it turned out, Necessity didn’t belabor our walk. I’d barely seen the treeline close behind us before she stopped suddenly. We’d made it to a tiny clearing in the path, barely the size of the living room in my apartment back home. Trees pushed in on all sides, giving it a distinctly claustrophobic feeling.

“We will stop here,” she said. “If I untie you – will you attack me?”

“Nope,” I said, shaking my head. I was totally honest here – I was too exhausted to try using my new powers on Necessity, if I even 
knew how to use them properly. “Scout’s honor.”

“I have no idea what that means,” she grumbled. Yet her sword sliced through the bonds at my wrists. I was free.

As I rubbed the ache out of my wrists, Necessity pulled something from her bag. It was a strange black rock, veined with red and amber rivulets. When she touched it to the center of the clearing, a fire blazed to life. Soon it was crackling nicely, just as if Necessity had spent half an hour gathering sticks and doing the whole campfire routine.

“Nice,” I said, taking a seat in front of the flames.

For the first time, Necessity smiled at me. At least in a way that didn’t make my skin crawl.

“Thank you,” she demurred, looking pleased. “Actually back at Thessalia I-”

She sprang to her feet, sword at the ready. I followed it into the trees, where three figures were entering the other side of the clearing. “Explain yourselves,” the elf warrior hissed, readying herself for a fight.

The trio stepped into the warm glow of the campfire. And my eyes 
widened like saucers.

They were catgirls
.


Chapter Four

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Elves I could understand - they were still basically human, just with long ears and absurdly
 sexy bodies. The three women advancing on us were something else entirely - something even further from the human form I took for granted.

They had tails, for one. And furry ears, sticking out of their long brunette hair like the sides of a crown. Short, downy fur covered their arms and legs where they were visible. Their clothes were leather, light and comfortable though clearly well-worn through travel. Each of them had a pair of knives tucked into scabbards at their sides, and the one in charge had another sticking out of her thigh-high boot. They probably had just as many of them hidden away somewhere, too.

As the leader stepped forward, the other two pulled bows from off their backs and aimed arrows at Necessity. Neither of them seemed terribly interested in me. Which made sense: I was unarmed.

“Well, hello there,” the leader purred. Quite literally
 purred: she even sounded part cat. “You’re a long way from your homeland, sweetheart. What’s a Virago Shieldmaiden doing this far to the south?”

“Spying,” one of the women with the bows snickered.

“Kidnapping,” added the other with a glance at me.

Necessity sighed. If she looked worried about the fact that she was outnumbered three-to-one, she didn’t show it. Her hand hung loosely near her scabbard, as if she were completely defenseless, but I knew full well how quickly that stance could turn into violence.

“I am on a mission for the Mother Superior,” she said quickly. Her eyes flashed from one catgirl to the next, sizing them up. A cord of muscle flexed in her neck as she squared her shoulders, tensing like a coiled spring. “You know that I cannot lie.”

“We know no such thing.” The lead catgirl made some kind of signal with her hands, and the two at her sides began to flank outwards on either side. Their bows were at the ready. “This is our forest, Virago. You’re trespassing.”

“I mean no harm to the Rasha.” All of a sudden, Necessity sounded exhausted. I was reminded of the fact that she hadn’t had a break since killing those cultists. She must not have been looking forward to another potential fight. “You’re free to share the fire if you wish…”

The lead catgirl - the one Necessity had referred to as a Rasha
 - laughed. “We don’t want your fire. Although if you have enough coin 
in that purse of yours, we might be convinced to leave you to it.”

The look on Necessity’s face told me everything I needed to know. So it’s bribery, then,
 I thought. Three hot catgirls, engaged in petty robbery.

“That is acceptable,” Necessity said, with the air of someone completing a transaction. “You may have all of it.” She tore the coinpurse off and tossed it to the catgirl. “Now leave us.”

The catgirl eagerly counted out the coins. “Yeah, yeah - in a minute. I’m making sure this gold is good.” Her gaze slid over to me finally, barely sparing a moment to look me up and down. “What’s your story, human?”

I had a choice. I could tell them the truth, and confess Necessity’s true mission. But that would have meant letting the catgirls know who I was - and I had no clue how they would react. For all I knew, they had even more reason to hate Darek than Necessity did. So I bit my tongue and decided to lie.

“I’m her guide,” I said, glancing heavily at Necessity to make sure she understood. “She hired me to lead her to an island south of here. She’s after some cultists. They worship Darek-”

“We know all about cultists
, human.” The lead catgirl leaned closer, 
her eyes narrowing. “You’re nobody’s guide. Who the hell are you…”

I felt the familiar tingle of a scan working its way down my spine. The catgirl’s brows furrowed in concentration, then a look of wide-eyed shock spread across her face. My heart jumped into my throat.

“Holy shit
,” the catgirl purred, reaching for her dagger. “Girls, you’re never going to believe this-”

Necessity struck. Her blade was out of its scabbard in an instant, flashing through the darkness. The catgirl saw her coming just in time, raising her dagger to parry the blow. Necessity hit it so hard that the short knife tumbled into the fire, leaving the catgirl defenseless.

Behind her, the two archers fired.

The wind of their passing whistled above my head as I dropped to the ground. I went prone, turning just in time to see Necessity deflect one of the projectiles with her sword. The other went wide, burying itself in the trunk of a nearby tree.

“I did not want this,” Necessity sneered. Yet now that it was here, the Virago Shieldmaiden gave herself over to battle.

She advanced, swinging her blade back and forth to confuse the two 
archers as she closed the distance. I looked around frantically, but the first catgirl with the knives was nowhere to be found. It was like she’d just vanished.

An idea occurred to me. I could run. Necessity was engaged in a two-on-one fight; there was no way she could stop me. As soon as I thought it, I scrambled to my feet and tore ass into the brush, leaving the screams of battle and clanging metal behind me.

I didn’t have the faintest idea of which way to go. The moonlight was bright enough to illuminate the trees, but not enough to guide me back to the beach. Not that I even knew that I wanted to go that way. I just needed to get away
: away from my captor, away from the three catgirls who wanted to rob us blind.

Something grabbed me around the waist. I went down heavily, a root smashing into my side and leaving me winded. I rolled over, struggling with my unseen attacker, and looked up into the eyes of the lead catgirl.

“Oh no,” she purred, licking her lips. “Rule number one: no one gets away. No witnesses.
 Kyoko don’t want no witnessess...”

Her hand was at her thigh-high boot, grabbing for the blade there. I dug my fingers into her wrist as she pulled it out, and the knife fell from her fingers into the brush. She scrabbled for it, but I used the 
momentum to push her over instead.

I felt madly for the knife. If I had a weapon, I could beat this girl. I knew it. Blood pounded in my ears like the sound of waves as I felt for the handle in the dirt, picturing the way I’d jab the point beneath her chin and stop her-

 

She had another knife. Of course
 she did.

My shoulders hit the forest floor as she pounced, landing on top of my chest. The way she straddled me was almost sexual, and I felt a rush of blood between my legs. Great,
 I thought, watching the triumphant look on her face. I’m going to die horny.


She stabbed downward with the blade, aiming for my neck. With a desperate strength, I grabbed hold of her wrist and pushed back as hard as I could. It wasn’t enough: inch by inch, the blade slowly slid closer to my exposed flesh. Despite her small size, the catgirl was strong.
 Too strong for me to push back the blade or shove her off of me.

I watched the point fill my view, becoming the entire world. My thoughts dropped away, my mind growing strangely clear as the catgirl pushed the dagger home. There was a strange, nagging idea in the back of my head, as if I’d forgotten to turn off the stove or lock my door back in my apartment on Earth.


There’s something else I could do

, the thought whispered.

Back in college, I’d had a few friends in the ROTC. One of them, a guy I knew named Floyd, could field strip his rifle in just over thirty seconds. He used to do it blindfolded as a party trick. When I’d asked him how he was able to move all those pieces so quickly without being able to see it, he’d explained to me that it was just a matter of practice. He’d done it so many times, over and over again, that he didn’t even really need to think about it at all. Once his fingers found the gun, they moved almost completely by themselves.

As I stared at my hand, wrapped around the catgirl’s wrist, I suddenly understood what Floyd meant. There was something going on inside of my head - something I
 could do. I understood it even less than I understood how to disassemble a military rifle, but the knowledge was there. I just had to let my hands take over and do what they were trained to do.

I opened my mind and let it happen. Suddenly my fingers began to glow green - the same strange, green glow I’d seen when I was pulled through the portal.

The catgirl faltered in her stab, the knife freezing where it stood. Slowly her eyes traveled to the point where my hand held onto her wrist.

“Huh? What the fuck

?”

The glow brightened, jumping from my hand to her arm. As it spread, I could see that it wasn’t truly a uniform green at all. There were veins of darkness inside of it, writhing and looping over themselves like strands of DNA. They moved like something alive, wriggling beneath the catgirl’s smooth skin as the glow spread.

Suddenly she wasn’t trying to kill me. She was trying to break the connection between us.

Only it wouldn’t
 break. She tried to pull away, but it was like my fingers were made of iron. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her entire body began to glow, the veins humming up and down her body like electric current.

“Oh no,” the catgirl moaned. “Oh fuck, no no no…”

Suddenly the glow was a supernova. The catgirl arched her back and screamed, only this wasn’t the cry of panic or horror I expected. Instead, it sounded pleasurable.



I didn’t know what I was doing
, a mad little part of my brain thought. She was going to kill me!


And then, as her thighs tightened against me and I felt the insane warmth coming from between them: 
Holy shit. Did that just make her CUM!?


The catgirl came down from her peak slowly, languidly. She rolled her shoulders back, her tongue lolling from one side of her mouth. The glow had faded, and the strange veins beneath her skin were gone. But the change in her was undeniable.

She opened her eyes. They were the same green as the power, the same radioactive shade as the portal.

“Oh fuck yes
,” the catgirl panted, nuzzling my chest. “Oh Master, thank you
…”

Master!? What the fuck?

“I’m not your master,” I growled, regaining my senses. “Get off me!”

The catgirl blinked rapidly. She stared down at the knife in her hand like she was seeing it for the first time - when she realized what she was holding, she let out a horrified little yelp.

“Oh no! I was going to hurt you, Master! I can’t believe how close I came to injuring your beautiful skin!”


Beautiful?
 Hell, I’d never gotten a compliment like that before. It felt 
kind of nice, actually.

But the more important thing was: what the hell had I just done
?

“That’s right,” I said, scooting away from the catgirl. “You don’t want to hurt me. You’re damn right about that.”

She looked around like someone snapped out of a trance. “That’s right,” she realized, glancing over her shoulder towards the fire. “I don’t want to hurt you, Master. I want to hurt them!
” Suddenly there was a manic, crazed look in her eyes. “Please
 let me kill them for you, Master!”

I looked past the catgirl towards the campfire. It was too far off to see properly through the trees, but I could still hear the sounds of battle. From the grunts and groans, Necessity was clearly winning.

I could escape. Thanks to my power, I’d just turned the tide of battle. I had an ally. No, more
 than an ally…

I shook my head rapidly. Now was not the time to be thinking about things like that. “Go,” I said, pointing at the fire. “Defend me. Cover my escape!”

She actually saluted
 me. The knife flashed at her forehead before she pulled another one out from beneath her skirt with a savage grin.

“Gladly, Master,” she purred, twisting them in her hands. “Hiyaaaaa…!”

She plunged into the fray, screaming - and I ran.


Chapter Five

It felt like hours before I stopped.

The further I got from the small clearing where Necessity and I had made camp, the thicker the trees became. Soon it was almost impossible to see the moon through them. In the darkness, there was no way to tell if I was heading in the right direction, or even in a consistent direction at all. For all I knew, I could’ve been walking around in circles.

Panic kept me going. That and the fact that I couldn’t hear the sounds of catgirls fighting or Necessity calling my name, so I must have managed to get a decent distance away from camp. Since I also never heard the sound of water, I assumed I hadn’t taken a turn back towards the island. Wherever I was going, I was moving forward.

Towards dawn, I found some bushes and climbed beneath them, completely exhausted. When I awoke, the sun was high in the sky. Barely any sunlight filtered down to the forest floor. There were shadows all around me, any of which could have hidden some more robbers. Or Necessity.

“Alright Craig,” I said, working a kink out of my back. “I’ve got to find civilization. Necessity said these woods were dangerous, and apparently
 
being a Virago Shieldmaiden means you’re not allowed to lie. So there must be some bad shit in here with me.”

I knew I didn’t want to run into Necessity again if I didn’t have to. She was the only sane person I’d met since falling through that portal, but she was also duty-bound to bring me back to her sisters and have me killed. Finding her was a one-way ticket to a quick death, and that I knew I didn’t want.

I headed out in a random direction, picking through the trees. With the sun out, it made it easier to keep moving in a generally consistent manner. The catgirl leading the group of robbers had mentioned that we were far south, so I was trying to stick as close to heading north as I possibly could. That was, of course, assuming the sun still moved east-to-west in this world. If it didn’t, then there was no clue which way I was walking.


That catgirl,
 I thought, resting against a tree. She called me ‘Master’. And she fought for me: not just against Necessity, but against her own gang. I commanded her to try and kill her friends, and she acted like she was fucking horny over the idea…


I wasn’t an idiot. I knew what I’d done: used Corruption Touch. It was the very thing Necessity had taken so much trouble to avoid - now I knew she’d done it for good reasons. I was a very, very dangerous man.

I wondered if the catgirl was dead. Most likely Necessity had killed all three of them; they’d outnumbered her, but she was a well-trained paladin versus a bunch of forest brigands. If she was
 alive, though, was she trying to find me? Still calling me ‘Master’? Or did my powers wear off after a while?


I’m kind of scared to find out,
 I thought.

Not because it was awful. Because the feeling of control when I’d ‘corrupted’ that catgirl had felt good.


Really
 good.

I kind of wanted to do it again.

A little shudder traveled down my spine. “Maybe Necessity’s right,” I mused. “Maybe I really am
 some kind of villain…”

A few minutes later, the sound of running water reached my ears. I picked up the pace, picturing the gray ocean, but when I crested the next hill all I found was a small stream, winding between the pines. I still dropped to my knees in front of it, slurping greedily at the cold, clear water. It filled my belly and took away my thirst, but did little for my hunger.

When I moved to stand up, there was a stranger over my shoulder.

I rolled to the side, throwing my hands up in a protective gesture. Already I was trying to use my touch to defend myself, to transform anyone who dared lay a finger on me. It should have turned my stomach, but it didn’t. My survival was more important than morals.

There was no one there, of course. It wasn’t until I crawled back to the edge of the water that I understood.

The face that stared up at me from the stream wasn’t my own. It was handsomer than me, for one, and a little bit older. Salt-and-pepper stubble covered my cheeks, testifying to the fact that I hadn’t touched a razor since falling through that portal. My hair was raven-black, a little longer than I would’ve liked but with a nice sheen and some body. I had the face of a man born to command: a cruel mouth, a sharp chin, and a broad, wrinkle-less forehead.

The most startling feature of my face was my eyes. They were cold and clear, the deep greenish-blue of a Douglas fir right around Christmastime. They were what one of my ex-girlfriends would have referred to as bedroom eyes
 - even without a trace of an expression on my face, they seemed to imply that I wanted to do filthy things to the person I was looking at.

I washed my face gently, feeling its contours. There was a vague, wrenching sense of unreality in the back of my mind that threatened to spill over into panic. It only lasted for a few moments before 
fading, like deja vu.

“That...is weird,” I muttered, splashing a hand through my reflection. “Still, can’t argue that it’s a definite upgrade. I wonder what else…”

Hesitantly, I pulled up my shirt. Then stuck a thumb in the waistband of my pants, pulled them out, and glanced down.


Oh, wow.
 I hadn’t been anything to sneeze at, but Darek? Was packing some serious
 heat.

“Alright, enough of that,” I said quickly, smoothing over my clothes. “Why the fuck didn’t I notice that before? That little rag-doll me in the menu didn’t look like this: it was just a mannequin-”

The menu. I’d completely forgotten about it.

As I leaned down and took another few sips from the stream, I concentrated. The box blazed to life in front of me, showing the tiny version of myself along with my stats and inventory. There was some new information for me to digest:

-You have gained a follower! Kyoko has been corrupted to the cause of Lord Darek!


-You have leveled up! Welcome to Level 2! Five (5) Ability Points 
gained!

-WARNING: You are hungry! Find food soon, or starvation will set in!


All three hung above my head, clearly priority messages. Once I’d read them, a single blink was enough to make them dissolve into meaninglessness. They told me several important things - the name of the catgirl I’d used Corruption Touch on was Kyoko
, that using my power on her had caused me to gain a level, and that if I didn’t eat something soon, bad things were going to happen.

I decided I would tackle each new piece of information in order. First, I scanned the tiny mannequin of myself to see if there was information on Kyoko. There was. Highlighting my hands gave me a new option, the ‘Followers’ menu.

“Makes sense,” I said, activating it. “That’s where the power comes from, my hands. I wonder - if I get the Gaze, will I have to select my eyes to see stats related to it?”

The followers tab was remarkably bare:

Followers: Two (2) Currently. At your current level,  you can have a maximum of Five (5) followers at once.

Follower One: <ERROR>

Follower Two: Kyoko - Level 7 Thief.

I read through it with a start. I had two
 followers? There must have been some kind of mistake. After a moment, I realized that’s exactly what it was. Just like when I tried to read my own alignment, there was an error message. As if something were glitched, or broken.

Maybe ‘Follower One’ was just me. After all, I was the master of my own body, right? Either way, it didn’t matter. I could use my powers on up to three more people at any time, binding them to my will the same way I’d done to Kyoko the catgirl. That was a powerful thing to know.


Wait,
 I realized, excitement filling me. Kyoko is STILL my follower. That means she’s not dead…


She must have survived her fight with Necessity somehow. Which meant...was Necessity dead? Had the catgirl managed to sneak up on her, stab her in the back while the elf had been busy taking out her friends? I wasn’t sure. I was in no hurry to find out, though.

“Damn,” I muttered, glancing over the Followers tab several times. “I wish there was some way to let you know where I am, Kyoko. I bet it’d be a lot easier to find my way out of this forest with some help…”


That’s not all she could do,
 a dark voice inside my head whispered.

Again, I forced the thought back down. Yet I couldn’t help but remember the way Kyoko had straddled me; the way she’d licked her lips and ground her body against mine while she’d called me Master
. Mariah had treated the whole servitude thing almost the same way, like it was something sexual. And from the brief history lesson Necessity had given me about the old Darek’s escapades, there was no doubt in my mind that every woman he’d ‘corrupted’ had been more than just a servant to him.


God, but she was cute,
 I thought, trying to figure out which direction the sun was heading. That tail. Those boots. She was ready to do anything I wanted with her: absolutely ANYTHING…


Enough. If I kept on down that path, I might as well have taken my pants off and started jerking myself off until I felt more sane. To take my mind off of Kyoko, I moved onto the second item the menu had shown me: the level-up.

As soon as I selected it, the third message made itself known loud and clear. My stomach rumbled like a hungry beast, triggering pangs of dizziness and weakness throughout my body. Shit,
 I thought, grabbing hold of my midsection. How long has it been since I’ve eaten
?

I focused myself into the leveling system, ignoring the ache in my gut. Again the dizzying number of potential ‘paths’ encircled my 
character, giving me almost instantaneous choice paralysis. There were so many
 things I could put the Ability Points into: combat skills, magical arts, scholarship and crafts and disciplines with names I didn’t even recognize…

One option, of course, was still highlighted. The Corruption tree stood out over the rest, the only ‘path’ that I had spent any points on. Only the next unlock in the tree was visible - the rest were insubstantial, unavailable to even see until I had mastered the next rank. Corruption Gaze
, it read, and it was way too many points for me to unlock right now.

Not that I would. My powers might have turned a cute catgirl into my willing slave, but they still gave me the heebie-jeebies. They were evil,
 no doubt about it. Besides, corrupting things wasn’t going to get food into my belly. I needed a more practical skill.

So of course, being the practical guy that I am, I navigated right over to ‘Destruction Magic’.

It was exactly like the Corruption tree. There was a single first-level skill I could learn, costing five Ability Points. I couldn’t see any of the upgrades beyond that - in order to do so, I’d have to put more points into that branch of learning.


I wonder if this world has respecs
, I thought, highlighting the skill. 
It was called Flame Blast, which sounded all kinds of useful. At the same time, I’d played plenty of video games in my time. I knew it could be potentially disastrous to spread your points out across too many disciplines. A character who specialized in one or two different things was often way more powerful than a jack of all trades.

My stomach rumbled again, sending another wave of dizziness through me. This time it was stronger than before. I swayed drunkenly, suddenly no longer able to find my footing. I slumped against a tree, half-blind with hunger, and decided the ability to make a fire outweighed saving my Ability Points for a more efficient future talent.

“Just gotta find something I can cook,” I grumbled, focusing on the Flame Blast icon until it lit up. “Maybe some plants or something…”

The skill dinged. Just like before, there was a sudden rush of knowledge in the back of my head. I knew the skill without actually knowing it, as if I’d been practicing it in my sleep for weeks.

I held my hands out in front of me and concentrated. A tiny ball of flame erupted between my palms, white-hot. Unfortunately it was only a couple inches wide. Well, it’s a start,
 I thought. I guess not all first-level abilities can be as powerful as Corruption…


I aimed my hands at a faraway branch and pushed
. The tiny orb shot 
from my palms like a bullet, striking the wood and singing it. Smoke poured from the branch, and in moments half the tree was on fire.

“Fuck yes,” I said. Now I just had to find something to cook.

It wasn’t long before I found exactly what I was looking for. A few minutes away from the stream, my ears picked up the sound of bird calls. I slowed my pace, creeping through the leaves until I came up on two large-breasted red birds tweeting at each other in a nearby tree.

Wincing with hunger, I held my hands out and concentrated. Nothing happened.

“What the fuck?” I whispered. One of the birds heard it and took flight, soaring over the treetops. Dammit!

I held my hands out again. They shook faintly with effort as I screwed up my face, trying to concentrate. Why wasn’t it working…?

The tiny ball flickered once, twice, struggling to life. The second bird cocked its head, watching the flame with curious interest.


It has to recharge,
 I realized, starting. The words flashed through my head like they’d been put there. After I use it once, I have to wait a couple minutes before I can do it again. It’s almost ready…


Just as the flaming ball sprang to life in my fingers, the bird took flight.

I moved without thinking, thrusting my hands palm-outwards in a fanning motion. The bird sailed over my head, way too high for me to catch - then gave a horrified shriek and tumbled to the forest floor.

By the time it hit, it was smoking.

“Thank God!” I growled, grabbing it. It was too hot to touch at first, so I took the time to build a quick campfire. It was easy enough when step one was put some sticks together and step two was waiting for your fireball to recharge.

By the time it was fully cooked, my mouth watered uncontrollably. After so long starving in the forest, it was the greatest thing I’d ever tasted.

I ate the whole thing and lay in front of the fire. I felt almost stoned with the bird and more water in my belly. Yawning, I blinked up my mannequin just to check my stats, but I already knew what they were going to say. The starvation effect was gone - I was back to normal again.


What an amazing place,
 I thought, glancing up at the stars through 
the narrow gaps in the trees. As I dozed off, I made a promise to myself. Tomorrow, I was going to find some actual people.


Chapter Six

After my mini-adventure with the birds and learning to use my fireball, I was in a much better mood.

I woke up the next morning filled with energy, and after filling my belly with as much water from the stream as it could hold, I set out. Figuring out north as best as I could, I tried to stay on a steady, consistent path through the woods. I had to hit something eventually
, right?

It felt good to make progress. And it felt damn
 good to no longer be led to my death by some sort of insane, elvish version of Wonder Woman. My outlook had improved so much, in fact, that I didn’t notice the village until I was practically on top of it.

It wasn’t much to look at: a cluster of two dozen or so buildings, most of them single-story and made out of logs. A palisade of the same material surrounded the village on all sides, with two gates allowing entry and exit. I could see all this from a small hill nearby. After wandering through the forest for a couple of days, the prospect of getting a bed underneath me sounded like paradise.

There was only one problem: each of the gates was guarded.

I knew better than to go right up to the guards and ask to be let in. I watched them walk around, scratch themselves and play cards for a good half-hour, until finally a washerwoman appeared from the woods carrying a basket on her head. The two guards did little more than nod at her as they let her enter, but I was eagle-eyed enough to catch the little shiver the woman gave them as she entered the gate.


They scanned her,
 I thought. They must do it to everyone who comes and goes.


It was a huge risk. If I tried to go in the front door, the guards would see my name. They might not care that I was Darek - for all I knew, Necessity and the Virago Shieldmaidens were the only people in this world who hated and feared me. Kyoko had sounded pretty excited to discover who I was - right before our camp exploded into violence, that is. But somehow I doubted these people would be terribly happy to see the Corruption Lord.

If what Necessity had told me about myself was true, I was a monster. Not just a monster - a famous
 monster. People were going to react to that.


I can’t believe I’m saying this,
 I told myself. But I’m going to have to go around. I can’t enter this place.


It killed me to not be able to just walk into the village. Inside, I 
would’ve found inns, food, and - most importantly - more information about this strange world I’d landed in. I might have even found a cute girl to use the Touch on. Not for sex, I told myself, just for shelter and food.

I was turning back into the woods when I heard a gruff voice behind me. “You there! Freeze!”


Shit.
 I stared at the treeline, judging whether or not I could escape. Only one of the guards had a bow - the other carried a long, rusty-looking lance that had clearly seen better days. If the second guy was a lousy shot, I could get away clean-

Something sharp pointed between my shoulder blades. I turned around to see the first guard standing a few feet away from me, his lance clutched in both hands. Crap.

“Identify yourself,” he said, sounding only slightly suspicious. Outsiders probably passed through the village all the time; me skulking around was more likely to be what tripped him up. “What brings you to Heatherhill, stranger?”

He was almost close enough to touch. If I could get the lance pointed away from me for a couple seconds, it might be possible to Touch him. The thought of it turned my stomach; this was not a man I wanted as one of my followers. Yet it might get me inside the village, 
and out of trouble.

My hands went up. “I was attacked,” I said, not needing to lie about that detail. “I’ve been wandering the woods for days. I’m so glad I found this place…”

The man relaxed. The spear retracted; it’s point no longer dug into my chest.

“Thieves and brigands love these woods,” he said, spitting to the side. “A pox on all of ‘em. Welcome to Heatherhill, stranger…”

He trailed off. I felt the familiar tingle of a scan going down my spine.

“It’s not what it looks like,” I said, forcing a smile. “My name is Craig…
”

The lance was back up. The man leaned over, cocking his head back towards the village. “Garob? It’s him.” He turned back to me. “You’ll be coming with us, young master.”

“I’m not him,” I protested, shifting my stance. If it came down to it, I could throw myself on the guard and use him as a shield. “I’m not the Corruption Lord…”

The man shook his head. “We have orders, young master. Anyone with...that
 
name floating over his head is to be taken to the inn at once. Now you can come quietly, or we can force you.”

Something about the way this man spoke - combined with the fact that he kept calling me ‘young master’ - piqued my interest. “Who gave you these orders?”

The guard made a face. “The woman
.” He turned and spit into the dirt again, with no less vigor than he had for the mention of thieves. “Turned up at the inn yesterday, she did. With a bag of gold and orders to bring you directly to her. Now I will note, she never specifically
 mentioned you needed to be brought in alive…”

The first guard’s companion advanced, bow at the ready. “Don’t let him touch ye,” he said, his accent heavy on the vowels. “The woman warned us about that.”


Necessity
, I thought, my heart sinking into my stomach. She must have survived. She’d known I’d eventually make my way out of the woods, so she found the nearest town and put out a bounty on my head. It was the kind of thing I’d have admired if it weren’t directed at me.

Giving myself over to her was a bad idea. Getting an arrow in the back was even worse.


Well,
 I thought with a sigh, 
I escaped from Necessity once. Maybe I can do it again…


“Fine,” I growled, putting my hands behind my back. “Take me to her. You won’t get any trouble out of me…”

Both men seemed greatly relieved by this pronouncement. The guy with the lance pushed back the heavy wooden stopper while his co-worker kept an arrow drawn on me at all times. Once the gate was open, both of them moved behind me. Now it was the butt of the lance pressed between my shoulders instead of the point, but it still hurt.

“Walk,” the guard said. “We’ll tell ye where to go.”

Heads turned to regard us as we made our way down the village’s main thoroughfare. I felt the tingle of a scan nearly every step, like someone was pouring a glass of cold water down my back. Several people made superstitious-looking hand gestures at me as we passed, ducking into doorways or behind houses.

Finally we were at the inn. It was one of the few two-story buildings in town, with little more than a carved picture of a fish and a loaf of bread to advertise its services. The butt of the spear shoved into my back, and I was inside.

The smell of beer hit me in the face, along with the rich aroma of cooking. My mouth watered as they lead me across the common room, even as the sound of conversation stilled and eyes followed the three of us to the stairs. Once we were upstairs, people started talking again in whispers.

“Door at the end of the hall,” the second guard grunted. The narrow hallway meant he’d had to finally tuck his bow away and switch to a short hunting blade. For a moment I entertained the idea of grabbing for it, but quickly discarded the notion. This close to her room, Necessity would hear the fight. She’d be on me before I could escape. “Knock twice.”

I did. A low female voice sounded from the other side.

“Leave him. Go downstairs.”

The two guards shared a glance. “What about our payment?” the first guard asked.

“You will get it. Go downstairs.
”

With a final confused glance at me, the two men backed down the hallway. They were careful not to turn their backs to me, even when they reached the top of the stairs and made their way back below.

From the other side of the door came the sound of the woman clearing her throat. “Are they gone?”


This isn’t Necessity
, I realized. She didn’t sound like that - and she would never have been so unsure of herself. But then who the hell was on the other side of that door?

My vision filled with images of furry ears, a lithe tail, a curvy, round ass.

“Yeah,” I said, “they’re gone. Kyoko…?”

 

The door opened. A scarred female face greeted me.

“Get in here,” Mariah purred, slamming the door behind me.

Her room was what passed for lavish in this village, I supposed - a single large room with a small bathing chamber attached to it. There was actual glass in the window, with a view of the village and the woods beyond. She must have seen me coming,
 I realized.

She closed the curtains and whirled to face me, her expression one of triumph. “It’s you,” she said, reaching out hesitantly and touching my face. “I thought you were dead, my Lord!”

“I thought you
 were dead,” I said heavily. “How the hell did you get 
off that island? I thought Necessity murdered all the cultists…”

Mariah gave me a furtive glance. “Not all. All that she saw. I hid, and once you and she had left, I used the remaining boat to make my way back to land. My Lord, I...I am so sorry that I abandoned you…”

She actually started to cry. It did her face even less favors than usual. Despite the fact that she’d been waiting in a nice hotel room while I’d been wandering around the forest, Mariah looked even worse than I did. It must have been tearing her up inside to have lost the chance to summon her deity.

“Hey, hey, it’s okay,” I said, hugging her gingerly. She hugged me back – and I felt the stub of her missing hand against my side. I glanced down, seeing it wrapped in bandages, and winced. “I got away eventually. Besides, if it wasn’t for you, I’d still be out there. Those guards would never have let me in their village under normal circumstances.”

Mariah sniffed. “Yes, my Lord. I know you’re merely humoring me, but I appreciate it. The Virago Shieldmaiden who captured you - does she still live? Or did you kill her?”

The thought of killing a woman as pure as Necessity made me feel awful - even though she was my enemy. “No,” I said, shaking my head. “We were set upon by bandits and I managed to escape. I have 
no idea if she’s alive or not.”

Mariah swore. She started to pace the suite in a tight circle, thinking.

“She must still be alive,” she mused, stopping mid-stride. “Which means we need to get out of here soon, my Lord.”

“Gladly,” I said, my stomach starting to rumble. “As soon as I get a nap and some food in my belly, we’ll be off. Where the hell are we going? Are you okay to travel with that hand?”

Mariah glanced down at the stump as if she’d forgotten about it. A strange look filled her face. “You don’t have your memories,” she said with a trace of bitterness. “I’d forgotten that. My Lord, you will never be safe from the Virago Shieldmaidens. Even if this one falls, a dozen will spring up to take her place. Destroying you is their entire reason for existence. Not to mention the other forces throughout the Eight Realms that would gladly see you annihilated.”

I swallowed hard. “She didn’t seem that
 bad, really. Wait, who else wants me dead?”

Mariah didn’t hear me. “The only place where you can make a stand and defend yourself is your ancestral fortress of Wrathholme. You must reach the Inner Choir - the heart of Wrathholme. Only there can you regain your memories and your lost powers.”

So that was it. There was some kind of special chamber inside of my fortress, like a beating heart. Going there would give me back my memories of being Darek, turn me into the Corruption Lord. If I did that, would I still remember being Craig? Would his experiences be superimposed on top of mine, or would I lose touch with myself completely?

If that was the case, then I didn’t want
 to go to Wrathholme. But I didn’t have much choice - it was either that or death.

“What an edgelord name for a castle,” I said, trying to laugh. “Darek must have been a very grim man.”

A slow smile spread across Mariah’s face. “My Lord,” she purred, nibbling at her bottom lip as she took a step closer to me. “There is something else
 you must do before we leave. Something very, very important.”


Oh wow.
 The way she was looking at me, she might as well have torn her panties off and given them to me as an offering. Mariah was ready
 for me; ready in a way I’d never seen from a girl before. None of my girlfriends had shown quite that much enthusiasm.

Suddenly I realized that as long as it had been since I’d eaten, it had been much, much longer since I’d gotten laid.

“What do I need to do?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

With a grin, Mariah drew back her robe. “Touch me,” she whimpered, her eyes flashing with need. “Touch me and make me yours…”


Chapter Seven

As Mariah advanced on me, a complicated mix of emotions coursed through my mind. I wanted this woman, yes. More than I’d wanted anything in a very long time. Yet I couldn’t help but remember what the Touch had done to Kyoko. I’d turned her against her will, and even though it had been an act of self-defense, I still felt weird about it.

“Listen - are you sure you want this?” I asked, taking a step backwards. The wooden door hit me between the shoulder blades, and for a moment I thought of the angry guard’s lance. “My powers are pretty fucked up. You’d be losing your will, Mariah. You wouldn’t have any choice in whether or not to obey me…”

For a moment, Mariah’s face was pure confusion. Then she tossed back her head and laughed, her long red hair cascading down her shoulders.

“My Lord,” she said lustily, “you have no idea how badly I want this. It’s the only thing I’ve wanted since I was young. I am your High Priestess - I was born
 to serve at your right hand. My whole life, I have trained to guide you back into your rightful rule of the Eight Realms. It is my destiny to stand by your side while you subjugate all of existence to your will.”

“You make that sound pretty hot,” I blurted, prompting another laugh from Mariah. “I...I accidentally used the Touch on someone else, Mariah. A thief from the forest. I don’t know if she’s still alive…”

Mariah shook her head. “She matters not, my Lord. Unless you wish to keep her as your servant - then I will gladly instruct her in how she may best worship you.” A naughty smile spread across her face. “Were you worried I wouldn’t want to share?”

“Uh, kinda,” I said. My hands went to Mariah’s hips, clutching her curves through the thin fabric of her robe. “Most women aren’t into that kind of thing, you know?”

Mariah chuckled. “My Lord, you claimed thousands
 of nubile women one hundred years ago. Do you know what those women were into?”

I shook my head.

“Anything and everything you wanted,” Mariah said thickly. “Your desires were their commands…”

Holy shit. Holy shit, I’m going to Touch her. I’m going to Touch her so fucking hard…

As if she knew I needed one final push, Mariah pursed her lips and 
leaned in close. “I have done as your commandments decree my lord. I am completely untouched. You are what I have waited for my entire life…”

The revelation made my head swim. “Wait. You’re telling me - you’re a virgin?”

Mariah grinned. “You preferred whenever possible to be the first and only man one of your servants knew. Unlike those bound to your service, you apparently did not
 like to share.”

“Fuck,” I whispered. My hand went to Mariah’s long red hair, tangling it around my fingers. Already there was a pale green glow growing around my hand. It was a physical struggle to hold back the Touch - it was as if something inside of me knew how badly Mariah wanted it.

She saw it and grinned. “Take me, my Lord. I will not resist. Let me be your possession, your property! I yearn for it, for you to take control…”

The glow spread across Mariah’s body like hot fire. She arched her back and moaned, the look on her face as bright and open as Christmas morning. This wasn’t like what I’d done with Kyoko - there, using the Touch had been a desperate battle between two wills. This was more like a dance. Mariah opened herself to me, 
guiding my power through her body and shaping it to her liking as it took control.

As her eyes rolled back in her head, whimpering with pleasure, she began to change
.

It was subtle at first. The scars across her face faded away, her skin turning smooth and pink as her true beauty showed through the years of self-neglect. Then, without warning, the skin continued
 to redden. Orgasmic moans spilled from Mariah’s lips as my power coursed through her, altering the very core of her being.

Every second of it made her more beautiful, more desirable. Her already ample breasts became perky, gravity-defying tits. There was an hourglass shape beneath her robes, her hips and bust straining the fabric. Her smooth, perfect skin turned the pale red of a poppy field.

“Yes, my Lord, yes
,” Mariah panted, grinding her hips against my leg like a cat in heat. “More, more! I love you so much, I worship
 you…”

From there, the changes grew decidedly darker. Her teeth lengthened to fangs as short, black horns erupted from her forehead. A tail unfurled between her legs, its triangle tip whipping against my thighs. When Mariah’s eyes opened, they were green - the color of my power, the color of Darek.

Finally the entire room glowed bright green and started to fade. Sweat stood out on Mariah’s forehead as she slumped against me, the overload of power making her knees shake. She looked up at me with pure love and devotion. She hadn’t been lying - she was mine
 now. Body and soul. What was left of her soul, in any case.

“Master,” she giggled. I gave a start - her tongue was so long
 now. It was forked at the end and rippled when she talked, in a way that made my cock throb with the possibilities. “So much power…! Thank you, Master!”

“Woah,” I panted, holding the beautiful demon in my arms. I glanced at her wounded hand, already knowing what I was going to see. It was perfect – the twin of its sister, like it had never been cut by Necessity’s blade. “What did I do to you?”

“Scan me,” she said with a wink. “And see.”

I did, concentrating on the beautiful demon. A moment later, the results of her scan flickered to life:

Name: Mariah

Level: 24

Current Ability Points: 0 (0 unspent)

Current Alignment: Lawful Evil - Succubus Follower of Darek the Corruption Lord - First of the Corrupt

“Wow,” I said, looking at the floating screen. “So you’re my follower, huh?”

Mariah’s hands went to my shoulders. She swayed like a dancer, so gleeful and strong that she nearly pulled me off my feet. “That’s right. I am yours,
 my Lord. I will follow you anywhere. My life belongs to you.”

She looked a little bit scary now, but also crazy-hot. I couldn’t help but wonder what, if anything, she had on underneath that robe. I was more than a little tempted to find out - and from the way she was grinning at me, Mariah was, too.

“What does ‘First of the Corrupt’
 mean?” I asked.

Her smile deepened. “That I am your right hand,” she explained, her long nails scratching my back. “You will have many followers, Darek - thousands
 of them, once we reach Wrathholme and begin the reconquest of the Eight Realms. But none of them will ever be your First. It is a sacred position - part priestess, part strategist, part courtesan. I will aid you every step of the way, my Lord. First in regaining your powers and memories, then in restoring your Kingdom.”

That was interesting. “So you’re not really my slave
,” I said, cocking my head to the side. “You’re more like my partner?”

Mariah laughed lustily. “Oh, I am most definitely your slave,” she growled, pressing her body against me. “Your eager
 slave. But I am so much more. Becoming the First has made me powerful - transformed my ugly human form into this much more suitable one. You like the way I look now, my Lord?”


You weren’t ugly,
 I thought, but didn’t say. It didn’t seem like the right time. Besides, I didn’t want to spoil her good mood.

“Very much,” I said, nodding. “In fact, I’d like to see more of you. Take those nasty rags off, Mariah. They don’t become you anymore.”

“Gladly.” Mariah tore the fabric with her claws, revealing the smooth skin beneath. Underneath the course robe she had on little more than a bikini. Straps of leather crossed the undersides of her breasts, lifting and separating them, and another strap barely bigger than a belt did the same to her wide, ample hips. There wasn’t a bit of hair anywhere on her body beneath her eyebrows. She had legs for days
. A pair of thigh-high boots hugged them like a second skin, going almost all the way up to her round ass.

My jaw hit the floor as the succubus’ evil beauty was put on display. “Holy shit,” I whispered, feeling like the luckiest man on the planet. “God damn, Mariah, you’re fucking gorgeous…”

“I am so pleased that you think so, my Lord. You’ll need to make love to me regularly to keep my demonic powers charged up - I am
 
a succubus, after all.”

That brought me up short - and filled my head with visions that were straight out of a porno. “Make love?”

“Oh, who am I kidding?” Mariah’s hand strayed to the bulge between my legs. “We’re never going to do that, Darek. People like us don’t ‘make love’. We fuck
. Hard and filthy, like animals.”

“Yeah,” I panted, totally enchanted by my newest follower’s sexuality. “I can get with that.”

“Is that not what you think of the moment you see me, Darek?” Mariah pouted and preened, turning to the side and sticking her big ass in the air like an offering. “The many ways my tight, perfect body could please you?”

Oh, I was thinking about that. Most definitely. But something else had just occurred to me, as well.

“Okay,” I said. “Rule number one. You call me Craig from now on. Not
 Darek.”

Mariah frowned but only for a moment. “If that is your will, then...of course, my Lord. Craig
 it is.”

That felt better. More right

. Mariah was looking righter and righter with every passing second, too.

“So you’ll do anything I want?” I knew the answer already, but I wanted to test it. I wanted to hear those soft, demonic lips shape the words. Something deep inside of me needed her to swear fealty to me, to confess just how utterly submissive and helpless she was to resist my power. “Whatever
 I want?”

Mariah’s smirk took on deliciously filthy proportions. “Absolutely. I ache for you, Da...Craig.
 May I guess what you’d like me to do for you?”

“Please.”

Her forked tongue slid out of her mouth - and kept right on
 sliding. It went all the way down to the tip of her chin and then some, undulating like a snake. Any man who saw it would be thinking of only one thing - the thing I was thinking of now. How amazing that tongue would feel worshipping him.

Mariah sank to her knees before me with a knowing laugh. “Thought so. The chronicles of your past reigns always say you loved the mouth of a good demon almost as much as her cunt. Did you know that you had followers whose sole purpose in life was to give you oral pleasure on demand, whenever you desired it?”

 

“I don’t want to hear anymore about that,” I growled, tangling my fingers in the succubus’ hair. “Not today, at least. I’m only thinking about the here and now, Mariah. You, and me.”

Surprise flashed in her glowing green eyes. A little moan escaped her lips, as if someone had just run their face between her thighs.

“Oh, you are definitely
 the man I was born to serve,” she purred, unfastening my belt. “I’ve been waiting my whole life to taste you, my Lord. I can’t wait to show you what I can do…”


This is really happening,
 I realized, groaning as the succubus took me out of my pants. I’m really about to make it with a hot demon girl. One who’ll do absolutely anything I want.


“One more rule,” I groaned, shivering with need as Mariah’s fingers wrapped around me. “Just the one, then we can do this.”

“Anything
, my Lord,” Mariah groaned, her eyes widening at the size of me. “Goodness, you’re even larger than I expected…”

“This ‘my Lord’ stuff,” I groaned. “It’s good and all, but what I’d really like to hear you call me is Master
.” I felt Mariah chuckle triumphantly beneath me. “When we’re alone, just you and me - that’s
 what I want to hear come out of those lips, Mariah. That’s what’ll make me happy.”

The succubus tossed her long black hair over one shoulder and ran the twin forks of her tongue down my shaft.

“Of course, Master
,” she whimpered, rolling the word over her tongue like it was her new favorite thing to say. “May I please
 worship your manhood, Master?”

She was so close. This was going to feel so fucking great…!

I opened my mouth to say yes when the floor shook dangerously. The sounds of yelling came from downstairs, as if someone had just gotten into a barfight. I shook it off and tightened my fingers in the back of Mariah’s hair, coaxing her onto me, when the sounds suddenly reached the stairs.

The succubus’ eyes flashed to the door, her brow furrowed in confusion. “That better not be an interruption,” she growled, returning her gaze to my cock. “Nothing’s coming between me and you, Master-”

The door to our suite slammed open. A tall figure advanced into the room, sword at the ready.

It was Necessity.


Chapter Eight

“Looks like I caught you at a bad time,” the elven warrior hissed. She took in the situation with a glance, shifting her stance as she adjusted to facing two opponents instead of one. “I see I was too late to stop you from using your powers. I only hope that once I slay you, this young woman will return to her human form.”

“Not a chance!” Mariah was on her feet in an instant, shielding me. I appreciated it, but at the same time my cock ached
 with frustration. I’d been moments away from having a gorgeous demoness’ mouth wrapped around me, giving me the blowjob of a lifetime, and Necessity had ruined it. She couldn’t have picked a worse time to find me.

Necessity stepped closer, working her way into killing range. “You don’t know what you’re saying, my lady,” the elf said, keeping the sword pointed at the demon and her eyes on me. “Darek’s sinister magic has clouded your mind. The Corruption Lord has forced his evil upon you-”

Mariah started to laugh. “Forced? Hell! I begged him for it!” The succubus stepped in front of me, putting herself between me and the elven warrior. “You don’t recognize me, do you, Shieldmaiden? I’m not weak
 anymore. My scars have healed, and my power has grown. 
I even got my hand back...”

For a moment, Necessity’s eyes narrowed. Then the realization hit her, and her mouth dropped open in shock. “Mariah? Is that you?”

The succubus’s grin turned savage. “You should have killed me when you had the chance, cunt. You and your honorable little sisterhood are all about to become the Corruption Lord’s whores!”

Necessity’s gaze traveled past the demon to me. “The Shieldmaiden’s code forbade me from dispensing justice to you,” she said, her lips forming a tight little line. “While there was a chance you might not truly be Darek, my hands were tied. But now that you’ve used your powers, I know the truth. You’re him
. You’re Darek!”

I wasn’t, but there was no chance she’d believe that now. Not with a sexy, half-naked demon at my beck and call. In the eyes of Necessity and the rest of the Virago Shieldmaidens, I’d just declared myself guilty. The fact that Mariah had practically begged me to use the Touch on her didn’t matter. Necessity’s ‘lawful’ nature had been a shield to me while I was her prisoner - but it also meant she and all her sisters had a binary view of good and evil. There was no way to convince them otherwise.

Still, I had to try. “We don’t have to fight,” I said, holding up my hands. “You’ve never had
 to do any of this, Necessity. I don’t want 
to have to hurt you.”

It was the truth - despite the fact that she’d been taking me to stand trial before a group that would undoubtedly have me killed, I’d liked Necessity. I’d thought that maybe she could warm up to me eventually and realize that I wasn’t the bad guy out of the legends she was so afraid of.

As her eyes filled with hate, I knew that could no longer happen. She’d hunt me down until either I was dead, or she was.

“Your words are lies!” the elf screamed, raising her sword above her head. “Killing you will be the most heroic act in all the Eight Realms-”

That was as far as she got. Then Mariah was on her.

The two rolled across the floor of the suite, tussling. One was on top, then the other, then Mariah ground her knee between the elf girl’s thighs and pinned her down. She went for her sword, but the succubus was faster. The blade spun in a lazy circle as it traveled across the boards, whipped away by Mariah’s tail.

“You,” the succubus snarled, “killed my friends. So many
 of them. Now you’re going to find out what it’s like to be small and weak, elf. It’s your
 turn to bleed!”


Clearly these two have a personal history

, I thought, picking up Necessity’s sword. I wondered how long the Virago Shieldmaiden had been hunting the cultists of Darek. How many one-sided massacres just like the one I’d witnessed in the tower had happened right in front of Mariah’s eyes? How many of those scars on her face and body had been given to her by the Virago?


To think I’d respected this woman,
 I realized. Seeing things from Mariah’s perspective, I decided the elf warrior deserved a little payback. My fingers tightened on the sword as I watched my follower dish it out.

Necessity let out a horrified scream as the succubus raked her face with her claws. Mariah seemed to be trying to replicate her former wounds, carving deep gashes in the elf-girl’s cheeks with her black nails. Necessity twisted and writhed, trying to shield her face, but it was no use.

“That’s right,” the demon growled, sounding almost orgasmic in her rage. “When I’m done with you, not even your sisters will want to look at you-!”

In her triumph, she relinquished her grip on Necessity’s shield arm. The elf reared up and punched her in the face, right as she brought both her claws down. Blood streamed from Necessity’s cheek as she rose to a sitting position, wrapping her hands around the succubus’ 
throat.

Mariah let out an urk
 as the elf’s hand tightened around her neck. Cords of muscle stood out on her arms as she strangled the life out of the demoness. The succubus’ boots kicked against the floor, struggling to gain leverage, but Necessity just squeezed tighter and tighter.

I did the only thing I could think of. I grabbed the elf’s shoulders and opened myself to the Touch.

Necessity reacted like I’d put red-hot irons against her skin. She sprang to her feet, rolling across the carpet, her grip on the succubus forgotten. As soon as I touched her, the only
 thing that mattered was getting distance between us. She feared the Touch like nothing else.

“Thanks,” Mariah gasped, taking my proffered hand. She rose to her feet and immediately stood in front of me, shielding me again with her body. “She’s stronger than I thought, Master. Should we run?”

“Run?” Necessity was still ducking and diving away, our brief touch enough to stun her. “All you need to do is hold her down for a few seconds, Mariah. Then she’ll be our ally instead of our enemy.”

Mariah made a little noise. “You’re still without your powers, my Lord. You’re almost totally defenseless. Don’t get me wrong, I would gladly die for you. But I’d prefer to ride your cock at least 
once
 before I lay down my life in your service…”

I couldn’t help but grin when she put it that way. “Don’t you want revenge?” I asked.

“Oh, I do.” Mariah glared at the elf woman, her expression dripping with venom. “But killing her here would be cold comfort, Master. Look at the way she bleeds. I’ve scarred her - once the heat of battle fades, let her see her new not-so-pretty face. Let her see how her sisters look at her differently, no matter how hard they try to act the same. Let her see how it was for me
.” Tears formed at the corners of Mariah’s eyes. “Once she’s felt that for so long that the ache finally becomes dull - then I’ll kill her. That’s
 revenge, Master.”

My eyebrows shot to my hairline. “Damn, Mariah. You really do hate this woman, don’t you?”

“I have reason to,” she said with a nod. “Let’s get out of here, Master. We’ve hurt this bitch enough for today-”

Just then, Necessity roared
. She rose to her full height, flexing her muscles as she discarded some of her shining armor. Blood streamed from the wounds on her cheek, staining the carpet. She flexed her arms and screamed again, a terrifying expression filling her face. In that moment, she truly looked like the warrior goddess her 
sisterhood was supposed to represent.

“You will never escape me!” the elf warrior howled, snarling across the room at us. “I will not fail in my mission! Even if it means my death, you’ll never leave this building alive, Darek!”

 

I glanced down at the blade in my hands. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed this,” I said with a smirk, “but we’ve got your sword. And we outnumber you two-to-one. You’re the one who needs to be worried about her future, sweetheart…”

Necessity tossed her head back, her long white hair streaming down her shoulders. Wait, white
? Hadn’t it been blonde a moment ago…?

 

Suddenly there was a golden glow around the elven warrior’s body. Her lips moved soundlessly as if in prayer as it spread, shaking the walls like there was a thunderstorm in the room with us. The small table next to the bed toppled over, the vase on top of it shattering into a thousand pieces. Necessity didn’t notice - she was too busy powering up.

“Fuck me,” Mariah growled. “Seriously
? You of all people get a Goddess’ Blessing?”

I had just enough time to wonder what that was before Necessity charged. She slammed into Mariah like a linebacker, tackling the 
succubus right off of her feet. It didn’t matter that she had claws, that I was holding her sword, or that the Virago Shieldmaiden had nothing to defend herself with but her fists. She had fury
: a righteous, religious fury that gave her a power that was terrifying to behold.

Mariah slammed into the wall with a whump and collapsed. I watched my follower crumple to the ground, her legs giving out beneath her, then Necessity was glaring right at me. There was blood in her eyes.

She knit her fingers together and swung, using her arms like some sort of crazy makeshift mace. My sword shot up, slashing across her fingers, but she kept right on coming on. It was like she didn’t even feel pain. Whatever power she’d just given herself over to let her shrug it off, focused her down to the point that she could think of nothing but the kill.

I slashed again and again, backing up beneath the force of her blows. Soon I was standing on the bed, trying to gain any kind of advantage I could. She hit me in the side and the blankets shifted beneath me, sending me down on my ass.


Got you
, I thought, desperately thrusting with the blade. My aim was true; the blow stabbed directly at her breastbone, into her deep cleavage. But suddenly there was an iron grip around the blade, keeping it from going more than a finger’s length into her body.

She was holding
 
the sword. It cut deep into her fingers, dripping red blood down the silvery surface. And she didn’t care. She did not
 give a fuck.

With a savage grin, she started to twist. Thick cords of muscle stood out on her neck as she literally bent
 her own sword halfway down the blade. The metal creaked as it resisted, then it gave in a sudden rush, bending almost all the way back towards me. I was holding a completely useless lump of metal in my hands.

Necessity was bleeding profusely now, but she didn’t even seem to notice. Before I could twist away, she wrapped her bloodstained hands around my throat. I kicked her in the midsection, then the legs, trying anything to get out of her grip. It was no use. Her fingers tightened, and the world went gray.

“Kill you…” Necessity growled, sounding more beast than human. “Kill...kill…”

My vision was fading fast. I couldn’t get air, I couldn’t move - it was like someone had drawn a noose made of steel around my neck. As the world went black, I did the only thing I could think of. My fingers formed a fan as I called up my piddly level one Flame Blast, shooting it off as a final ‘fuck you’ as Necessity strangled me.

To add insult to injury, it missed. But it hit the blankets - blankets 
which had become wrapped around Necessity’s legs in a way that made our fight look almost coital. Black smoke poured from them as they ignited, and Necessity’s gaze traveled from me to the flames spreading around her.

Her fingers gave the slightest bit. The edges of my vision started to come back.

“What…?”

Necessity blinked rapidly, the golden glow around her beginning to fade. The power she’d called upon left her as the entire bed ignited like a bonfire. Her hands were gone, and I rolled onto the floor, smoke pouring from my clothes. Stop, drop and roll,
 I thought madly, clutching onto half-remembered knowledge from elementary school. Oh shit, I think I’m on fire
…

More smoke filled the room. Whatever this inn used for cleaning and decoration, it obviously wasn’t up to fire codes. Horrible coughs wracked me as I crawled across the floor, seeking an exit. Any
 exit. Where was Necessity? My mind imagined her just above me, clutching her broken blade and ready to strike.

When hands grabbed my shoulders, I screamed. But I found myself looking up into a demonic, beautiful face. Mariah,
 I thought. Shit, I never thought I’d be HAPPY to be staring at a demon…


She threw her fist through the window, breaking the glass. Air rushed in, which relieved my coughing but allowed the fire to spread even faster. On the street below people streamed from the inn, screaming and pointing upwards as the blaze consumed the entire building. I had no idea if Necessity had fallen, but I figured I couldn’t have been that
 lucky.

“This is becoming a whole incident, Master,” my succubus said with a grin. “We’re going to need to lie low for a bit. Fortunately I know just the place…”

Suddenly the ground gave way beneath me. I expected to fall to the street below, but instead I was soaring - higher and higher into the air. Mariah’s claws dug into my shoulders. I realized with a dizzying start that she was carrying me, her wings unfurled as we tore into the night.

“You can fly
?” I said, amazed.

I felt her giggle. “Uh, duh
,” she said, bobbing to the side to avoid a commoner’s arrow. “I’m a demon! Of course I can…”

Then we were sailing high over the village, leaving it and Necessity behind. For now.


Chapter Nine


I will never get tired of this,
 I thought, watching the ground roll beneath us as Mariah gained altitude. Fuck, this is amazing!


My succubus soared higher and higher, carrying us into the cold, clear air. This high up, I could see for miles. Dense forest surrounded the village of Heatherhill, sloping in all directions until it reached the southern bay on one side and a series of rivers in the north. To our extreme right, which Mariah seemed to be concentrating on as our destination, the ground went sharply vertical, thrusting a series of steep hills over the terrain. Or maybe they were short, stubby mountains. Either way, it looked like the most desirable landscape for miles.

I didn’t worry too much about the future, though. I was too caught up in the moment. Flying was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. The wind whipping in my face, the view, the feeling of a gorgeous succubus clutching me in her arms - it was incredible in every sense of the word. Back home, nobody would have believed it.

“Where are we going?” I asked, yelling over the wind.

Mariah glanced down at me, her long hair streaming over my shoulders. “There is a cave hidden in those hills,” she explained, 
nodding in the direction of higher ground. “Inside is a Shrine of Darek.”

 

“A shrine? I don’t know if I like the sound of that.”

Mariah chuckled. “Shrines function as rallying points for your followers, Master. Cultists gather there to pray and make plans. There should be food and shelter there. Before I was sworn into your service, I used it as a hideout many times. As well as a place to direct your other, lesser cultists.”

That sounded good, then. “Will we have the place to ourselves?” I asked. “Or will there be more cultists waiting for us?”

 

Mariah shook her head. “Most of your followers in this area were with me at the tower, Master. If any have survived, however, the Shrine is where they would wait for word of me.” I felt her claws dig a little bit deeper into my skin, with excitement rather than malice. “Should we have company, they will gladly
 submit themselves to your Touch, my Lord.”

“We’ll deal with that when we get there,” I said, sliding the thought into the back of my mind. Sooner or later, I was going to have to fill those other Follower slots with people loyal to me. No matter how I felt about it. “Is it much farther?”

“Not at all, Master.”

Indeed it wasn’t. A few minutes later Mariah dropped altitude, causing my stomach to flip over in the most thrilling way as we dipped into the treeline. We touched down gently, Mariah setting me on the grass before dropping to the dirt beside me with a gentle thud.

She didn’t waste any time. “This way, my Lord,” she said, limping slightly as she made her way down the path. I wondered if she’d taken more injuries in the fight with Necessity than she’d let on. “It’s not far now.”

The cave entrance was so well-concealed that if I hadn’t had Mariah as a guide, I never would have found it. I could have wandered these hills until I’d died of hunger or thirst without noticing the small cleft between the two rocks near the peak. There was a single, shallow gouge in the ground before it, as if someone had once tried to drag something across the dirt. Cult business,
 I thought with a shudder. More victims like poor Roderick…


“Here we are,” Mariah purred, pulling a hidden switch. The rock rolled away, revealing a narrow set of stairs leading down into the darkness. “Shall we?”

I let her lead me down. As the darkness thickened, I summoned my Flame Blast and held it between my palms - it had been long enough 
now for it to recharge. It provided enough light to cast shadows on the walls, illuminating the path just enough that I didn’t fall.

We reached the bottom, where there was another heavy wooden door. “Home sweet home,” Mariah said warmly, unfastening the lock.

I took a few steps inside. It was even darker in here than it had been on the stairs. “Do all my cultists prefer the darkness?” I asked sarcastically.

“Only the ones that worship you,” Mariah shot back in the same teasing tone. “But yes, there is light. Here we go…”

Torches across the room flared to life, bathing the chamber in pale green glow. I was starting to get used to that color now - the surprise of green fire rather than red didn’t even faze me.

What did shock me, though, was everything else.

I hadn’t realized that Mariah meant the term ‘Shrine’ 100% seriously. The chamber was a solid hexagon carved into the rock, with a couple of beds thrown against a wall and a small area for cooking food. There was also a large fire-pit in the center of the chamber for heating, with a hole in the ceiling to carry the smoke away. But beyond that, it was absolutely dominated
 by murals. They covered 
every inch of the walls, along with strange glyphs in some language I didn’t immediately recognize. The longer I stared at them, the more I was sure I’d seen them somewhere before. They tickled the back of my brain in a weird way. My eyes watered a bit as I stared at them.

“Your Shrine,” Mariah said proudly, looking around the room. “One of many, of course. Your followers are diligent in preserving your exploits, my Lord…”

“That they are,” I whispered, looking from mural to mural.

All of them depicted the same man - the man I’d seen staring at me from the river when I looked at my own face. I turned a long, slow circle around the room, taking each of them in one after the other.

“It’s a story,” Mariah informed me helpfully. “Cultists of Darek read them counter-clockwise, Master - unlike the rest of the world. We’re superior to the rabble in that way.”

“So that’s me,” I said, pointing at the first mural. It showed the man stepping out of a green portal, then having a crown placed upon his head by a crowd of worshipful admirers. “The last time I showed up in this world.”

“Yes, Master.” Mariah pointed with a claw. “That is Wrathholme. Your true home. Once you are crowned, there is feasting and 
celebrating. And you begin to take your power…”

I swallowed hard, realizing as I looked at the next mural exactly what Mariah meant by power
. There was no way around it - the next set of murals showed me copulating. Having sex. Fucking
. A lot of it, to my surprise, was with women who looked exactly like Necessity - the Virago Shieldmaidens. With lots
 of them: in twos, threes, and fours.

In some of the images, other battle-sisters lay on their knees and bellies, pleasuring each other while they waited their turn. The man’s cock stood out from his body, only slightly
 embellished from what Darek was packing in real life. From the expressions on the Shieldmaiden’s faces, they worshipped it almost as much as they did him. I’d never seen an artist convey pleasure and submission so acutely, so eagerly.

“Is this...is this true?
” I asked, gesturing at the pornographic mural. “Is this real, Mariah? Or is it just a sexual fantasy my followers have?”

“Oh, it happened,” Mariah groaned, licking her lips lustily at the pictures. “The Virago were the first to fall to you one hundred years ago, Master. And they fell hard
. For which they have never forgiven themselves.”

“This is crazy,” I said, stepping closer. Atop the rest of the images was a drawing of a man plunging into a woman from behind. The woman was bathed in the same strange, radiant golden glow that Necessity had tapped into during our fight. “I’m assuming this is the Mother Superior?”

“Her name was Ariadne,” Mariah said, a hint of bitterness in her tone. “She was your First of the Corrupt, my Lord. One hundred years ago, she was to you what I am now - your High Priestess.”

A mad little laugh escaped my throat. “So you cultists - you have meetings and discuss plans and eat together, all with a bunch of smutty drawings of me in the background?”

“Of course, my Lord,” Mariah said, making it sound like the most noble thing in the world. “How else would we learn to serve you sexually?” She leaned in close, dropping her voice to a whisper. “I myself have pleasured myself to these images many times. Many
 times, Master.”

My cock throbbed to life in my boxers. Finding out Mariah was so devoted to me that she jilled off to graven images of me was totally weird - but also a turn-on.

“Sex is not all you did, however, my lord,” Mariah said, directing my gaze to the next mural. “There was also violence. You loved 
conquest and battle equally as much as you loved your harem. Often you would mix the two, taking your newest followers right on the battlefield in front of their defeated loved ones…”

I saw what she meant. I was definitely into conquering things. There was no other word for what the murals depicted next besides conquest
 - nothing else could contain the dominance and savagery.

In them the man, flanked by the Virago Shieldmaidens, waged war on the Eight Realms. I was shown slaying champions from each Realm - both human and non-human. The next drawings showed more sex, exactly the way Mariah had described - and this time, there were humans and elven women and other fantastic monster girls worshipping me...

“You wondered why Necessity and her sisters devote themselves to destroying you?” Mariah laughed. “The answer is right here. The Virago were led by a man. They worshipped
 a man. They gave themselves body and soul to the most wicked human being to ever live - you.”

“Probably why they made all those rules,” I realized. “They’re supposed to be these noble, lawful Paladins, right? I’m sure giving themselves to a man grated on them - destroyed the prestige of their Order. The laws that kept Necessity from hurting me, from lying - they were never really to protect me. They’re protecting her.
 
Keeping her and her sisterhood from falling back into evil.” I felt triumphant at piecing it together. “Am I right?”

“Just so, my Lord.” Mariah gestured towards the final set of panels. “And the end of the story…”

My attention was drawn to the final murals. Here, whoever had drawn them had clearly expended the most time and effort - after all, this was the most glorious part of Darek’s reign. In them, the man waged war with what seemed to be all the remaining gods and goddess of the realms at once. They had
 to be goddesses, because every one of them was so beautiful I could almost feel the lust burning off the stone. The violence was heavily stylized, yet the streaks of lightning and crashes of fire reverberated in my head as if I were witnessing the carnage myself.

For a second, I was there. Images flashed through my mind: the crash of armies, the cries of a gorgeous woman who had once been a nation’s fertility goddess orgasming beneath me as I drove my sword between a giant’s eyes. The smell of blood, and victory, and everywhere that strange greenish magic…

When I came back to myself, Mariah was staring at me with worry. “Master? My Lord? Are you alright?”

“I...I saw
 it,” I said, stepping towards the mural. I pressed my palm 
against the stone, feeling a sudden pulse of warmth. It was gone as quickly as it had come. “I remembered being him
, Mariah. Just for a second.”

She couldn’t have possibly looked more pleased. “Very good, Master! I had hoped that some of your old life might start coming back to you before we reached Wrathholme! I am so pleased to hear this…”

“Something else happened,” I sputtered, grasping at the threads of memory as they receded. “Didn’t it? He won, but he still lost. Or something…?”

Mariah nodded sadly. “You tried to conquer the Eight Realms - and were defeated.”

Why did I feel so disheartened at hearing those words? I knew I wasn’t Darek, not really - I was Craig.
 A human being from Earth. Any man who would treat the Shieldmaidens in such a fashion must have been a heinous monster - it was good that he’d been destroyed. In fact, it made everything about the Virago Shieldmaidens make a new kind of sense.

So why were my fingers digging into my palms with anger? Why this feeling of pure, rage-tipped frustration coursing through my veins?

“You won,” Mariah said. The next picture showed me standing triumphantly over a pile of bodies. The last few goddesses the man had spared were on their knees, begging to be allowed to worship Darek. If I closed my eyes, I could almost hear them whimpering for my cock. Victory had been total and complete. And then…?

Then, there was nothing. There were no more murals after that one - it was as if the story of Darek had a happy ending. There might as well have been a The End
 scribbled in cursive on the side of the wall.

“Clearly, I didn’t,” I said, shaking my head. “Otherwise I’d be on Earth, and not here. So what stopped me?”

Mariah swallowed hard. “The Great Hero
,” she whispered, imbuing the words with capital letters I could hear. Abruptly she leaned over and spit onto the floor, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. “Apologies, my Lord. Those words taste of ash in my mouth, as they do to all of your true followers…”

I closed my eyes, concentrating. I waited for any images of the Great Hero to appear, to flash through my mind like the victorious images of conquest I’d just seen. There was nothing - only a great, black void where the Great Hero had been.

“Who was he?” I asked, putting my hands against my temples. “What happened, Mariah? You’re telling me that after I conquered the Eight Realms fair and square, one guy
 
murdered me?”

“Yes, my Lord.” Mariah clearly looked uncomfortable discussing this part. “We...we do not speak much of it, Master. Even today, we know very little of the final clash between the Corruption Lord and the Great Hero-”

She leaned over to spit again, but I stopped her. “Don’t do that,” I commanded. “He’s just a man, whoever he is. I need to learn everything I can about him.”

Mariah paused and straightened. “Yes, Craig.”

I wasn’t done. “So what happened after I was killed? Clearly the state of affairs in this world is pretty much the same as it was the last time I showed up. The Virago are still here, the Eight Realms are still whole. Did the Great Hero put it all back together?”

“After your death,” Mariah said slowly, “there was a period of...confusion. Even the chroniclers fail to find agreement on the finer points of how the Eight Realms reconstituted themselves. Perhaps once you make it to Wrathholme and regain your memories, you’ll remember how the Hero defeated you.”

‘Yeah, maybe,” I grunted. I didn’t think so, though. I was starting to get the impression I was on my own here. “There’s nothing I can do 
about it, in any case. You’ve all really spent a hundred years trying to get me back?”

Now that we were off the topic of the Great Hero, Mariah brightened. “Yes, my Lord. We’ve tried for generations to establish a new route to your realm, but every effort failed - or was thwarted by the Virago. Were it not for additional sacrifices in the tower, we never would have located you and brought you through.”


You got the wrong guy
, I thought, my stomach dropping. I’m not who you need, Mariah. You need some tough, evil bastard to reestablish your Kingdom. I’m not him.


I wasn’t about to tell her this. It only would have broken her heart.

Mariah evidently took my expression to mean something different. Her long tongue lolled out of her mouth, her gaze traveling back to the more exciting
 part of the murals.

“Witnessing your past triumphs,” she purred, growing closer to me. “Did it make you feel things, my Lord? Long for a little conquest
 of your own?”

I chuckled. “Yeah, it definitely did that,” I said. “This Darek...I don’t know much about him, but he definitely knew how to party…”

A shudder passed through Mariah’s body. She swayed on her feet, losing her balance. I sprang forward and grabbed her around the waist, keeping her from falling.

“Mariah? Are you okay?” I was shocked by the panic in my voice. Mariah was the only thing like a real connection I had in this world. If something happened to her…

“I...I am fine, my Lord.” She looked pleased to be in my arms. “Between protecting you in that fight and carrying you, my powers have been exhausted. They must be allowed time to recharge.”

“Oh.” My heart stopped pounding quite so fast. “That makes sense. I guess we could both use a little sleep…”

Mariah grinned wickedly and shook her head. “That’s not how my powers recharge,” she purred, “although I could definitely use a rest as well. I’m a succubus
, my Lord - have you forgotten?”

I hadn’t. Suddenly I knew exactly what she was talking about.

“A lust demon,” I said, my fingers tightening on her hips. “Meaning you recharge through...sex?”

“Just like on the murals,” she giggled, gesturing towards the bed with her head. “Would you like to pick up where we left off in the inn, Master

? I never did get the opportunity to worship you the way you deserve…”

My throat was suddenly dry. The thought of spending the whole night with Mariah, of being pleasured the way the guy in the murals was pleasured - it was almost too much for me to believe.

A big, dumb grin spread across my face. Almost
.

“Yes, servant,” I said, giving her ass a squeeze. “I’d like that very much.”

She winked and took my head. “Come with me, my Lord. It’s past
 time we sealed our pact physically as well as magically. I yearn to have you inside of me…”

I was yearning, too. It was time to find out exactly what my new succubus could do.


Chapter Ten

Mariah led me to the bed and slipped smoothly to her knees. She spread my legs, putting them to either side of her gorgeous, curvy body, then started to unfasten my belt.

I was harder than I could ever remember being. My cock strained at my pants, making a tent that made every inch of my manhood obvious to the succubus. Mariah’s nails raked me gently, adding pain to the pleasure as she undressed me.

“Let’s finish what we started,” she growled, pulling my belt free and tossing it across the cavern. “I never did get to taste you properly, Master. Let me see what I’ve got to work with…”

My pants came off, and my cock sprang free. Yet again, I was stunned by the difference between my memories and reality. Darek was packing in ways I’d never been in the real world - I had a porn star dick to match my evil badguy attitude. Mariah groaned wickedly, spreading her legs and sliding a hand between them as she ran her tongue across my shaft.

“Every moment I pleasure you recharges my energies,” the succubus explained, wrapping her long, sensuous tongue around my girth. “But even if it didn’t, I’d still take my time. I want you to enjoy 
this, Master. Come as often as you want to - wherever you want. My face, my tits, my mouth…all of them belong to you.”


God damn,
 I thought, guiding the head of my cock between her pouty lips. I’ve never had a girl dirty talk me like this before
.

Mariah took me in her mouth, sucking greedily. I let out a caveman growl and tangled my fingers in her hair, guiding my dick all the way down her throat. Her lips formed a tight, perfect seal around me, working around my pulsing cock so hard it threw sparks. When you added in the absolutely wicked things she did with her tongue - stuff no human woman could match - I was in heaven.

It felt like it had been ages since I’d been with a woman. Even though I was far from a virgin, I’d never experienced anything like this before. Being with a succubus was like having my first-time all over again, and if Mariah hadn’t assured me of exactly
 how deeply I owned her, I might have had performance anxiety. But the gorgeous succubus knew exactly what to say.

She bobbed up and down on my dick like a cork, taking it all the way down her smooth red throat. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she gave me a wet, sloppy blowjob, her other hand a blur between her legs. I knew she was playing with herself - I could smell the hot, feral tang of her horny pussy, could see the deepening color in her cheeks as she wrapped her tongue around me. I couldn’t wait to be inside of 
her - but first, I wanted to use her throat to the fullest.

“Yeah, that’s right - just like that,” I growled, upthrusting between Mariah’s lips. It was too much to bear - my cock jerked and pulsed against her tongue, preparing to lose my load. Mariah gave me a questioning look, as if to ask again where I wanted to put my cum. My answer was that I kept right on thrusting, going deeper and deeper into her tight, perfect throat.

My balls pulsed against her chin and I knew I was done. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” I roared, watching in amazement as my whole cock disappeared deep into Mariah’s mouth. “Holy shit, you’re going to make me cum so fucking hard! Aww fuck Mariah, here it comes! Drink it all, you sexy demon bitch…!”

With any other girl I’d ever been with, that would’ve been the cue for Mariah to pull back and let me finish somewhere that wasn’t her mouth. Instead, she went even deeper, gagging around me so hard her eyes watered. The first jet of liquid lava splashed against the back of her throat and my ass came completely off the bed. Pleasure like nothing I’d ever known coursed through me as I erupted inside of Mariah’s mouth, pumping it full of hot, creamy cum.

She kept right on sucking as I came down from my peak. For a moment, the world rocked dizzyingly, then I was back to my normal self. Yet I felt curiously drained
, in a way that my first orgasm 
usually didn’t do.


It must be the effect she was talking about
, I realized, watching the beautiful demon clean my cock with her long tongue. She’s not just getting me off - she’s feeding on me, drinking my sexual energy to recharge her powers
.

If every recharge was like that, I didn’t mind one bit.

Mariah pulled my cock from her mouth with a wet little pop
, licking her lips. She scooped a gob of my cum off her chin and sucked it slowly off her finger, savoring every drop. It was so hot to see her worshipping it. She actually loved
 my seed - it wasn’t just a necessary evil to giving blowjobs to Mariah. It was her reward for being such a good girl.

“Thank you, Master,” the succubus purred. Eventually I would learn it was her custom to thank me every time
 we fucked, but the first time, it was one hell of a head trip. “Was my mouth everything you’d hoped it could be? Did I please you right?”

I leaned back against the headboard, groaning with pure bliss. “Fuck, Mariah,” I panted, still coming down from the awesome orgasm. “If that was any more right, I’d be dead. You’re so fucking hot…”

Mariah looked pleased at the compliment. Her gaze traveled to my 
half-erect cock, blinking slowly as she ran her finger down the shaft.

“You’re a little tired now,” she surmised, understanding the scope of her powers. “Perhaps I should not have drunk so deeply of you the first time…”

I shook my head. “Nah, it’s fine. Normally I’d still be hard enough to burst after something like that - I think it’s just your power. Give me a minute, and I’ll be ready to fuck you.”

She brightened. “You’ll fuck me too, my lord?”

My grin spread from ear-to-ear. “Are you kidding? Just watching you play with yourself made me want to throw you down on the bed and force myself into you.”

Mariah tossed back her head and groaned, as if my words had gone straight to her clit. When she came back down, she was gasping.

“My Lord,” she panted, “should you ever have that urge again...I want you to know I would be honored
.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Don’t I need your permission to fuck you?”

Mariah giggled. “I’m giving it to you,” she whimpered, climbing onto me. She straddled my chest, grinding her hot wet pussy against me. 
“You don’t need to put me on a pedestal, my Lord. Whenever you want me, I’m yours. Just take
 me.” A naughty look spread across her face. “Would you prefer it if I resisted? Weakly, of course, so that you can easily force yourself onto me?”


Holy fuck,
 I thought, that’s dark. And yet, it IS the kind of thing an evil Lord would do.


“Not right now,” I said, shaking my head. “Maybe some other time. Right now, I want to see
 you enjoying this. Speaking of which…”

I glanced past Mariah. She looked over her shoulder to see my cock standing at attention, a bead of precum beading from the tip.

“Yes, Master,” the succubus panted, giving me a long, hot kiss. All the while she slid down my body, straddling my cock. She actually wrapped her tail
 around it in order to guide inside her, using it the way she normally would’ve employed her fingers. “Is me on top alright?”

“Yeah,” I growled, grabbing hold of her tits. “Show me what you can do, slut. Give me the best fuck I’ve ever had - or maybe I’ll think about finding a new First…”

Mariah exploded in mock-horror. “My Lord, never
! I swear, my pussy will please you!” She let just the head of my cock enter her, 
swirling her slit around me in ways that made me moan and writhe. “Please
 let me worship you. Always and forever…”

She slammed her hips down - and instantly, I knew that this was exactly where I belonged. That moment, as I bottomed out inside of Mariah’s tight, perfect pussy, every misgiving I’d ever had about this strange new world faded away. I wasn’t looking for a way back home anymore, or another portal to escape this crazy fantasy. I embraced
 it. This was home - Mariah
 was home.

She felt it, too. Her eyes glowed with a pale green light as I thrust into her again and again, grabbing hold of her heart-shaped ass for more leverage.

Her hips tightened around me as the tenor of her riding changed. Suddenly there was a flood of wetness around my cock, and I could feel her inner walls clenching around me like a tight, welcoming fist. Mariah tossed back her head and howled,
 sounding like a creature both more and less than human as she came all over my cock.

“Yes, Master, yes!” The gorgeous demon cried out, riding me like there was nothing else in the world! “I love you so much, Master! I worship you! Please, please fill me with your seed…!”

I buried my face in her breasts. Her nipples were as hard as diamonds and black as her horns, but in my mouth they felt exactly 
like any other woman’s. I sucked them greedily as her inner muscles pulsed, her peak ebbing slowly.

Mariah went boneless in my arms, burying her head in my chest and whimpering. “Thank you, Master,” she panted, sweat matting her hair to her forehead. “Oh fuck, thank you. You made me feel so good…”

It was a tender, loving moment. And as it happened, something dark and dominant reared up inside of me. Something that would have been right out of the old Darek’s playbook.

I wrapped my hand around Mariah’s throat.

She let out a shocked little whimper as my fingers tightened, taking total control of her.

“You’re here to make me
 feel good,” I said, half-teasing, half-mocking. “Don’t you want to get me off, little demon? Don’t you need
 it?”

Mariah’s eyes had rolled so far back in her head that I couldn’t even see her pupils anymore. “Ungh, Daddy yes
,” she mewled, hitting a brand new measurement for debauchery. Daddy?


What the hell,
 I thought. I kinda like it.


“Turn around,” I said, giving her cheek a gentle slap. “I want to see that big ass of yours bounce while you serve me. I’m going to spank you raw, you filthy succubus…”

Mariah looked at me like she’d just found a kindred spirit. As if she couldn’t believe how well the two of us matched.

“Oh fuck, yes my Lord,” she whimpered, turning around. “Should I ride you like this…?”

 


Thwack!
 I brought my hand down on Mariah’s ass, reddening it even further. My blows turned her apple-red skin almost purple as I spanked her. Her thick ass bounced back and forth most pleasingly as I hurt her.

“Give me that cunt,” I growled, sounding more like Darek than ever before. Was this coming from him? Or was it all me? “You like it when I abuse you, don’t you, slut? I can feel you getting hot and wet every time I spank you.”

“Yes, Master!” I was back inside of her, her tight walls gripping me as she rode me hard and fast. “Oh fuck, hurt me as much as you want!”

“Yeah, that’s right.” I spanked her again, on the other cheek this time. “Fuck, I feel your pussy clench when I do that. You really do
 get off on pain, don’t you?”

A wordless cry and more pleasure was all the response I needed from my succubus.

I sat up, watching her fuck me as I approached the peak. My hand grabbed her neck from behind, fingers wrapping around her slender throat. The other mercilessly attacked her ass, leaving bruises that she’d probably have for days. I didn’t care: hell, I wanted
 her to have them. I wanted every man who looked at her to know exactly who she belonged to. That sweet, tight cunt was my property now.

And I was about to mark it as mine forever.

“I’m cumming,” I growled, squeezing Mariah’s throat tighter than I ever would have dared with a human woman. “I don’t need to worry about anything, do I? It’s safe to bust inside of you?”

“Uh huhhh
,” Mariah groaned, her tongue lolling out of her mouth. Drool dribbled down her chin. “Totally safe…”

“Damn,” I growled, giving her ass a final spank as I went over the edge. “I was kinda hoping I was about to breed
 you!”

At the mention of it, Mariah went nuclear. Her walls gripped me glove-tight as she hit the peak, sailing into orgasm at the same moment as me. We crashed into climax together, moaning and panting as our bodies moved in perfect time. I buried myself as hard 
and deep as I could inside of Mariah and let go, pumping her channel full of hot, rich cum.

It went on and on for what felt like hours. Again there was that strange draining
 sensation in the back of my head, as if I’d just got finished running a marathon. But this time I knew what it was and didn’t worry. Besides, I was done
. Mariah’s succubus pussy had milked me completely dry, collecting every last drop of cum from my balls. I lay back against the pillows, utterly satisfied.

Mariah curled up next to me, throwing one leg over my hip as she snuggled my side. For the first time, I realized how warm
 she was. Her skin was almost hot to the touch, way moreso than even the most exhausted or feverish human. I decided I liked it. After all, I’d never been a fan of cold beds.

“Thank you, my Lord,” Mariah whispered, reverting to the more formal titles now that we weren’t in the middle of sex. “You will be tired now. Don’t worry, I will watch over you. I’ll keep you safe. Rest now.”

I wanted to talk to her more, but it felt like each of my eyelids weighed a ton. The plush comfort of the covers beckoned me into the black, tugging at my mind the way Mariah’s power had.

I was out like a light before I knew it, snoozing in the succubus’s 
arms.


Chapter Eleven

When I woke up the next morning, I was alone.

Some embers still smouldered in the shrine’s fire-pit, sending smoke through the hole in the ceiling and keeping the cave nice and warm. The murals on the wall were barely visible in the dim light, which was all right with me. I wasn’t as interested in them after the fun Mariah and I had last night.

There was a pleasant ache in my limbs, and for a long time I just lay in bed, thinking. It was strange: I wasn’t any different from the Craig I’d been yesterday, yet I felt like an entirely new man. I’d heard that the love of a good woman could do amazing things to a man, but clearly the lust of a good succubus was even better.


God, she was sweet
, I thought, my cock stiffening against my thigh. I wished she was in the bed with me. Where the hell had she gotten off to? I rolled over onto her side of the bed, groaning as my nostrils hit her pillow. Her sweet, spicy scent lingered, filling my mind with memories of the wild, wanton fucking we’d had.

I’d hurt Mariah. I’d treated her roughly, savagely - in ways that Craig back on Earth would never have dared. And she’d liked
 it. I’d never met a creature like her before. Not only did she enjoy a little pain in 
bed, she actually got off on being abused and demeaned by a powerful, evil male. If there had been any doubt in my mind that Mariah was totally devoted to me, last night had extinguished it.

Would every one of my followers be like this? I’d heard of “an angel in the street and a demon in the sack,” but Mariah was totally demonic in both
. Having that much power and beauty at my beck and call had a definite appeal, but wouldn’t splitting it across multiple women be exhausting?

 

My train of thought meandered for a bit, until a noise at the entrance of the Shrine made me sit up. The door swung open and Mariah sauntered in, dressed in the same skimpy leather armor I’d torn off her body last night. She carried a dead rabbit in each hand, freshly slain.

“Ah, you’re awake.” She grinned at me like the happiest, most satisfied woman in the world. With a start, I realized she probably was. “I apologize for leaving, my Lord. The stores of food in the Shrine were rather old, so I thought you might appreciate fresh meat for breakfast. I hunted these animals down near the Shrine. They look quite appetizing.”

“Thank you,” I said, meaning it. “You gonna cook them, too?”

She grinned, showing her fangs. “I
 would eat them raw,” she said 
with gusto, “but I understand my Master’s stomach is not like mine. I will fix these for you, my Lord - unless you’d like me to worship you first?”

It was tempting, for sure. Even after a night of passion in Mariah’s arms, I still wanted more. But there was business to discuss.

“Not just yet,” I said. As if on cue, my stomach rumbled hugely. Mariah and I both started to laugh. “We’ve got some business first - and after last night, I need to eat.”

“Food, then fucking,” the succubus said, wiggling her eyebrows. “This should only take a moment, Master.”

She wasn’t kidding. In short order, Mariah had the rabbits stripped and a fire blazing in the Shrine’s pit. My mouth watered at the smell of cooking; by the time they were ready to eat, I was practically ravenous.

“Damn, babe, these are delicious,” I growled, tearing the flesh with my teeth. “Thanks.”

A glow suffused Mariah’s cheeks. “Thank you, my Lord,” she said in a low voice. Was she blushing? Was a succubus actually capable of that? “So what did you want to discuss with me?”

“Our plans.” I tossed a bone into the fire, digging into the next leg with a vengeance. “This cave is nice, but we can’t hide here forever. Necessity will find us eventually.”

 

Mariah nodded as if she’d been expecting this. Unlike me, she just picked at her food here and there. Perhaps she got the majority of her energy from sex and didn’t really need to eat - or maybe she was just concerned about her figure. I made a mental note to ask her later.

“Not just
 Necessity,” Mariah said. A hard look entered her eyes. “The Virago Shieldmaidens will be hunting us now.”

I choked on my bite of food. When I got my wind back, I asked: “the whole
 crew?”

“Probably.” Mariah made a show of examining her nails. “Now that you’ve revealed your powers, the lawful nature of the Virago no longer applies to you. While there was a chance that you were innocent, you had to be brought to Thessalia for trial. Now they are free to hunt you down wherever they find you.”

I burped into the back of my hand. Damn, Mariah really knew how to cook. “I still don’t agree with that,” I said, tossing another bone into the fire. “I understand it, but still - it’s possible
 that I’m not Darek, right? Just because I learned a few of his powers, that doesn’t make 
me the man himself.”

Mariah looked at me as if I’d grown a second head. “You are
 Darek,” she explained, as if I were particularly slow. “You are the Corruption Lord. And my Master. This time around, you clearly prefer to be addressed as ‘Craig’, but you are still you
.”

I disagreed, but kept it to myself. There was just no way to make Mariah understand.

“So they’re all hunting us now,” I said, looking into the flames. “How long do you think it’ll be before she sics the rest of the sisterhood on us?”

“As a single agent, Necessity should be carrying a scrying stone.” Mariah frowned. “It allows her to communicate telepathically with the Mother Superior, as well as a few other things: light up darkness, start campfires…”

I remembered the strange orange rock Necessity had used in the clearing to give us warmth. “I think I know what you’re talking about,” I groaned, my stomach sinking. “Shit. So they’ll be on their way.”

“They will.” Mariah’s look was grave. “There is only one place where you will be safe, my Lord. Wrathholme.”

I nodded. “Tell me about it. How far away is it? What makes it strong enough to defend us against the Virago Shieldmaidens?”

A prideful look stole over Mariah’s face. “It is your home, my Lord. It lies far to the South, in the middle of the Wastes. You recall the tower from which I summoned you?”


How could I forget?
 I thought. “Oh yeah.”

“The island where that tower stands is on the northernmost tip of the Wastes. It would take us a day to reach it again, perhaps, then four or five to arrive at Wrathholme. The landscape would not become more beautiful. The Wastes are gray sand and grayer sky, as far as the eye can see. In such flat territory, we would be sitting ducks for the Virago.”

“That sounds pretty rough,” I shot back. “Not the greatest terrain.”

“It is. Which is why Wrathholme is so difficult to conquer.” Mariah spread her hands, her nails palm-upwards. “It is surrounded by nothing on all sides, for miles. A blasted heath. Once you are there, and in full control of your powers, the Virago will not be able to breach the walls. Instead, they will fall under your spell.”


And they’ll worship me,
 I thought, a shudder passing through me. Just like you do…


What would it be like? To have not just one, but a whole harem of babes at my beck and call? Would they get along? Or would they fight each other, jockeying for dominance as they each tried to be my best servant?

“The Virago,” I said, trying to clear my mind. “They’re on their way now?”

Mariah gave the fire a worried glance. “Yes, my Lord. If we don’t leave now, I doubt we’ll make it to Wrathholme. The Shieldmaidens will move with all haste, in an attempt to cut us off from your ancestral home. They know it’s our destination.”

“Do they now?” I put a hand against my chin. “Interesting.”

If Mariah had an inkling of what I was planning, she didn’t show it. “We won’t make it by foot,” she explained. “If we’re to reach Wrathholme before the Virago, it will have to be by air. I must fly you there, Master.”

My jaw dropped open. “For five days
? Are you sure you can do that, Mariah?”

It sounded like an ordeal. A short flight in Mariah’s claws had been exhilarating, but five entire days of it would be torture on the succubus. Not to mention I would have to spend the whole trip 
helplessly clinging to her body.

“If we stop and recharge my power frequently with more lovemaking...I think so.” Mariah didn’t sound sure of herself at all, though. “I will push myself, my Lord. Should I fail in the attempt and expire, I will at least have hopefully gotten you close enough to elude your pursuers.”

I stood up. “No. Hell
 no. I’m not losing you, Mariah. Not to a bunch of pointy-eared prudes with sticks up their ass, and definitely
 not to some marathon flight. That’s not happening.”

It brought Mariah up short. Her mouth worked soundlessly, her desire to argue with me warring with her need to stay submissive and devoted to my service. Finally her mouth snapped closed, her shoulders slumping.

“If that is your will, my Lord, then so shall it be,” she said, sounding chastened. “But what shall we do?”

“I’ve got a different idea,” I told the succubus. I finished off the rest of the rabbit and tossed the leavings in the fire. Oddly enough, I was starting to get used to flames that were green rather than red. They almost suited me. “The obvious answer is for us to run south to Wrathholme. But that’s exactly what the Virago are expecting us to do. And from what Necessity told me about their order, they’re going to bring reinforcements. Like, a lot
 
of them.”

Mariah nodded. “That is most likely, Master.”

I grit my teeth. “So we can’t beat them in a head-on fight. No offense, Mariah, but Necessity was almost strong enough to kill us both. I know both of us will get stronger once I get to Wrathholme and access the Inner Choir, but at least until then, we’re dramatically out-powered.”

She didn’t look happy at all to be reminded of that fact. Mariah made a show of fidgeting, testing the straps keeping her armor fastened. “I’m sorry I can’t kill them for you, my Lord.”

“Don’t be.” I grinned. “They’re all gonna kneel. Eventually. Until then, we need to be smart about this. Tell me something - what’s to the north
 of us, Mariah?”

Slowly, her expression changed. “Well, there’s more forest,” she said, ticking off on a black-nailed finger. “Mountains. And of course, the city of Vellum-”

“Don’t of course
 me,” I said, giving her a good-natured smile. “I don’t remember anything about this world. Is Vellum the only city of any decent size around here?”

“It’s the primary vein of trade for the entire region,” Mariah said, sounding a little confused. “I don’t follow, my Lord. Why would you want to go there?”

“If I was lost in the woods,” I said, grinning at Mariah, “that’s where I’d be aiming to go, right? Like if I was a catgirl looking for her Master, or a recently-defeated elf?”

Understanding dawned in Mariah’s eyes. “You want to..to find them?”

I slapped my knees with my hands. Finally, we were getting somewhere! “Look, those Virago are bad bitches,” I said, glancing at the murals around the room. “Even I can see that. Look how much conquering they did for the old Darek. They were tough as hell. If we’re going to make it to Wrathholme, we’re going to need some serious firepower. And
, we need someone who knows the Virago intimately. Who understands their weaknesses, how to hit them in ways they won’t expect.”

Mariah squirmed excitedly in her seat. Even the air in the cave seemed charged with expectation, now that I had laid it out for my follower.

“You want to track Necessity to Vellum,” she said, scratching her chin with the tip of her tail, “and Corrupt
 her!”

I nodded. “It’s where she’ll go to meet her sisters. She’ll wait for them, and once they’re all together, they’ll descend on Wrathholme. Only they won’t have Necessity with them - because she’ll be ours
. Well, mine.”

A lustful look stole over Mariah’s face. “This isn’t just about protection,” she purred, running a hand up my thigh. “You want this woman, don’t you, Master?”

“I do,” I admitted. There was something about dominating a woman who had come a hair’s-length from killing me that really made my blood pump in the right way. I didn’t fully understand it, but I’d started having all sorts of weird impulses since ‘becoming’ Darek. Maybe this was one of them. “Are you okay with that? I know you hate her...”

Mariah’s eyes flashed wickedly. “I do. Having her as your wicked, corrupted servant would be her just desserts, my Lord. Watching you dominate her would give me nothing but joy – trust me.”


Damn, that’s hot
. “Good.”

Suddenly Mariah’s brows furrowed together. “And what was the part about the cat?”

I laughed loud and long. “Kyoko,” I explained. “I still haven’t given 
up on her, either. If she’s still looking for me, she’ll be in Vellum. If we find her, that’ll give us even more firepower to use against the Virago.”

“You’re gathering a party.” Mariah was practically vibrating with excitement. “Just like you did one hundred years ago!”

Holy shit, maybe I was. Only I wasn’t doing it for the same reasons as Darek. He’d wanted to conquer the world - all I wanted was to defend myself from people who wanted to kill me. It was totally different.

Right?

“So it’s settled,” I said, stretching my limbs after the delicious breakfast. “We head to Vellum and start gaining new Followers. Build up a team that can fight off the Virago, then attack them from behind and leave a trail of carnage all the way to Wrathholme.”

Mariah’s eyes shone. I could tell she was on the verge of tears. Finally,
 she seemed to be thinking. Finally the true lord of the world is back!


“As always, your plans are brilliant,” Mariah said excitedly, dropping into a bow. “I cannot wait to help you expand your harem, Master!”

Me either. “There’s just one problem,” I mused. “You look like a sexy demon, and I’ve got the name of the world’s greatest monster floating over my head. How the hell do we get around?”

Mariah cocked her head to the side. “You don’t know, my lord?”


Huh
? “Know what?”

Her fangs flashed eagerly. “Your powers. I’ll have to show you!”

She took my hand, and the lesson began.


Chapter Twelve

“First, you’re going to need to spend a few skill points.” Mariah traced a symbol in the air, summoning her menu in the form of a pale gray box. “You should have gotten a few from that fight we had back in Heatherhill, so you’re good to go. Pull up the Path.”

With a frown, I willed my mannequin into being. “You mean my levels?” I asked, selecting the spiderweb-like lattice of upgrades available for Darek. “I’ve only dipped my toe in that so far - there’s so many options, I get kind of paralyzed just thinking about it.”

“That’s what you have me for, Lord.” Mariah winked at me, her tail tensing and loosening around my upper thigh. “Are you sure
 you wouldn’t rather make love to me again before we do this?”

“No,” I said, fully in the zone now. “Lesson first. Then, if you’ve been a good girl, you’ll get some more.”

Mariah giggled. “Ooh, I like
 that. Alright, go ahead and look over your upgrades. As such a powerful and important person, you’re entitled to just about all of them. I know that’s a lot of choice and there are a lot of options, but right now we need to hide your name from most people who look at you. It will be very difficult for you to get to Wrathholme if people are constantly seeing you as Darek.”

I definitely agreed with her on that point. “Yeah, that would be good. Can I change the name, or just hide it?”

Mariah put a hand on her hip, staring into the middle distance. “Here, my Lord. Let me do this. Please open yourself to me…”

Suddenly there was a pushing sensation in my head. It felt almost like the battle I’d experienced when using my Touch on Kyoko. I resisted for a moment, then remembered what Mariah had asked and let go.

As far as I could see, nothing happened. But Mariah’s gaze snapped into focus.

“There we go,” the succubus purred. “You’ve shared your information with me, Master. I can see your upgrade tree now. Wow
 - it looks totally different from everyone else’s! I knew the Corruption Lord was special, but this is something else!”

“Really? What’s different about it?”

Mariah’s face took on a contemplative look. “Most people follow what’s called the Path
, my Lord. Undoubtedly you’ll become more familiar with it as you gain Followers, as it’s how the women you bind to your side will become more powerful. Once you understand the system, you’ll be able to guide your Followers down the path you 
want them to go.”

“Sounds confusing,” I said. Not to mention a hell of a lot of plates to juggle. How did Darek handle an entire army?


Mariah smiled. “For most people, it’s much more simple than yours. A blacksmith swings his hammer day in, day out, and gradually he moves along the Path towards becoming better at it. Those skills might also apply to disciplines in another category: crucially, swinging a war hammer instead of a peace one.”

“Let me make sure I have this straight,” I said. “Normal people raise skills by using them, with the skill they actually use getting a big boost. Other skills linked to that skill get a smaller boost, moving down the Path but not as far.”

Mariah’s grin went toothy, showing her fangs. “You have it exact, Master.”


Huh,
 I thought. It really does sound like a video game.


“This is all great stuff,” I said, turning back to the intricate web of skills. “We’ll have to dive into it more later when we have time. But right now, I need to know how to change my name.”

Mariah shrugged. “Simple, Master. Just select this one.”

She pointed with a claw, highlighting one of the floating paths. The words ‘Deception Magic’ floated over it, with a cost of five Ability Points. I had ten of them after my tussle with Necessity - I wasn’t sure exactly how this world allocated them to me, or why fighting the elven warrior gave me more power than transforming Kyoko with the Touch. More mysteries to solve.

I chose it and felt the surge of inner knowledge flourish inside of me. “I can...I can change my name,” I realized, glancing at the air above my head.

Mariah nodded. “Go for it, Master.”

I squinted, and the legend Darek, Lord of Corruption
 appeared over my head. This is what others see when they scan me,
 I realized. Another few seconds of concentration and the words winked out.

The single word Craig
 replaced them.

“This is low-level deception magic,” Mariah explained. “People like the peasants and guards in a town like Heatherhill or Vellum will be fooled by it - but someone more powerful, like Necessity or one of the Virago Shieldmaidens, will be able to see right through it.”

My triumph turned sour. “So it won’t actually protect me,” I muttered.

Mariah cocked her head to the side. “It will allow you to roam the world without being torn apart by an angry mob,” she said in a wry little voice. “I’d say it’s definitely worth the five points.”

She was right, of course - but the fact that I still needed to duck people like Necessity grated on me. Not to mention there was no way to actually know
 if someone was high-level enough to break through my scan until they actually tried.

“There’s something else I wanted to ask you,” I realized, shrugging off my irritation. “Every person I’ve scanned so far has an alignment. Necessity’s is Lawful Good
. Can that change over time?”

The succubus chuckled, her wings flapping excitedly behind her. “Oh yes, Master. You
 can change it.”


I guess I should have expected that answer,
 I thought.

“I don’t have an alignment,” I said in a confused voice. “It’s just an error when I look at it.”

Mariah shrugged. “You are special, my Lord.”

Something else occurred to me. “There’s another error on my profile - now that I’m sharing it with you, I can show you.” Quickly I pulled up the Followers list. Kyoko and Mariah were highlighted, of course, 
but on top of them, in the number-one slot, was that same error message. “Look at that.”

Unlike my alignment, this seemed to actually rattle Mariah. “What…!?”

She got very, very close to the box, practically sniffing it. One claw passed through it, turning a section of the box insubstantial for a moment before reforming.

“My Lord, this is most concerning.” I don’t think I’d ever seen Mariah look so stricken. Even Necessity hadn’t been able to provoke terror in her, but my stats did? “Your Followers are the most important aspect of your power. To have one unable to be filled, while you have so few, greatly hampers our mission.”

 

I hadn’t even thought of that. My gaze traveled around the cave, taking in the images of Darek leading thousands of beautiful, deadly women. How much weaker was I compared to that guy? How much easier to kill?

“We’ll still be able to make it to Wrathholme, right?” I asked. “This doesn’t fuck us, does it, Mariah?”

That made her laugh. “Interesting choice of words, Master,” she said, a wide grin splitting her face. “Missing a vital Follower will hurt us, 
my Lord - but I think four will be enough to get us to Wrathholme. Provided we choose good ones, like me.”

She jabbed both of her thumbs back at herself. I remembered that I was standing next to a gorgeous succubus, and that I was chatting about my evil powers with her the way people back home might talk about the weather. How had my life changed so much so fast?

 

“I wish you could have more Followers,” she mused, lowering her arms. “But that’s much, much
 further up the Corruption tree, my Lord. It’ll be a while before you can command armies like your predecessor.”


Good to know,
 I thought. I wasn’t sure if I was looking forward to that or not.

“Well, that takes care of me,” I said, looking the sexy demon up and down. “What about you? Changing your name wouldn’t do much, I don’t think.”

Mariah took hold of her tail between her legs, stroking it gently up and down as if she wanted to remind me what she could do. Not to mention that she’d do it whenever
 I wanted. I coughed, and a predatory look stole over her features.

“Oh, don’t worry about me,” she purred, as if she were looking 
forward to this part. “I’m already covered.”

Now that
 was interesting. “Really? How?”

With an evil laugh right out of a fantasy movie, Mariah tossed her head back and rose a few inches off the ground. The air thickened around her, crackling with energy. The fire in the center of the room was no longer the only light - Mariah burned brighter. Green flames licked over her body, transforming her in moments.

My eyes nearly fell out of my head. She was Mariah again - the cultist who’d pulled me out of that portal inside the tower. But now she was so much more.

It was like she’d taken a Photoshop filter to her body. Her scars were gone, every trace of exhaustion or road-weariness smoothed away from her features. The cultist I knew her as had been right at the cusp of middle-age: it looked like Mariah had turned the clock back. Way
 back. She would have fit in back at my college - except every guy on campus would have been doing a double-take at the sight of her.

She looked perfect
. Long, red hair cascaded down her back in rich ringlets, going all the way down to her ass. Mariah had taken the best aspects of her demonic body - her hips, her breasts, the almost supernatural tilt of her cheekbones - and applied them to her new 
human form. For a second I told myself she looked like a goddamn underwear model - then I realized that underwear models would go home and cry just at the sight of her.

“You like it,” Mariah said simply, giggling. The look on my face must have made it obvious.

“Yes,” I whispered, my jaw hanging open. “Mariah, you’re...good God, you’re gorgeous
…”

“I can customize myself however you might like, my Lord,” she said, looking proud. “Not just my body, either - I can alter my appearance to fit any situation we might get into…”

She passed a hand over her body - and instantly, she was clad in a ball-gown out of a fairy tale. She gave a little twist of her hips, dancing in place, then snapped her fingers. The ball-gown was replaced by an expensive, silky set of lingerie. I barely had time to take it in before it was replaced by a suit of chainmail armor.

“It won’t actually protect me, of course,” Mariah said, glancing down at the silvery steel. “It’s all smoke and mirrors. I think you’ll like this form best, my Lord…”

She clapped her hands - and she was naked.

Mariah naked looked even better than Mariah in the gown, or Mariah in lingerie. Unlike her demonic body, the human version allowed herself a slight amount of hair - there was a narrow band of it just above her glistening slit, as red as what was on top of her head. She had a perfect hourglass figure. One look at her and my mouth started to water.

I reached out and touched her - she was still almost too hot to handle. It was the same as when she was in her succubus form. I must have given a little start, because she noticed.

“All smoke and mirrors,” she whispered, nuzzling my neck. “But very pleasant smoke and mirrors, yes, Master?”

“Fuck,” I panted. Despite her new human appearance, Mariah’s tongue was still longer and more lithe than any other woman I’d ever met. She teased my throat with it, slowly moving lower and lower as she kissed down my chest. “God, you’re so gorgeous, Mariah. But it’s not real, right? It’s just an illusion. Really, underneath all that, you’re a demon…”

She batted her lashes coquettishly at me. “What’s real, my Lord? Only what you
 will. You are the true Master of this world, Craig. Remember that.”

I would. Holy fuck I would…

Mariah kept on going lower, until she was practically on her knees. The thought of her warm, wet mouth wrapped around me made me throb, but this time there was something else I wanted out of my luscious Follower. The last time we’d made love, Mariah had been in control - on top of me, using her mouth and her pussy to get me off.

This time, I wanted to be in charge.

As she reached for my belt, I took a step back and removed it myself. Mariah shot me a confused look, watching as I took off my pants. Her confusion turned into squeals of delight as I tossed her over my shoulder and carried her to bed, like a caveman bringing home his meal.

I slammed her down on the mattress and kissed her, hard
. “Last time was about you,” I growled, spreading her legs with my hands as I mounted her. “This one’s about me
. You wanted me to use you, Mariah? You’re about to get used
. Good and proper.”

Mariah arched her back and moaned, opening to me like a flower. “Yes, Master,” she panted, locking her legs behind my back. “Take me. Fuck my brains out…”

That was exactly what I had in mind. I went hard and fast, thrusting deep into Mariah’s now-human pussy like a man in a trance. She was hot, wet and tight - she was home
. I didn’t concentrate on foreplay 
or messing around with her - this wasn’t about that. It was about dominance, about ownership
, about banging my succubus into the bed until she wouldn’t be able to walk or
 fly straight for days.

The headboard slammed into the wall as I pounded Mariah harder and harder. Every time I thought I reached the limits of my strength, I pushed through and grew more savage, more primal. Grunting, I grabbed her hips and lifted her off the bed entirely, pinning her back against the wall as I savaged her with hard thrust after hard thrust. She was a ragdoll in my arms, completely overcome by my strength. She loved it more than anything in life.

“Oh fuck, you’re gonna make me cum
,” Mariah groaned, her inner walls clenching around me. “Your big cock feels so good inside me, Daddy! Does it make you feel good to know you’re making your little girl cum all over your dick…!”

I didn’t get a chance to answer. Mariah screamed
 with lust, her nails digging into my back. Despite the human appearance they were still demonic in nature, so they drew blood. I barely even noticed. The world had shrunk to the point of contact between us, to my cock pumping like a piston into her soft, oven-warm cunt. Loud bangs filled the room as I slammed the wall again and again with Mariah’s body, cracking the stone.

Mariah looked over her shoulder at it and came apart.
 She 
unraveled under me a second time, the sight of just how hard I was fucking her sending her over the edge. It made everything between her legs even hotter and tighter, and suddenly the rhythm of my thrusts broke. They became savage, off-beat, just me burying myself as hard and deep inside of her as I could before I went over the edge…

The world exploded. Green fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I erupted inside of Mariah’s tight pussy, pumping it full of my load. Pleasure coursed through me, hot and sweet as the dam inside of me burst. I used
 Mariah’s pussy to get off, grabbing her hips and slamming her down on me over and over again like the world’s most wonderful sex toy. It was incredible.

When I opened my eyes, the succubus’ beautiful body was marred by cuts and bruises. I’d slammed her so many times into the wall that she had a black eye, and blood dripped from one swollen lip. Guilt flooded me and I pulled out of her.

“Fuck,” I growled, laying Mariah gently down on the bed. “Oh no, I hurt you. Mariah, I’m sorry…”

The succubus started to laugh. “Are you kidding me, Craig? You were totally unhinged
!” She threw her arms around me, giddy with delight. “If you fuck me like that every time, I’m going to be the happiest demon in all the Eight Realms!”

“No kidding,” I said, glancing over her beautiful, broken body. “Are you okay, though?”

“What, this?” She scoffed and passed a hand from her face to her pussy. Immediately the damage faded, restoring Mariah to her glory. “It’s all cosmetic, Master. I’m a succubus
. Did you really think you could hurt me?”

Relief filled me. For a moment, I really thought I’d hurt her. “Kinda?”

The succubus purred in my arms, stretching like a cat. “I’m not some shrinking violet who falls apart at a little pain, Master. I told you to use me, knowing full well what that would mean to a man bearing Darek’s power and legacy. I wanted
 it, Craig. Thank you.”

It felt so weird that she was actually thanking
 me for a thing like that. “You’re welcome.”

“And now,” she said, reverting to her demonic form, “I’m even more charged up. I think I might fly us out to Vellum - it’ll be faster. I can bring us close to the city itself without tiring, then we can walk the rest of the way. Sound good?”

“Sounds great,” I agreed. “Let’s go.”

We were on our way. I had an objective - and two slots left for 
Followers. I was going to make them count.


Chapter Thirteen

Flying for a second time was no less exhilarating than the first.

After leaving the cave, Mariah grabbed me up in her arms and took flight, soaring over the treetops. We stayed low enough to keep sight of any potential trouble - guards, hunters, an errant Virago Shieldmaiden with a grudge against us - but high enough to avoid any arrows or magical attacks sent our way. Not that we needed to bother: the flight to Vellum was uneventful.

The walk, however, was anything but. As soon as we’d landed, Mariah started not-so-subtly hinting she needed a little more nookie to get back to full strength. She’d started teasing me by switching into more and more revealing outfits, under the guise of asking me what sort of things she should be wearing in the city.

“Would this
 be appropriate for a brothel, Master?” she’d purred, sheathing her body in a tight latex body suit that made my cock stand at attention. “Or, if we hit the beach, do you think this bikini makes my butt look fat…?”

Finally I’d had enough and thrown her against the nearest tree. Sex with Mariah had been another hard, fast affair, and I hadn’t stopped until I was thoroughly satisfied. It was strange to be with a woman who actually wanted
 
quickies - who fed off their energy the way most women get energized from having their man go down on them for a half-hour. But it was what Mariah wanted.

She’d just started making blowjob jokes when we crested a hill and saw Vellum. The port city straddled the bay like a lady riding side-saddle: the ocean side was full to bursting, while the landward side looked barely more crowded than Heatherhill. Streets seemed thrown up haphazardly, without any sense of planning or purpose, like the whole place had just grown across the landscape over time. I figured it probably had.

“Aww, I was just getting ready to show you another trick,” Mariah growled, sounding upset. “Did you know I put a few points in telepathy after our last fight, my Lord?”

I wasn’t sure if she was joking or not. “I didn’t even know that was an option,” I said, watching for whatever prank she was about to pull on me. “What did you do?”

 

For a moment, I had no idea. Then there was a tickling sensation in the back of my brain. Mariah brought her hand up to her mouth, miming the things she’d done for me on her knees, and suddenly there was something hot and wet around my…

“Stop that,” I growled, batting away the invisible mouth in my lap. “That’s...that’s really

 hot, but someone might see! We’re supposed to be incognito, remember?”

“Spoil sport,” Mariah shot back, sticking out her long tongue.

“As soon as we get a bed under us, I’m going to have to remind you who’s in charge here,” I said, fixing her with a commanding glare.

“Ooh, I’m looking forward to it!”

While tiny villages like Heatherhill had a wooden palisade protecting peasants from animals and brigands, a city the size of Vellum had the coin to put together some serious defenses. A large stone wall surrounded the city on three sides, with the ocean as a natural barrier for the fourth. I could count at least five gates interspersed throughout, each with its own well-trod thoroughfare. Most of them were occupied by carts and commercial transport, so Mariah and I sauntered down the hill to the quietest-looking one.

“Are you sure these disguises will work?” I asked, glancing in Mariah’s direction. “There’s like six guards down there. If they see through us, we’re going to have a hell of a fight.”

She gave my hand a squeeze. “They will work. Have faith, my Lord.”


Faith
 was a personal quality in short supply. The longer I spent in this world, the more I realized things happened because I 
made
 them happen. Nothing was going to be handed to me, any more than they’d been handed to the old Darek. I felt like I understood him a little bit better every day.

Not enough to want to be him, of course. But I had to admit, the whole ‘hot succubus follower’ thing was pretty great.

“Hello, my good man!” I raised an arm as we approached the gate. Only one guard was standing at attention, the rest were dicing or sleeping in a corner. “We are weary travelers, in search of…”

I trailed off. The man was staring at me as if I’d sprouted wings and a tail.

He spared a moment giving me a once-over, then took considerably longer to do the same to Mariah. “My Lady,” he said, nodding respectfully. “Go on through.”

I gave a start. A wicked smile spread across Mariah’s face as she led me through the guard post. “Come along now,” she said, mimicking the haughty tones of the nobility as we passed the portcullis.

Once we were through, I glanced back over my shoulder. The guards had completely forgotten about us. “What the hell was that about?” I asked.

She grinned. “They think I’m a noblewoman who ran out into the forest for a tryst,” she said, the corners of her eyes crinkling with mirth. “Ooh, so naughty
!”

I shot her a look. “Wait, does that mean they thought I was your servant? Or your lover?”

“Who cares? The disguise worked.” Mariah shrugged. “First we need to see ourselves settled in the city. I brought enough coin from the stash hidden in your Shrine that we should be able to do that comfortably. Then we want to figure out where Necessity is, and when she will be meeting her sisters. The last thing we want is to try and corrupt her while she has back-up.”

“Yeah,” I said, barely paying attention. After so long in the wilderness, or inside of a barely-occupied village, entering Vellum felt almost like going back to the hustle and bustle of Earth. People thronged the streets, buying and selling and drinking and carousing and living
. Not all of them were human: I saw tons of elves, along with more creatures like Kyoko that seemed to be part cat or rabbit or wolf. There were even some stranger species that I didn’t recognize, although those were few and far between.

“You’re impressed,” Mariah realized, stepping closer to me. “Don’t wander off. The streets of Vellum may look bright and sunny, but in the shadows are people every bit as evil as you and me.”

“Good,” I shot back. “Necessity isn’t our only business here, Mariah.”

We were also in Vellum to ‘interview’ potential Followers. I had to find the most suitable people to help me defeat the Virago and reach Wrathholme. Mariah had made it sound extremely important.

 

I still wasn’t sure what party composition would be best, but there was one thing I knew for sure: all of them would be girls.

My eye was drawn to every beautiful woman as we passed, especially the non-human ones. The knowledge that I could have them with a touch burned in me like a brand, tempting me with every hot piece of ass that crossed my view. Was this how the old Darek had felt all the time? Or had it gotten old eventually, only the thrill of conquest getting him off?

“You can create demons at will,” Mariah said, speaking from just behind my shoulder. “So even if you select a bog-standard human to serve you, you can make them a little more exotic.”

“I wasn’t thinking about that,” I protested. “I’m just trying to figure out who would be the best on merit.”

“Mmh hmm,” Mariah purred, chuckling in my ear. “As long as that merit
 is what makes your dick happy, right?”

I didn’t want to talk about that at the moment. The last thing I needed was to be seen walking around Vellum with an uncomfortable erection.

“Tell me about merit,” I said, imbuing my words with the force of command. “You’re a succubus, and I’ve seen you fight and
 do magic. Kyoko is a thief. What else do I need to be successful?”

It distracted her from my cock - at least for the moment. “Kyoko is very low level,” Mariah said dismissively. “Should we find her here, it would be best to train her up a bit before contact with the enemy. If you were capable of relinquishing her, I’d suggest we find a replacement, but since we can’t…”

“I wouldn’t, in any case,” I said, stepping around a fish cart. This part of the thoroughfare was the heaviest trafficked, with stalls on both sides. Carriages and wheelbarrows cut through the thick, well-packed mud around us as we walked. “Kyoko is mine
, Mariah. I don’t give up what’s mine.”

The succubus looked pleased. “You sound like your predecessor, my Lord.”


That gives me an idea.
 “What did he
 specialize in?”

The question caught Mariah off-guard. “Darek?” she asked, pitching 
her voice low so as not to be heard. “Besides Corruption, he was a wielder of powerful magic, Master. A Warlock.”

I thought it over for a moment. “That sounds good to me,” I reasoned. “I like throwing fireballs, at least. Maybe I’ll fill that role in our party.”

“I’m something of a jack-of-all-trades,” Mariah said, giving me a pleased nod at the suggestion. “Although being your First, my power is greater than it normally would be.”

“Makes sense.”

“If we’re successful in corrupting Necessity,” she continued, “she’ll no longer be a Paladin. With the steps she’s taken along the Path, she would most likely transform into a Fighter or an Assassin: a fearsome melee warrior, in other words. She will provide considerable muscle in tandem with our magic.”

That left one Follower to go. “Do you think we could use a second?” I wasn’t sure about the classes - maybe one Fighter and one Assassin would be good. “If we could grab another Virago Shieldmaiden, should we use the Touch to turn her to our cause?”

Mariah looked thoughtful. “Darek did
 prefer the Virago for his inner circle,” she mused. “That might be - my Lord, look out…!”

She grabbed my shoulder and pulled me away just in time. A large horse-drawn carriage thundered down the center of the street, heedless to whoever might be in its way. It had almost run me over.

“Damned nobility,” Mariah growled, spitting into the dirt. “Think they own everything…”

The carriage was so large and splendid that it stood out, like a sports car parked in the middle of a bunch of go-karts. Tapestries covered each side of it, emblazoned with a coat-of-arms. Two men rode ahead of it, and two men behind, each wearing armor fastened from leather and chainmail. They carried wicked-looking swords emblazoned with the same logo as the tapestries.

“Who’s that?” I asked, craning my neck. “Must be someone important-”

A head peeked out of the carriage window. Time stood still.

She was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. And having spent considerable time in the company of Necessity and Mariah, that was saying something. I only caught a flash of her long blonde hair and perfect face as she glanced around the crowded square, but instantly I knew: this was the woman I wanted.

I had to have her. Who was she? What did she do? Was she any good in a fight? These things weren’t important. I wanted
 
her. I needed to own
 her.

“That’s our last Follower,” I growled, following the carriage with my eyes. “That woman is going to kneel to me, Mariah.”

For a moment, the succubus stared at the carriage in confusion. Then she tossed back her head and laughed, so loudly that some nearby peasants watching the procession gave a start.

“That, my Lord, is the absolute worst
 person you could choose for your party - or your harem. That is Princess Reina.”


“Reina
,” I whispered, rolling the word over my tongue like I was already moaning it between her thighs. Without a moment’s hesitation, I reached out and scanned the carriage. I had to know more about her - I had to know everything
.

A box appeared over the conveyance, with scant information. Reina must have been high-level enough to hide some of her details:

Name: Reina

Level: <UNKNOWN>

Current Ability Points: <UNKNOWN>

Current Alignment: Chaotic Evil - Princess of the Duchy of Byratz, Highest of Vellum

What I saw made me freeze in my tracks. The level and Ability Points being hidden didn’t make any difference to me, but Reina was Chaotic Evil
? How? She was the Princess - clearly, she was in charge of not just this city but the area surrounding it, as well. Why would the citizens of Vellum willingly submit themselves to the rule of someone evil?

I was just about to ask Mariah that when the carriage stopped.

The princess’ face emerged from the side again. At the same time, the guards in front and behind hopped down from their horses, drawing their swords. Reina scanned the thoroughfare, her face screwed up into an expression of pure, unadulterated hatred.

“Craig?” Mariah was so surprised that she actually dropped the honorifics for once. “What did you just do?”

 

“I just scanned her,” I said, taking a step backwards. “What, did I do something wrong?”

Mariah’s eyes bugged out of her head. “You scanned
 the Princess of Vellum!?”

Suddenly a high, clear voice rang out over the street. “There he is! Arrest the brigand who dared
 touch me!”

I hadn’t touched anyone. But clearly, scanning the nobility was an off-limits activity. The guards surrounding Princess Reina’s carriage came thundering towards us, swords at the ready.

“Can we take these guys?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

Mariah threw me behind herself. “I’ll hold them off,” she yelled, her form shimmering in the daylight. “Run, Master! Run!”

I ran.


Chapter Fourteen

You wouldn’t think a city like Vellum would have a proper dungeon. And as it turned out, it didn’t.

A beam of sunlight slowly traveled across the floor of the cell, illuminating dust motes in the early morning haze. I sat up, rubbing my back in pain at what passed for a bed, and rose to face yet another day.

This was the third day since Princess Reina’s guards rode me down. The last thing I remembered before the darkness came in was the sound of footsteps behind me, then mud rising up to meet me as something hard and blunt struck me between the shoulder blades. When I woke up, I was here.

I hadn’t talked to anyone. I had no idea where Mariah was, or if she’d gotten away. I hoped she had.

There was a slot in the door an inch or two above the floor. As if summoned by thought, it opened and a metal tray landed in the dirt, spraying porridge everywhere. It was all they ate around here. It tasted terrible, but the first time I felt myself re-entering that terrible ‘starvation’ state, I chowed down.

With a sigh, I walked across the room and picked up the tray. As I did, something wet and cold splashed me in the back.

“Damn it!” I glanced upwards towards the cell’s windows. This dungeon had been carved out of the rock just above the waterline of the bay, so depending on the tides there was anywhere from zero water to a fuckton
 of water crashing through the bars. Each wave that crested sent salt spray over everything, so that it was impossible to get clean or warm. It made an already miserable situation even worse.

When I looked down, there was wet porridge all over the floor. The wave had knocked the tray out of my hands, spilling it all over the stones.

“Shit. Don’t suppose I could get a refill?” I asked, rapping on the back of the door. There was no answer. “Figures. Ah well, another hungry morning…”

I was just starting to consider scooping up what was left and trying to get it back into the bowl when there was a noise outside. The heavy iron bolt creaked as it was turned back, and the door swung open. A massive slab of a man stood in the doorway, clad in light armor. Not the usual guards I’d been catching glimpses of for the last three days, either - from the way he dressed, this was not someone normally acquainted with filth. He was way too clean for that.

“Here to start the interrogations?” I asked, taking a step away from the door. More water sluiced through the narrow window, soaking me and spoiling my attempt at sounding fierce. “Damn it, who put these fucking prison cells here-”

“I did.” Princess Reina stepped into the room, flanked by yet another massive guard. “Those windows are doing exactly what they’re supposed to do. Making you very, very
 uncomfortable.”

She smiled in a way I instantly disliked. Reina was every bit as beautiful as she’d been looking out from her carriage, but down here in the muck her whole regal affect was somewhat muted. She just looked like another noble-born girl: one with a sadistic streak.

Still, I was smitten. I couldn’t deny that.

“It’s you,” I said, probably looking just as dumb as I sounded. “What’s the Princess of Vellum doing slumming it down here with the prisoners?”

One of the guards raised a fist to strike me. The Princess made a small motion with one of her hands and he snapped back to attention at the last moment, a sour expression on his face.

“Not yet,” Reina purred with a down boy
 gesture. “You scanned me in the middle of the street like I was a common merchant. I thought 
it would only be fair for me to return the favor.”

As the last syllable left her lips, I felt the familiar tingle of a scan worm its way down my spine. “You could have just asked,” I said, gritting my teeth. Shit, I hope she’s not high-level enough to see through my deception magic-


“Craig,” the Princess said. She sounded a little disappointed. Relief flooded my chest. Oh thank God, she doesn’t know
. The spell Mariah had taught me to hide my true name was holding - when Reina looked over my head, all she saw was Craig.

“Yeah,” I said, crossing my arms. “That’s me. Look, I’m really sorry I scanned you, Princess. I didn’t know it wasn’t allowed-”

“Silence,” the Princess said, cutting me off with a gesture. She resumed reading the invisible box next to my head, poring over it like this was a job interview and it was my resume. “Seems very basic. Junior mage, only a couple of levels under your belt...shit, most of my peasants have more to offer than you…”

I knew I should be happy that she was only seeing the bullshit I’d thrown up via deception magic. Instead, her belittling grated on me.

“I’m new
,” I growled, provoking Reina and her guards to stare at me strangely. “New in town, I mean.”

Reina cocked her head to the side with a frown. “So you are,” she said, squinting her eyes. “Then why is it that I feel like I’ve seen you before?”

“I can’t help you there,” I shot back. Yet I understood what Reina was feeling - more, I think, than I would’ve liked to have admitted. There was definitely something going on between us - something deeper than just the chance meeting of a noble-born woman and a guy who happened to be the newest version of an evil monster.

The more I looked at Reina, the more I realized I felt like I’d seen her
 before, too. Why was that?

My cock throbbed to life against my thigh. It was a struggle to conceal it from the guards - although they were probably packing the same thing under their armor. Reina was hot
, no doubt about it. Her crazy eyes and sadistic demeanor just made her seem more haughty and untouchable.


I want this woman,
 I thought. She’s so close. I could take her right here…


“Come a little closer,” I said, beckoning her. “Get a good look, and maybe you’ll remember…”

My voice had a soothing, hypnotic quality. For a moment, Reina did 
exactly what I said. She leaned forward, swaying gently as she took a step across the cell.

Then a guard’s mailed fist came down on her shoulder, keeping her from closing the gap.

“Best to stay away, my lady,” the guard said gruffly. “We don’t know how dangerous this man is.”

Reina’s tongue flickered across her lips. There were spots of color on her cheeks as she stared at me, as if she herself was shocked by how quickly she’d almost fallen under my spell. I had no idea I could influence people that way. I watched her breasts rise and fall faster beneath the fabric of her dress as she struggled to master herself.

“Yes, well,” she said, turning away. “Turns out you’re not much to look at, peasant. I had thought to perhaps free you from this cell, but I think a good long stay here would do you some good. It would certainly make you cleaner.”

She was already heading back to the entrance of the cell. The guards both looked relieved, glad to finally put this unpleasant errand behind them. A few more seconds and Reina would slip away. I’d probably never see her again. Fuck, I should’ve wanted
 to never see her again - but I didn’t. Instead, I wanted more.

“Reina,” I growled, putting every drop of Darek’s power of command into my tone. “Look at me.”

Even the guards couldn’t stop her when I spoke like that. She froze in the doorway, turning wide eyes upon me like a deer in headlights. For a moment all her regal demeanor fell away and she was just a woman: a beautiful, fertile woman, gazing into the eyes of a man who held her attention completely.

I decided to milk this to the hilt.

“You know the things I can do to you,” I growled, letting the heat I felt inside shade my words. “Take me back to your palace, Princess. Let me show you exactly how you deserve to be treated…”

Shocked gasps came from both of the guards. Reina didn’t even hear them. She only had eyes for me.

For long, tremulous moments, I was certain she was going to say yes. She’d nod, and even the guard’s objections wouldn’t keep me from being freed. We go back to whatever mansion she rented in the city, and I’d finally make her mine.

I was so sure of myself. Maybe that’s what broke the spell. Because a moment later, a look entered Reina’s eyes that I’d never seen before.

Picture a medieval executioner. Not the kind that wears a hood - those are always half-ashamed of their jobs, worried that their fellow men will judge them. Those people have consciences. No, picture a torturer. A sadistic monster who lives to make other human beings scream.

That was what I saw reflected in Reina’s eyes. Good lord - she was
 Chaotic Evil! How did the rest of her people not see it? Or did they just not care that their ruler was completely insane?

“Deny this one food,” she said, tossing the words over her shoulder. “No meals or water until he reaches the starvation stage.”

Panic flared in me. “You can’t do that,” I protested, trying and failing to gain the upper hand on Reina with my words. “I’m a human being! I need to eat-”

“Once you’re good and hungry,” Reina purred, turning back to me, “then I’ll return. I’m going to have fun breaking you, peasant. The scan was one thing, but you’re going to regret ever saying words like that to your lawful ruler…”

I couldn’t even imagine what getting broken
 by Reina might entail. My mind went to the lessons I’d had in high school about the Spanish Inquisition: people stretched on racks, burned with flaming hot coals…


She’ll probably make that look quaint
, I realized. 
She’s got magic to work with, after all
.

Before I could respond, the heavy door slammed shut. Leaving me alone, with no porridge and no hope of getting food. The only water I’d be seeing until Reina chose to return would be filled with salt.

I had no illusions. By the time the Princess walked back into my cell, I’d be a very different man. I’d felt what even a short period in the starvation state did to me - being kept there for days would exhaust me, leaving me completely helpless before Reina. There was clearly something
 between us, but by the time I saw her again I’d be in no condition to take advantage of it. She probably wouldn’t even see me as a sexual being - just something to beat and torture until her psychopathic urges were satisfied…

“I’m screwed,” I growled, tugging at the door of my cell. It shook in the frame, budging less than an inch. “I’m fucking screwed!”

The sound of conversation filled the hallway a few minutes later. At first I thought Reina had gotten a wild hair and decided to come back for a little more psychological torture. When I looked through the bars of my cell, though, I saw a very different set of guards. These guys clearly worked in the dungeon - what they had on could barely even be classified as armor. Between them, they carried a new prisoner.

The door opposite mine opened with a creak, and the two men tossed the prisoner inside. I craned my neck, trying to see who it could be. Mariah? Who was I kidding - the chances of that were zilch. I was probably never going to see my gorgeous succubus again.

“There we go,” the first guard grunted, looming in the doorway. “You’re not getting fed until tomorrow, kitty. That’ll teach you to bite us!”


Kitty
? I thought, my mouth dropping open. No fucking way…


The guard moved - revealing a catgirl sitting on her ass in the center of the cell. It was hard to make out her features in the shadows, but there was no mistaking the eyes. They glowed with that distinctive green light - the shade of the portal that brought me here. The color of my magic.

She glanced up - and saw me staring at her from across the cells. Instantly her demeanor did a one-eighty.

“Master!” the catgirl giggled, springing to her feet. “Holy shit it’s you! Oh, I’ve been looking all over for you!”

The second guard glanced at me over his shoulder. “Master
? Gods, this one’s totally cracked.”

“Leave her,” the first said, fitting a key in the lock. “She ain’t going nowhere…”

The heavy iron door slammed shut, and Kyoko was trapped. Just like me.


Chapter Fifteen

Kyoko, as it turned out, was a very
 good thief.

As soon as the guards left, her face filled the tiny square in the top of her cell door. “Master!” she purred, sounding more like a cat than she had back in the forest. “Where have you been!? I’ve been so lost and alone without you!”

I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t even been looking for Kyoko. She’d found me.

“Stay right there,” I said, standing on tiptoes to look through the bars. “I’m going to scan you.”

A wide grin spread across her face. “Of course
, Master! You can look at me whenever you like! I wish I could show you a little bit more
, but this window is awful small…”


Of course,
 I realized. I haven’t bound her to me physically yet the way I have with Mariah. She must be aching for it
. It made me feel a little bad how frustrated Kyoko must have been with the Touch coursing through her and no way to relieve her new obsession with me.

The scan appeared just in front of the cell door, as if for convenience. There wasn’t a lot for it to show me, but all of it was good.

“You’ve gained a few levels,” I said, laughing happily. I had my Follower back - even if two doors and a bunch of guards were holding us apart. “What happened to you after the campfire, Kyoko?”

She told me. After the fight in the forest, she’d wandered around hunting for me for days. By the time she picked up my trail, Heatherhill was already in flames. She’d just arrived in Vellum, hungry and exhausted, and had completely failed to steal herself some refreshment from one of the local markets.

“Those guards were dicks,” she snarled, her eyes flashing at her own rudeness. “I tried explaining to them that I was a member of the Corruption Lord’s team, but they weren’t hearing it. I mean, this whole region rightfully belongs to you
, Master! How dare they try to keep food from us!”

“Yeah, well, the person who is
 in charge doesn’t like me very much,” I said. Briefly, I gave Kyoko an overview of what had happened with Mariah and I since we’d parted. She listened attentively, nodding and laughing and reacting with shock at every exciting part of the story.

“Wow!” she purred when I was finally done. “Sounds like you’ve had 
quite the time, Master!”

“You’re right,” I said. Until I’d laid the journey out like that, I didn’t realize exactly how much more awesome my life had become since falling through that portal. “Too bad we’re going to be stuck here for a while. Reina’s going to wait until I start to starve, then torture me. It won’t be pretty, I wager.”

Kyoko’s feline eyes narrowed. “Oh no she won’t
,” the catgirl hissed. “I’m getting you out of here before that happens.”

I couldn’t stop myself from laughing. It was rude, but still. “How are you going to do that, kitty?” I asked, shaking my head. “These doors are pretty thick.”

Kyoko scoffed and rolled her eyes. “These doors? Are shit
.” She grabbed the bars of her cell, poking her slender head through and batting her eyelashes at me. “May I spend my Ability Points, Master?”

My mind reeled. Kyoko had gained several level-ups since the Touch had infiltrated her mind - to not have spent the Ability Points that came with them wasn’t just a burden, it was practically suicidal.

“You really haven’t spent any?” I asked, aghast.

 

She looked offended at the question. “I would never dare
 
without Master’s approval,” she said with a wink. “Everything about me belongs to you now, Master...everything
. My body, my soul...even my meows!
”

As if proving the point, she arched her back and let out a long, feline growl. She sounds like she’s in heat,
 I realized. Fuck, wasn’t she pretty much always
 in heat now?

“If you’ve got some way of spending those points that will get us out of here, then make it so,” I said eagerly. Leaning forward as much as I dared, I checked both sides of the hallway for any signs the guards were coming back. Having had their fun, it seemed like they were uninterested in us for the moment.

“Yes, Master!” Kyoko disappeared behind the door, and I heard the sounds of humming as she scrolled through her menus. “Just dump a couple points into this stat, unlock this ability, and...ha!” She jumped up in triumph, only her ears rising to the level of the narrow window. “Done!”

“Great!” My brows furrowed in confusion. “What did you do?”

Kyoko reached through the grate - and dropped something through. It was a narrow wedge of metal, suspended by a length of wire so thin as to be almost transparent. It hit the floor, bouncing with a tinkle, 
and stilled.

“Hang on,” the catgirl said, one eye peering through the bars. “I haven’t practiced this, Master. I hate you having to see me at anything other than my best…”

“Kitty, if you’re going to get me out of this cell, I don’t much care how
 you do it.” I kept looking down the hall, expecting guards to show up at any moment. “If you’re going to get that thing into the lock, you’d better start pulling it back…”

Kyoko laughed. “Not necessary, Master! Your kitty has magic to take care of that!”

As she spoke, I realized what she was talking about. The piece of metal was in the midst of lifting itself
 off the floor, vibrating like it was filled with a strong electrical current. Suddenly it snapped towards the lock as if it were magnetized. The bolt clicked, the door swung open, and Kyoko stood before me.

She was dressed more or less the same as she’d been in the forest. Leather over fur; although there was a lot less of it this time around. She’d either discarded parts of her armor or lost them in fighting along the route to Vellum; to the point that she was basically wearing a pair of daisy dukes and a backless top. She didn’t seem to mind in the least, though - she did a little twirl as she exited the cell, 
showing off her body and flexing her tail.

“See! Kitty’s a good thief for Master!” A noise made her turn, dropping into a crouch. “Oh no, it sounds like they’re coming…”

“Hurry up and get me out of here!” I shouted. The last thing I needed was for Kyoko to spend so much time pouting and preening that the guards were able to beat her into submission. “Do that trick again, quick!”

“Silly! I don’t need to.” Kyoko leaned over and the door swung open. “It’s just a lever on this side. You’re free, Master!”

The sound of approaching footsteps turned into shouts. Two guards stood at the end of the hallway, staring at us in shock. That surprise wouldn’t last for long - in a couple of seconds, they’d sound the alarm.

“Right,
” I growled, pointing at the one nearest Kyoko. I only hoped she knew I meant attack that one
, not that’s the one I’m going to attack
.

My hands opened, and Flame Blast shot out. It wasn’t much, but it caught the leftmost guard completely in the face, smothering the call to arms he was about to shout. I raced forward, searching for a rock or something in the hallway I could use to bash his face in.

Then Kyoko pounced and made all of it unnecessary.

She was on the guard in a flash, her claws extended like vicious little razors. There was a slash and the man toppled, clutching helplessly at his throat as blood gouted from the wound. The guard I’d hit with my fireball barely had time to bat the flames from his face before Kyoko pulled out a dagger and swung. It hit its mark, and the man sank to his knees with a whimper.

I stared at the two guards, cut down in a matter of seconds. “Holy shit,” I whispered, watching them in mingled awe and horror. “I definitely made the right choice adding you to my team, Kitty.”

Kyoko giggled and struck a pose, as if she weren’t
 covered in the blood of two men she’d just killed. “Thanks, Master!” she said brightly, cupping her chin cutely.

I glanced back towards the open cell. “Where’d you get the dagger?” I asked. “I thought they stripped us before throwing us in those cells…”

Kyoko put a finger to her lips and bent over, sticking her ass in the air. “Kitty has secrets
,” she purred. “Once we get out of here, I’ll be happy to show you where I hid it, Master…”

I swallowed hard. Something about the way she kept on preening 
and flirting with me was more than a little weird under the circumstances. I reached down and felt one of the guards, wincing a bit at the blood. This one hadn’t even managed to get his sword out of its scabbard; I tugged it free and rolled him back over.

“You killed both of these men without a moment’s hesitation,” I said, looking at Kyoko in a new light. “You really will do anything I command you, won’t you?”

She nodded. “Duh
!” A little giggle broke from her lips. “Your kitty will gladly kill for you, Master. If we run into any more guards on the way out, just say the word!”


Hopefully not
, I thought, glancing at the sword in my hand. But if we do, it’s good to know I’m covered.
 “Let’s go.”

Fortunately for both my sense of morality and Kyoko’s clothing, we didn’t run into any more trouble on the way out of the prison. Our section of cells were right next to the exits, and the two men we’d killed seemed to be the only ones on shift. I emerged blinking into the light, shielding my eyes from the sun with the back of my hand. Kyoko was right behind me, holding out a belt for me to tie my sword with.

“Great,” I said, fastening the blade. “Where in the city are we? I’ve got to figure out where Mariah might have gotten off to…”

 

“Kitty knows a place,” Kyoko purred, grabbing my hand. “Come this way!”

She led me down winding streets, avoiding crowds whenever possible. In the slums we might have been able to pass for some of the less-fortunate residents of Vellum, but out here in the commercial district we stood out like the weirdos we were.

We reached a narrow, shaded alley between two buildings and Kyoko hustled me inside. The sound of foot traffic grew muffled as we headed deeper into the shadows.

“What is this place?” I asked, expecting a secret lever or something similar. Something leading to a hideout where we could regroup.

Kyoko shrugged. “Just an alley, Master. I came in here for privacy.”

I turned around slowly. “Privacy? For what…”

Kyoko was topless. Her firm, perky breasts were coated in a thin sheen of sweat. Her pearly white fangs nibbled her lips nervously as she watched my reaction.

“For this
, Master.” She came forward, nuzzling against me in a way that was part housecat, part fuck me now
. “I’ve been waiting for you to fuck me since the moment I saw you. Don’t make me wait any 
longer, nyah! Please, please let me serve you…”

My gaze traveled to the street. It was far away, the narrow square of light so tight that anybody passing by wouldn’t be able to see us unless they stepped into the alley. Was I really bold enough to do this? Fuck Kyoko right out in public?

Her fingers closed on my bulge, and all my doubts ceased. Fuck yes
 I was going to do this. I couldn’t fucking wait.

“You’re sure you want this?” I growled, hiking up her short skirt. “It’s not going to be slow or sweet, if that’s what you were thinking. Mariah taught me how to treat my Followers. I’m going to pin you up against those stones and fuck you senseless.”

Her eyes filled with desire. “That’s exactly what I want, Master! Give my hot little kitty the pounding it deserves…”

My hands went to Kyoko’s ass, and suddenly I was pushing her into the wall. She melted in my arms, locking her legs behind me as she welcomed me into her heat. Her nimble fingers tugged at my breeches, working to free my cock as it pressed into her soft, dripping channel…

“Master, I…” Kyoko glanced up at me and trailed off, her eyes filled with sudden horror. “Look out!”

But it was already too late. A hand covered my mouth from behind, pulling me into the darkness.


Chapter Sixteen

For a moment, I was sure I was dead. Then I was equally sure that Kyoko was about to pounce on this person and tear them to shreds, and I was going to end up with my clothing covered in blood. I closed my eyes and waited for one or the other to happen.

Instead, everything stopped. The hand stayed at my mouth, but the person behind me made no moves to strike.

“Come with me,” a rich female voice intoned. “Everything’s ready for you, my Lord. I might be able to get the cat in the door, too - but she’ll probably have to climb in through a window.”

Wait. That voice. Calling me ‘my lord’
...

I sprang forward, no longer surprised that my mystery assailant let me go. “Mariah!?” I whirled on the succubus, tucking my cock into my pants. “Geez, you sure took your sweet time in finding me!”

“And you showed up at the worst possible time,” Kyoko grumbled.

Both women stilled, and the air thickened between them. For a moment their green eyes flashed in tandem, a spark of knowledge and understanding passing between my two Followers. If these were 
two women who’d discovered they were sharing the same man back on Earth, there’d be a fight, but the rules were clearly different here.

Kyoko gave a little curtsy, and Mariah nodded graciously in response. So there’s no question of who’s who in the pecking order,
 I thought, watching the subtle way Kyoko’s body language shifted around the succubus. No wonder Mariah made such a big deal out of being my right-hand servant…


“I don’t hold it against you,” Kyoko purred, giving Mariah a generous smile.

“I know,” the succubus said.

Now I was confused. “Wait? Know what?”

It was Mariah who answered. “Technically, you used the Touch on Kyoko before you did it to me,” she explained, her arms crossed beneath her ample breasts. Now that I had a good look at her, she was wearing a gown that made her look like a minor noble. It fit her frame like a second skin, showing off her curves. “So she has seniority. But I’m her boss.”

“Oh.” My gaze flickered between the two women. “I can see how that might cause friction.”

“Not at all.” Mariah dismissed it with a wave of her hand, as if all the matters of the heart were that simple. “In fact, I’d be glad to let you and your new plaything finish what you started. I’ll even join in. But we need to get off the streets first - they’re not safe for you, my Lord.”

“Yeah, you said something about Kyoko climbing through a window.” I glanced back at the catgirl, who looked more than ready to fuck me or climb a building at my command. “Kinda hoping you were joking about that part…”

Mariah gave me an enigmatic smile. “No climbing will be necessary. As long as your newest Follower keeps a low profile, that is.”

Kyoko straightened. “I can do that. As long as you’re leading us somewhere safe?”

Mariah gestured at the mottled square of light at the end of the alley. “Safe? Oh, kitty - we’re going to the safest place in the entire city. Never fear.”

The succubus led us past rows of bars, restaurants and darker establishments whose crudely carved signs held obscene logos offering sex and drugs. From the number of people streaming in and out, this last category was by far the most popular.

People tended to stop in the street and stare as she passed. I didn’t blame them: in her gown of rich purple silk, fringed with ermine and marten, she was clearly way above the paygrade of the average Vellum commoner. When they saw the catgirl and the severe-looking man flanking her, their looks turned to leers.

“They think I’m a noblewoman slumming it for some illicit fun,” Mariah explained, tossing the words over her shoulder loud enough for passerby to hear. “Wouldn’t they know it, they’re closer to the truth than they think…”

I didn’t feel comfortable in this environment. Or maybe it was that I felt too
 comfortable.

Either way, the sensation of eyes upon us didn’t last long. We were rapidly moving from the lowest stratum of the city to its uppermost, making a journey in a few minutes walk that took most residents their entire life to achieve - if they did at all. The ramshackle wood and brick buildings gave way to smooth marble, to residences that stood three-and-four storeys. Stately columns and complicated frescoes were the clear architectural preference of the well-heeled set - every large mansion we walked past had them in abundance. Finally Mariah led us to a building even larger and more extravagant than the ones surrounding it. A set of steep stone stairs led up to the entrance: at the top, a doorman stood lounging in fancy robes.

“Here we are,” Mariah said, nodding upwards. “The whole fourth floor is ours, Master.”

I stared up - and up, and up
. This was the largest house I’d seen in this world by far. If you’d asked me to guess who lived there, I would’ve probably picked Princess Reina. It certainly wouldn’t have been us.

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” Behind me, Kyoko let out squeals of delight at the sight of our new abode. “How’d you convince them to give you a suite in this place?”

The doorman noticed us with a start. He walked swiftly to the top of the stairs, beckoning us upwards with a smile. “Ah, the Comtesse! Please, madame
, right this way…”


Comtesse?
 I mouthed, my eyebrows shooting all the way to my hairline.

Mariah just grinned at me. By the time she turned back around, facing the doorman, her face and body language had completely changed. She strode through the front door like she owned the whole place, sparing the doorman little more than a sniff as we followed her inside. The man made puppy dog eyes at Mariah as he passed, then watched Kyoko and I with naked jealousy.

Once we were in the lobby, Mariah let a bit of her guard down. “Of course. Haven’t you ever heard of the Comtesse d’Lyonesse?”

“Not in the slightest,” I said. Everywhere I looked, there was luxury beyond anything I’d seen on Earth outside of the movies. If this had been a hotel back home, only the rich and famous would’ve been able to stay there. “What’s that?”

“Lyonesse is a province very far from here - almost in another Realm.” Mariah gave me a smug smile over her shoulder. “The Comtesse is famously reclusive, although she’s known as a great beauty. One with rich, flowing red hair.”

“So she’s real.” Mariah’s nod let me know I hit the mark. “Does this person know she’s paying our rent?”

Mariah laughed. “Oh, it’s all smoke and mirrors. Besides, by the time the bills come due, we’ll be long gone. Hopefully with a few new demon girls in tow, Master.”

Both Mariah and Kyoko looked eager at the prospect of expanding my harem. I shared in their enthusiasm, but unlike the two of them, there was only one woman on my mind I wanted to dominate.

“That Princess,” I said firmly. “We’re taking her with us when we leave Vellum. Her and Necessity, too.”

“Funny you should mention our pointy-eared friend,” Mariah said. “I have some news on that front. Let’s get some privacy first. Our suite is right over here…”

We reached the door and Mariah produced a key from deep in her cleavage. Wiggling her eyebrows suggestively at me, she made a show of forcing it in the lock several times, moaning as she turned it back and forth. Her voice was reaching a fevered pitch when I decided to act.

“Okay, that’s enough,” I growled, grabbing her wrist. “Stop disobeying.”

It was like I’d slapped her in the face. Mariah went sober in an instant, her gown shimmering from rich silk to a mini-dress more like what the girls in the outdoor brothels were wearing. Was that her knee-jerk reaction when she made me mad - to offer me sex?

“I’m sorry, Master,” she said, sounding chastened. “Let me show you around and fix you a drink.”

“Geez, I’m sorry,” I said, stepping into the room a moment after Mariah and Kyoko. “I didn’t mean to overreact, babe.”

The corner of Mariah’s mouth turned up in a smirk. “Master, don’t ever
 feel bad that you had to correct me. Sometimes bad girls like 
me act out just so we’ll have an excuse to get punished.”

Blood rushed between my legs. “Is that
 what you were trying to do, servant?”

Mariah giggled and thrust out her chest, as if to say duh, just look at me!
 “Of course, Master. It’s been days since you last recharged my batteries. And
 you walked in here with a brand-new Follower, so clearly I have to step up my game to keep being your favorite.”

The suite was just as awesome as the rest of the building. There were two large beds in the bedroom, but we were only going to need the one. I made a mental note to push them together - once we had more girls, we were definitely going to need the space.

I slid a hand around Mariah’s waist. “Babe, you have nothing to worry about on that score,” I growled, nibbling at her neck. “Do you have any
 idea how bad I missed you while I was behind bars?”

“Ohhh, I can imagine,” Mariah panted. Her chest rose and fell faster the more I nibbled and groped her. That minidress really did just barely cover her: it was so wispy and clingy that every curve of her breasts was clearly visible, and it didn’t even go down completely over her ass. “Say. You haven’t actually consummated things with your new Follower, have you?”

I’d been so into Mariah that I’d almost forgotten Kyoko. The catgirl was perched in a chair on all fours, watching us eagerly. Her tail swished back and forth like she was about to be offered a treat.

“Kyoko,” I growled, seizing the moment. “Go push those beds together.”

“Yes, Master!” She sprang right to it, wiggling her ass back and forth like she knew I’d be staring at it. Which I was.

I turned my attention back to Mariah. “While she’s doing that, tell me about Necessity. What did you find out?”

 

“I almost thought you’d forgotten in your...eagerness,” Mariah murmured. The succubus looked more like she wanted to drop to her knees than dictate the results of her intelligence gathering, but she held it together at my command. “Word around the docks is that a certain elf-eared warrior arrived in town this morning. What’s truly
 curious about the news is that, less than twelve hours after setting foot in Vellum, she’s already secured a late-night tea meeting with Madame Orchid.”

“Who’s Madame Orchid?” Behind me, Kyoko grunted as she slid one of the heavy beds across the room. She had to turn around and bump it with her butt, using all her weight to slam it over an inch at a time.

“Madame Orchid is the owner and proprietress of The Orchid’s Den

 - the most exclusive brothel in Vellum.” Mariah pursed her lips. “Not a terribly clever name, however.”

“Huh,” I said, thinking it over. “Now that is
 interesting. What’s a member of the ultra-lawful Virago Shieldmaidens doing hanging out with hookers? Much less taking tea with their boss?”

“Honestly? I have no idea.” Mariah ran her hands up and down my sides like she still couldn’t believe I was really here. Desire flashed in her eyes. “I would very much like to find out, however. To that end, I’ve managed to secure us an invitation.”

“To a brothel!?” I knew Mariah was an understanding girl - but I hadn’t expected her to be that
 understanding.

“It’s known that Comtesse d’Lyonesse is a woman of certain...preferences. Don’t worry, no one will bat an eye if a member of the nobility brings a male lover with her into the Orchid’s Den.”

“I wasn’t worried.” I glanced into the bedroom, where Kyoko had just finished setting up the bed. “What about her?”

“The catgirl? I don’t think I can get her in the door.” Mariah leaned forward, pressed her breasts against me, and growled. “But you’re 
going to tire her out before we go, aren’t you?”

 

My hands slid down to Mariah’s ass. “Are you going to help me?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “Oh, Master
,” my succubus purred. “I don’t think you’d be able to stop me from joining in on the fun.”

“I could,” I said smugly, lording my superiority over her. “But I won’t. Let’s go make this catgirl scream, babe.”

Together, we walked into the bedroom, ready and eager for some fun.


Chapter Seventeen

By the time Mariah and I joined Kyoko, the latter was on all fours on top of the bed. With the mattresses pushed together, it was now large enough to easily fit seven or eight people, as long as they didn’t mind getting up close and snuggling.

Kyoko wiggled her tail suggestively back and forth, giving me a look that was almost nervous. “Nice and comfy, Master,” she purred, patting the mattress next to her. “Lie down?”

I did. The mattress was so unbelievably soft. I could get used to luxury like this
, I thought. Hell, if I really did become the next Darek, I’d probably live like this all the time. What a life that would be…

I gestured for Kyoko to come snuggle up next to me. Then I turned to Mariah.

“That form doesn’t suit you,” I grunted. “Take it off and come join us.”

Mariah shimmered for a moment, her human form fading. A few seconds later, a gorgeous demoness stood before her. Underneath her fancy robes and haughty demeanor, Mariah was the same old succubus. She was naked, too, which I definitely appreciated.

“You really like me better this way, don’t you?” The succubus gave me a strange look as she climbed into bed. “You really are
 him. The Lord of Corruption…”

“I’ve definitely corrupted both of you,” I agreed heartily. “Come here, demon girl. Let me taste those lips…”

Mariah leaned over and kissed me, one oven-warm leg snaking over my own. Her tail whipped gently against me as her mouth opened, her tongue sliding into my mouth. My hand found her hair, then her horns, tugging her closer as I devoured her.

There were whimpers behind me. When I glanced over my shoulder, Kyoko had stripped down to her panties and was rubbing herself through the thin fabric. The covers were bunched around her legs, their whiteness contrasting nicely with her tanned thighs.

“You two are so
 hot,” the catgirl mewled, her tongue lolling out of her mouth. “I’m so happy I became your follower, Master. I couldn’t have picked a better guy to give myself to for the first time!”

I froze. My cock had been sliding between Mariah’s legs, seeking her deeper heat, only for me to still. When my eyes opened, Mariah was staring at me with the same shocked look.

“Excuse me?” I rolled over, fixing eyes on the half-naked catgirl. 
“What did you just say?”

“You’re joking, right?” Mariah’s face darkened, as if she expected some kind of prank. “You’re a Rasha. For Gods’ sakes, you people are famed
 for your promiscuity…”

Kyoko’s eyes widened. The glowing green of magic flashed in them for a moment, as if I were compelling her to speak. “Master, your kitty would never
 lie to you! I’d rather die! I’ve never known the touch of a man - I swear!”

I was stunned. But Mariah wasn’t - instead, she was already thinking. A shrewd look spread across the succubus’ face.

“You specifically said a man
.” The demon grinned, waggling her long tongue at the catgirl. “Does that mean you’ve known the touch of a woman?”

A blush rose to Kyoko’s cheeks. She buried her face in the covers to hide it, pulling them up over her lithe body. Only the top of her face was visible, the beginnings of tears beginning at the corners of her eyes.

“Don’t judge me! I didn’t know I was going to be sworn into your service, Master! If I had, I definitely would have learned how to please a man!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Yet at the same time, it was exactly what I wanted to hear.

“Kyoko.” My voice was gravely, shot through with lust. “Come here.”

She came - scooting across the mattress, the lumps of her hips and bust rising and falling beneath the covers. Her body was warm against mine, a thin strip of fur on her side grinding softly against me.

“You are perfect just the way you are,” I said, meaning it. I sat up, giving the two women on either side of me room to get closer. “Why don’t we take this slow, kitty? Give Mariah a kiss for me - show me the kinds of things you got up to before you were mine.”

This was clearly more familiar ground for the catgirl. Puckering up, she leaned over and covered Mariah’s mouth with her own. Both women groaned and panted as they made out in front of me, pawing at each other’s breasts and bellies.


Holy shit,
 I thought, watching my two Followers make out hot and heavy. I am the luckiest man in the world…


They knew it, too. Mariah broke the kiss, giggling to herself as she slid down my body. Kyoko still looked stoned - she traced her lips with her fingertips, tasting them with the tip of her tongue.

“So soft…” the catgirl purred.

“Come down here,” Mariah said firmly. “Help me get Master ready for you.”

At the sight of my cock, Kyoko let out a squeal. It stood straight up, throbbing gently in the cold air of the bedroom suite. I’d gotten nice and hard watching my catgirl and my succubus pleasure each other, and now I was more than ready for some of the same.

“Oh, wow
.” Kyoko joined her between my legs. “It’s so hard
. Does it hurt, Master?”

“Very much,” I grunted. My hips left the bed as Mariah wrapped her tongue around my shaft, hugging it from all sides at once before letting it go. “Fuck, girls, don’t make me wait for it. I need it…”

“I’m going to show you how to make him feel good,” Mariah said matter-of-factly. “Open your mouth, Kyoko.”

She grabbed the back of the catgirl’s head and guided her onto my cock. Kyoko came slowly at first, then more eagerly as she relaxed her throat. The head of my dick disappeared inside of her mouth, then more and more of my shaft with each passing second. She looked so fucking sexy with my cock down her throat that it was a struggle not to come.

“Make your lips tighter,” Mariah instructed. “Go down just like that…”

With her hands and her words, she showed Kyoko exactly how to give me a soft, loving blowjob. I wondered if she was purposely drawing a contrast between the way she
 gave head and the way Kyoko did it, so I could always know which I preferred. For love and devotion, I’d choose the catgirl - for hard, primal face-fucking, my naughty succubus.

Before long I was holding back my load. My cock jerked against the back of Kyoko’s throat, jets of precum filling her mouth as she slurped and sucked.

“I don’t...I don’t think I can hold back any longer,” I groaned. It felt too damn good. “I’m gonna cum…”

Kyoko sucked harder. She reached down and played with my balls, gently squeezing them as she brought me to the peak. Next to her, Mariah watched jealously as the catgirl pushed me into climax.

Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I came. My cock pumped jet after jet of hot, sticky seed down Kyoko’s throat. The catgirl kept right on sucking me, playing with her pussy as she drank down my load.

“Good girl,” I said, slumping against the pillows. “Fuck, that was awesome…”

Kyoko looked like she’d never been so happy. “Thank you, Master,” she purred, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “You taste so much better than I expected! I could suck you like that all day…”

Mariah grabbed her hair roughly. “Save some for the rest of us,” the succubus growled, shoving her tongue in Kyoko’s mouth. The two made out for a few minutes, my first getting as much of my seed from the catgirl’s mouth as she could. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore: I needed to fuck.

“Get on top of him,” Mariah said, giving Kyoko’s ass a spank. “Be a good girl and I’ll make you feel even better while you do it. Ride his dick, Kyoko.”

The catgirl looked nervous. “I’ve never done it before,” she whispered, looking from me to the succubus like a student on the first day of class.

“People have been doing it since the beginning of human history,” Mariah said wryly. “Don’t worry, he’s going to love it. Look
 at your Master, catgirl. See the look in his eyes. He wants you in the worst way.”

“Yes. I do.” I nodded. “C’mere, kitty. Give Daddy what he wants…”

Kyoko straddled me, her tail flicking across my knees. It tickled a bit, and I nearly lost control and started to laugh. That wouldn’t have been a good thing.

Mariah grabbed my cock and guided the head into Kyoko’s folds. Instead of ramming me home, she ground the swollen head up and down her slit, not stopping until the catgirl’s thighs were covered in juice. Kyoko’s legs shook uncontrollably as pleasure infiltrated her, deep meows
 of contentment coming from her throat.

“Oh, Master, fuck
!” I could tell from her voice that Kyoko wasn’t far from the edge. “I want you inside me! Please, please fill my pussy up…!”

I grabbed Kyoko’s hips and thrust upward. My cock impaled her tight, dripping slit, bottoming out inside of her with one smooth stroke. She was so tiny that it bulged
 inside of her body, penetrating so deep that I was right at the entrance to her core.

The catgirl arched her back and howled
 with bliss. Her eyes rolled back in her head, drool trickling down her chin as she struggled to comprehend the things my cock was doing to her inner walls. Her leg kicked out, her tail clenching and unclenching, her ass rocking up and down like she was a little scared to let me go any deeper.

“Does...does it feel good, Master?” Kyoko twitched like she was holding back the mother of all orgasms. “Am I doing it right?”

In response, I dug my fingers into her sides and thrust, hard
. It was too much for her - she unraveled on top of me, one hard pump enough to send her right into the stratosphere. She screamed at the top of her lungs, her inner walls clenching around me in time with her rapid heartbeat as she came.

When she came down from her peak, Mariah was right behind her. The gorgeous succubus seemed to be drinking from her, licking all around her body with her long, sinuous tongue.

“You’re perfect,” the demoness whispered. “How can someone so tiny have so much raw sexual energy?”

Kyoko’s cunt felt amazing - but she wasn’t moving the way I wanted. Orgasm had fried her mind, at least temporarily.

“Uh, babe?” I sat up, shifting my weight. “I think I’d like to be on top for a while. Is it okay if I just hold you down and pound you for a while, kitty?”

Kyoko looked like she’d never expected such wonderful things to happen to her. “Yes, Master! Oh fuck, use me however you want! I’m yours,
 meow!”

Grinning, I flipped Kyoko over. Her ass hit the bed, and instantly my hands were spreading her legs as I prepared to mount her. I could feel the heat rolling off her pussy from the orgasm she’d just had, making everything between those legs tight and wet for me.

“Much better,” I grunted, pressing the head of my cock into her folds. “I can’t wait to come inside you, kitty.”

She grinned up at me, her face filled with love. “Master, I…”

A glazed expression settled on her face. Her green eyes began to glow, as if someone was doing magic to her. Only I wasn’t. Which meant…

Suddenly Mariah was just behind me, her massive tits pressed against my shoulder blades. “Fuck her, my Lord,” the succubus purred. “Pound her little kitty brains out. Bang her so hard she’ll be walking side-to-side for the next week…”

“What are you doing to her?” Kyoko looked like a woman in a trance. From the way she writhed beneath me, whatever magic Mariah had just weaved made her hornier than ever.

“Supervising.” Mariah said it like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Making sure she provides you the pleasure you deserve, my Lord.” There was a wicked smirk in her words. “I’m also playing with 
her fertility a little bit.”

At the word fertility
, a jet of seed sprayed from my cock across her mound. “You mean...she and I...we can…”

“Humans and Rasha are perfectly capable of breeding,” Mariah groaned. “They make beautiful
 babies, my Lord.”

I wasn’t just going to fuck Kyoko - I was going to breed
 her. Was I really ready for that? To take my harem to the next level?

 

My hips shot forward. Another inch of me entered Kyoko’s tight, perfect pussy, and I decided I didn’t care. Things like that were worries for the future. Right now, I was only interested in having as much fun as possible.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, kitty?” Pleasure shot through me as I went balls-deep inside of Kyoko. She was so tight and wet that it was hard to tell where she ended and I began. “You want me to breed you, my precious little feline?”

Kyoko nodded eagerly. She grabbed hold of the headboard, using it as leverage to fuck me back with her hips.

“I would love to have your babies, Master,” the catgirl whimpered. “If you want to breed my fertile little pussy, then that’s what I want, 
too! I belong to you!”

Every thrust inside of Kyoko felt better than the last. I wasn’t going to be able to hold out much longer: the bed shook beneath us as I pumped her pussy with long, powerful thrusts.

“Tell me to cum inside you,” I growled, losing my inhibitions along with my rhythm. “Beg me for it, kitty! Tell me you want to feel me explode inside your pussy!”

“Cum in me,” Kyoko begged, lifting her hips to allow me to thrust even deeper into her. “Pump me full, Master! Make me yours, forever! Turn my very first fuck into my first pregnancy - make me a Mommy…!”

I couldn’t hold back. One more hard thrust, buried as deep as I could inside of her, and the world shattered. The pleasure ebbed from me in strong, dark waves as I erupted inside of Kyoko. Thick ropes of cum filled her channel, headed straight for her fertile womb as I claimed her.

When it was over, I felt like a washrag that had been wrung out to dry. I rolled over, letting both the catgirl and the succubus snuggle up against me. It was the greatest feeling of my life.

“We have a few hours before we’re expected at the Orchid’s Den,” 
Mariah informed me. “Rest now, my Lord. I’ll wake you when it’s time for us to leave.”

Kyoko looked like she was already taking Mariah’s advice to heart. “Thank you, Master,” she purred, licking her lips and yawning. “That was amazing…”

“For me, too,” I said, hugging her tight. “I can’t wait to do it again.”


Chapter Eighteen

“Welcome to the Orchid’s Den.” The girl working the front desk was utterly beautiful, sheathed in skintight red silk, and couldn’t have been less impressed by the two people standing in front of her. “Do you have an invitation?”

We were far from alone. At this time of the evening, the Orchid was in full swing. Mariah and I had been waiting nearly a half-hour in line to reach this point. Outside in the street, commoners with no hope of entry had started a makeshift party, as if they were trying to replicate what they thought the environment was inside. There’d been plenty of glances at Mariah, who was back in her noblewoman illusion - there had been very few at me. Which was exactly how I wanted it.

“Yes.” It was a little strange to see Mariah walking around like she
 was the one in charge, but I allowed it. This evening was all about stealth. “It’s under ‘Comtesse d’Lyonesse’. I should be expected?”

The woman sifted through a large book of names on the table before her with a desultory expression. “Ah, yes,” she said, glancing up at last. “It only says ‘one’ on here, madame.
 The invitation didn’t mention your friend.”

Mariah flashed the woman a wicked smile and grabbed my ass. “He’s with me,” she said lustily. For a moment, she was the very picture of an amoral aristocrat having a night on the town. “I know I should have told you about my paramour beforehand, but I wasn’t sure I’d be able to bring him tonight. I like to play with boys and
 girls, and I know Orchid’s establishment has a reputation. If you want some cock, it’s got to be magic, right?”

The woman let the remark pass. “Two will be acceptable,” she said, making a mark in the book before closing it. “Right this way.”

People in line crowded to get a glimpse behind the door as the woman made to open it. Mariah and I stepped through quickly, the sound of partying from the street muffled by the heavy wooden door.

It was immediately replaced with a whole different kind of revelry.

There was no other way of putting it: The Orchid’s Den was an erotic wonderland. The bar was filled with gorgeous, half-naked girls just waiting for an eager customer. With a start, I realized most of them weren’t human. There were elves, monster girls, women of every conceivable body type and kink lounging about wearing very little in the way of clothing. Everyone here seemed to have already had a few drinks - the atmosphere in the room was charged with both alcohol and lust.

“So,” Mariah giggled, leading me through the high-ceilinged chamber. “You enjoy your first time with the catgirl?”

“Yeah, it was great.” I knew I was gawking, but I couldn’t help it. Every time I thought I’d seen everything, another insane, sexy sight caught my attention. On one of the couches, a woman with scales running down her legs mounted a stout soldier, her reptilian tongue sliding into his ear as she promised him all manner of erotic delights. There was a blurry woman with three wispy reflections surrounding her, two of whom were fingering the third.

“Keep your eyes on the prize,” Mariah reminded me. “We’re here for one particular warrior. These women are beautiful, true, but most of them wouldn’t be much help in a fight. You’ve got to balance their prowess in combat with their erotic potential, and fill your roster with the right balance of both.”

“I know. But it’s hard. Well, I’m
 hard.”

Mariah laughed. “I know. Walking through an establishment like this must feel like entering a buffet with an empty stomach.”

It really, really did. I wanted to grab nearly every woman I saw, use the Touch on her and corrupt her into one of my followers. The possibilities were nearly limitless: I could have any flavor of monster girl or fantasy babe I wanted. But I needed to keep my mind sharp. There was only one
 
woman I was truly searching for here. Necessity.

“Fine. But we’re coming back here later, once all this is over. I want to enjoy this place properly.”

Mariah grinned at me over her shoulder. “We’ll do more than visit, my Lord. Once you’ve conquered this realm, we’ll turn this into one of your vacation houses. You can visit it whenever you want.”

That sounded damned good.

Just past the bar, a woman in a rather severe-looking black coat nodded in our direction. “Ah, the Comtesse,” she said, planting kisses on both of Mariah’s cheeks. I wonder if she knows how many loads I’ve blasted on that face,
 I thought as the woman greeted my disguised succubus. “Enchante
!”

“Likewise,” Mariah purred, settling into her role as noblewoman as easily as thought. “This is my paramour. Both of us would like a playmate for the evening.”

“Certainly.” A canny look entered the woman’s eyes. I understood that unlike pretty much everyone else here, she wasn’t intended as eye candy: her role was to supervise the debauchery. “Just a moment…”

It made me think of Mariah ‘supervising’ Kyoko’s mouth onto my cock, which sent a flush of heat between my legs. Fortunately, the Orchid’s Den was probably the safest place in the whole city to walk around with a boner.

The woman gestured at the stairs. Three women stood near the top, dressed in even more provocative fashions than the girls flitting around the bar. One of them, who appeared to be made of a pink, translucent slime, was wearing nothing at all.

“You sent your preferences ahead of your invitation,” the woman said, indicating the three monster girl prostitutes with a gesture. “You didn’t signal that you were bringing company, however, so I apologize if our selection is...inadequate.”

“Not at all.” Mariah pointed at the third option, the pink slime girl. “We’ll take her. Won’t we, lover?”

She punctuated the statement with an elbow in my ribs. Damn it, she’s enjoying this.


“I’m going to make you pay for that later,” I whispered through my teeth. “Bad girl…”

A little shiver of lust tingled through Mariah. Fortunately, the woman mistook it for eagerness to meet our chosen company.

“Right this way,” she gestured, leading us up the steps and down a long hallway. We passed several doors, each of which came with its own set of pleasurable moans and whimpers. Behind one, the sounds of a whip cracking echoed, and Mariah wiggled her eyebrows at me as if that was the one she’d rather be behind.

Finally the two of us were alone with the slime girl. The room we were in wasn’t nearly as nice as our suite in the city, but it was more than enough for our purposes.

“Hi there,” the slime said, showing a pink smile in a pink face. She was almost the same shade as bubblegum, although you could see right through her. She came nearly up to Mariah’s height, putting her a few inches shorter than me. “So, what was it you wanted tonight?”

Without waiting for us to speak, she began to change
. With a grin, she extended her rippling arms and formed them into a variety of different shapes. Some were clearly obvious in their erotic intent, some were a whole hell of a lot stranger. Towards the end she caught my eye, and a thick cock to match my own formed out of the slime between her legs. It hung between her knees before turning erect and reaching all the way to her breasts. It erupted, spraying pink cum all over her tits that immediately sunk into her body and disappeared.

To say I was stunned would be a major understatement. “Jesus,” I 
groaned, both a little repulsed and a little turned on by the display. “You’re a real Swiss Army knife, aren’t you, girl?”

The slime girl cocked her head to the side. “Who is Jesus? Who is Swiss Army?”

“Uh...nothing you need to worry about,” I said, blushing.

“What he means to say,” Mariah interjected, “is that my lover hasn’t seen one of your kind before. He’s a little surprised by how...flexible
 you can be. In many different ways.”

“Oh!” Her mouth formed an ‘o’ of surprise. “Are you not into that, Sir? I can do other stuff for you, if you want…”

Again, before we could say a word, she altered her body. This time her breasts swelled like melons, going supernaturally perky against her tiny frame. She winked, and a thin slit opened up between the orbs. It was filled with soft, pulsing ridges, along with a thick protuberance like a tongue.

“I’ll give your man a tit-fucking he’ll never forget,” the slime girl giggled. “He’ll be telling his mates about Eri the slime girl for the rest of his life…”

“That is
 impressive,” Mariah said. “But we were actually here for a 
different reason.”

I knew we were. But it was suddenly very, very hard to think. All the things this girl could do to me - it boggled the mind. I was tempted to reach out and use the Touch on her, only I wasn’t entirely sure if it would work on someone who could turn into liquid beneath my fingers…

Eri snapped back into her ordinary form. “Oh, is it a shapeshifter thing? Lots of people pick me because they want me to look like someone else. I do it all the time. See?”

Liquid flowed over her skin, reshaping the contours of her body. In moments, a pink, grinning version of Mariah stared at me, no less beautiful for her slimy composition.

“Is that really how I look?” Mariah started at the sight. “Goodness, I am one hell of a sexy bitch!”

“Could you do someone else?” I blurted, unable to stop myself. “Like, say, Princess Reina?”

Mariah gave me a sharp look, but the slime girl was already in motion. Her hair lengthened, adding blonde highlights to the pink, and by the time my gaze took in the rest of her I was staring at Reina. She’d done an even better job than copying Mariah - probably 
because she’d only seen Mariah once, while the Princess was famous.

“Fuck me,” the slime girl purred, working Reina’s lips around the words. “I want to spread my royal legs for your cock, and use my royal mouth to eat out my Comtesse’s pussy…”

I moved to grab her - Mariah restrained me. “Nope,” the succubus snapped, holding me back from the slime girl with an effort. “We’re actually not here for sex at all, if you can believe it.”

The slime girl’s gaze traveled cooly to me. “I believe that about you, Comtesse,” she said with a wry smile. “He looks ready to leave me a puddle…”

“We’re looking for your Mistress,” Mariah explained. “We understand she’s taking tea tonight with an elf. We’d like very much to have a chat with them both.”

The mention of Necessity refocused my mind on the mission. I shook myself out of Mariah’s grip, her claws no longer compressed around my arm. I brushed the dust off my shoulder and turned to the slime girl, no longer in thrall to my urges.

“You might have seen her,” I said. “Just about my height, wearing gold and white armor. Probably a mean look on her face.”

The slime girl’s eyes went wide with fright. Her already not quite solid form began to tremble.

“What do you want with her? You...you shouldn’t mess with that woman! She’s a terror - all of us are so afraid of her!”

“I know,” I said, “she’s tough. Don’t worry, my friend and I can handle her. Where is she?”

The slime girl was already shaking her head. “That one’s dangerous, sir. All her friends just arrived today, and they look ready to tear someone
 apart. I sure am glad it’s not me.” She paused for a moment, expanding her breasts slightly. “Are you sure
 you two wouldn’t rather party with me?”

Mariah and I shared a look. “Friends,” I said bitterly. “Fuck.”

We were too late. The rest of Necessity’s party had already reached Vellum.

The Virago Shieldmaidens were here.


Chapter Nineteen

“We have to get out of here.” Mariah passed a hand over her body, the illusion that made her look like a human dissolving in an instant. Her horns and tail reappeared as her demonic form reasserted itself. “We’re outnumbered, my Lord. The Virago will tear us apart-”

“No
.” It was one word, delivered with all the force I could muster. “We’re not leaving. Not without Necessity.”

The slime girl was much less surprised at Mariah’s transformation than I had expected. “Goodness, a succubus!” she giggled, sounding not at all displeased at this development. “I’ve always wanted to try my hand at patterning myself after one of those…”

“I’m sorry - you won’t get the chance tonight. We’re leaving.” Mariah’s face brightened a bit with an idea. “Does this building have any secret exits? The kind Madame Orchid might use to smuggle in high-value clients who’d rather not be seen entering a place like this?”

The slime girl crossed her arms beneath her breasts. At least I think she did - they kind of sunk into her torso a bit, so it was hard to tell what was a limb and what was part of her tits.

“As a matter of fact, it does,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “What’s it worth to you?”

Mariah stared open-mouthed at the slime girl. She gave me a can you believe this?
 look, then shrugged. “What do you want?”

Eri thought about it for a moment. “Tell me what you want with this elf girl, for starters.”

“You wouldn’t believe me,” I said. “And if you did, you’d probably try and kill me.”

She grinned from ear-to-ear. “Try me.”

I scoffed. “Okay. I’m Darek the Corruption Lord, and I’m back after a hundred years of exile. I’m here to reconquer the Virago Shieldmaidens and turn them into my harem of wet, brainless sluts, starting with their number-one captain: the pointy-eared bitch who’s been bossing you and the other servants around since she got here. That sound believable?”

You could have heard a pin drop in the room.

“I cannot believe you told her the truth,” Mariah muttered.

There was a pause as Eri took it all in. She leaned forward, squinting. 
“You’re him? But you can’t be…”

Suddenly her eyes widened. It was a disconcerting effect, as the slime girl could make her eyes much bigger than an ordinary human woman’s.

“Holy shit! You really do
 look like him! And you have a Succubus…”

I felt the tingle of a scan wash over me. “I’m using Deception Magic,” I snapped, already tired of having to explain things like this. “It’s just going to tell you I’m Craig. A nobody…”

“It does,” Eri said triumphantly. “And it says she’s
 the First of the Corrupt. A servant of Darek, the Corruption Lord...holy shit. You really are
 back!”

I slammed a hand over her mouth. “I won’t be for long if you don’t keep your voice down! This place is swarming with the fucking Virago…”

I trailed off as my hand sank into the slime girl’s face. Her mouth was wet and warm, and she teased my fingers a bit with her tongue before finally solidifying and letting me go. I stared at my fingers for several long moments, getting myself back under control.

A smirk spread across the slime girl’s face. “What you’re saying is, if I 
don’t help you, both of you are probably dead. Forget using your powers on that elf girl - you won’t make it out of this building without me.”

She had me there. “You’re right,” I admitted. “I’m at your mercy, slime girl.”

She nodded. “Great. I’ll get you out of here - I’ll even help you bring that elf girl to heel. Gods know she deserves it. But there’s something I want in return.”

I sighed. “Name it.”

“Take me with you.”

Mariah and I shared a look. “You’re kidding,” I said, disbelieving. “You know
 who I am. I’m a monster-”

“I’m a monster, too,” Eri said with a watery shrug. “Besides, peep the alignment. I’m Neutral - we get along with good and
 evil characters.”

She’d invited me to scan her, so I did:

Name: Eri

Level: 14

Current Ability Points: 2 (2 unspent)

Current Alignment: Chaotic Neutral – Slime Girl

“I have no idea what that means,” I concluded, closing the floating box, “but if you’ll help me, I’ll gladly repay the favor. But why?”

“It’ll be more fun than spending the rest of my life turning my arms into dicks to pleasure bitchy noblewomen,” the slime girl said with a shrug. “Do I really need more reason than that?”

I thought it over and decided she didn’t. “Fair enough. Where’s Necessity?”

Eri pointed upwards, at the ceiling.

“I thought this was the top floor,” I said, frowning.

“Nope. There’s a secret stairwell to the Madame’s chambers. Your warrior friend will be up there, waiting for her buddies.”

My heart sank into my stomach. “How many buddies are we talking about? In the building, I mean.”

Eri looked from Mariah to me and back again. “Two, I think,” she said. “I’m really not sure. I wasn’t paying that much attention. Sorry.”

“It’s okay.” My eyes traveled back to the door. Facing off against just Necessity was bad enough, but with two more Virago thrown into the mix? Either of whom might very well be an equal to Necessity in speed and strength? We were fucked. And not in the good way. “So how the hell do we get up to this secret floor without attracting unwanted attention?”

“Easy.” Eri flowed across the room, shimmering and swaying like a pillar of water. “We attract some unwanted attention.”

 


“Pardon?”

Eri grinned lasciviously at Mariah. “It’s been a long, long
 time since the Orchid’s Den has played host to a succubus. Take a few steps out there and you’re going to be the most popular thing since the discovery of the orgasm. You’ll be an instant star. Everyone
 will want to get a piece of you. Understood?”

I thought I did. “The crowd will mob Mariah,” I said. “Leaving us free to sneak up to this secret room of yours?”

Eri nodded. “You think you can handle a little adoration, succubus?”

I thought she’d jump at the chance. Instead, Mariah looked strangely reticent. Her claws opened and closed reflexively, her tail slapping at the backs of her calves.

“Really? You think so?” She looked like she’d rather transform back into her noblewoman disguise. “Maybe I should go out there and spill a drink on someone important…”

I smiled. “Mariah, you’re fucking beautiful
,” I said, meaning it. “Go strut your stuff. I command you to have a good time showing off your body.”

It was exactly the push she needed. “Yes, my Lord,” she purred, sashaying towards the door. Her ass swayed back and forth like a runway model, commanding my gaze. I knew every person in this place was going to fall madly in love with Mariah the moment they saw her. “If you insist…”

“Hey.” I reached over and slapped Mariah’s ass. “Don’t forget who you belong to, huh?”

 

She let out a lusty moan. “Never, my Lord. They can look, but can’t touch…”

“Go quick,” Eri said. “Darek, you follow me-”

“Call me Craig,” I said, ducking through the door right behind Mariah. “By the way, Eri? It’s really nice to meet you.”

Eri gave me a pleased smile. “You too,” she said, pointing down the 
hall. “This way.”

I followed her - but at the last moment, I glanced back over my shoulder. Mariah looked more nervous than I’d ever seen her as she strode out into the lobby, but when the crowd exploded in shock, she quickly found her feet.


Go for it, succubus
, I thought, following Eri. Make me proud.


If it weren’t for Eri, I never would’ve found the stairs. They were behind a solid panel in the hallway - in order to reach it, the slime girl had to melt right down to the floor and reform herself on the other side.

“Security measure,” she said, opening the door from the inside. “Keeps the riff-raff out.”

I flashed a rakish grin. “Riff-raff like us?”

“Exactly.”

The door at the top of the stairs was unlocked. Inside was a room much smaller and simpler than anything I’d seen inside the Orchid’s Den so far. A silver tea service sat on a tiny, round table. Tapestries hung from the walls, embroidered with scenes of peasants working out in nature. And sitting in one of the room’s two chairs, looking 
like she’d rather be anywhere else, was Necessity.

She sprang to her feet as we entered, reaching for her sword. I was more than a little surprised Madame Orchid had let her bring a weapon into the brothel, but I guess you didn’t say no to a Virago Shieldmaiden.

“Hey, Necessity,” I said breezily, slamming the door behind me. “Fancy meeting you here, huh? I didn’t know you went for working girls.”

“You
,” the elven warrior snarled, her pupils widening at the sight of her prey. Her gaze traveled to Eri, confused for a moment. “Thank you for bringing him to me,” she said with a nod. “I’ll take it from here-”

“Uh, no
.” Eri lunged forward, and then - there was no other way to explain it - splashed
 all over Necessity. Pink liquid exploded in the elf girl’s face, coating her in goo.

“What the fuck
!?” As far as I knew, Eri had just kamikaze’d herself all over my enemy. Would she be able to pull herself back together after a move like that?

Necessity grit her teeth. “Ah, I see. You corrupted this poor slime girl as well. No matter how many Followers you throw at me, you’ll 
never be able to extinguish the light of the Virago!”

I watched her wring herself out, dripping pink goo from her clothes. Suddenly the liquid hardened, clenching around her legs and hips like a vise. Necessity screwed up her face, shifting her weight, but to no avail. Her legs were stuck fast to the floor.

“Now, Craig!” Eri’s voice rippled from the puddle at Necessity’s feet. “Use the Touch!”

I watched horror fill Necessity’s face. She knew she was trapped. A thick cord of muscle flexed in her arm as she tried and failed to raise her sword arm and strike. All I needed to do was hold her for a few seconds, and she’d be mine.

“You monster,” Necessity snarled, spitting onto the floor. “How dare you!”

For a moment, I had second thoughts about doing this. Then I remembered all the things Necessity had done to me: tied me up, led me through the woods to my death. Tried to kill me more times than I could count. She’d hurt
 Mariah, and would’ve killed her right in front of me if she was able.


Nah,
 I decided. I don’t feel bad about this at all, Necessity. You brought this on yourself.


Her body vibrated as I put my hands on her shoulders. Green light flowed from my fingertips, bathing the room in a sickly light. Necessity’s eyes widened like saucers, a despairing look on her face as the Touch infiltrated her body.

She fought it. Harder than any woman I’d ever met. That strange golden glow ignited across her skin, doing battle with the green of my magic. Inch by inch, I gained ground, fighting every step of the way. I was sure she would break. Any moment now.

Necessity screamed.

There was a huge thump behind me, then the sound of something whizzing across the room. A weight struck me in the back, sending me to my knees. The connection between Necessity and I broke.

Damn it! I’d been so close!

I turned - and froze in shock. The thing laying on the floor that had just collided with me was Mariah.

Standing in the doorway were two long-eared warriors - each of whom could have been Necessity’s twin.

“Amity,” Necessity groaned. “Verity! Save me!”

They stepped into the room, dropping into fighting stances.

“Oh shit!” We were under attack!


Chapter Twenty

“Sister!” The Virago Shieldmaidens advanced into the room, brandishing their weapons. “What has happened?”

Only their surprise at finding Necessity this way kept them from slaughtering me. I knew that wouldn’t last for long, so I did the only thing I could think of: I threw myself right at the pair of elves, reaching out for them with what was left of my magic.

The one on the right twisted away, nimbly avoiding my hands. But her sister on the left wasn’t as fast. My fingers felt bare flesh, and suddenly I was staring up into the brilliant blue eyes of a Shieldmaiden. What had Necessity called her? Veritas? Vanity?

The warrior’s mouth dropped open. “Who are you…”

Green light exploded from my hands. Necessity gave her sister a warning shout, but it was already too late. I’d caught the woman (Verity,
 a dark voice in the back of my mind whispered, that’s her name
) completely unawares. She was unable to resist me, and the Touch flooded through her veins like liquid fire.


Congratulations!
 The words flickered in the corner of my vision. You have gained a new Follower
!

“Nooooo!” Necessity tossed back her head and loosed a primal scream. The crazy golden glow was back around her body, burning like a miniature sun.

“Shit,” I growled. “She’s powering up. New girl, take that bitch out!”

Verity lunged forward - and crumpled to her knees. The room filled with the unleashed rage of a Virago Shieldmaiden, pushing everything away from Necessity and into the walls. The pink goo covering her lower-half sizzled like it was beginning to boil. It drained down to the floor, moving more rapidly than liquid ought to move, and reformed into the singed outline of my new friend the slime girl.

“Fucking ouch!
” Eri whimpered, curling up into a ball. “What the fuck was that!?”

“Get out of here,” I said, pointing back at the door. “You’ve done your job - now run!”

The slime girl snickered. “What, and let you wuss out on your half of the promise. No way! I- oof!
”

The other Virago Shieldmaiden pounced. Eri’s upper half dissolved in a splash as the fierce warrior brought down her weapon. Unlike Necessity, this Shieldmaiden wielded a wicked-looking trident with a 
silver shaft. It’s three tips were sharpened to fine points, more than enough to run a man through.


I still haven’t seen any of them using shields,
 I thought, ducking away. How the fuck are you going to be called Shieldmaidens and not use any shields?


Her face contorting in rage, Necessity faced down her former sister and charged. There were tears in her eyes as she tackled Verity, slamming the Corrupted Shieldmaiden to the ground like a linebacker tackling a field goal kicker. Verity let out a whoop
 as she slid bonelessly to the floor.

My hands went to Necessity’s shoulders. I had a clear shot - if I could just touch her for a few seconds…

I knew there had to be a reason why she didn’t bother shielding her skin from me. As soon as I touched her shoulders, I discovered why. It was like slamming my palms down on a red-hot oven. Pain seared my hands, provoking a hiss from me as I withdrew.

Necessity was too close to use her sword on her sister. She pulled a long dagger from one high boot and held it against the Virago’s slender neck.


Wait,
 I thought. She’s not really going to do what I think she is, is 
she?


“I’m sorry, sister,” Necessity whispered. “No mercy for Darek’s creatures…!”

“Wait, stop!” I held my hands up. “Shit, I’ll let her go! Just don’t kill
 her-”

Too late. Necessity stabbed her fellow Shieldmaiden right in the neck. The woman she’d called ‘sister’ gasped as blood poured from her throat, trying weakly to staunch the wound. Her eyes closed and her pale skin grew even paler.

She was dead.

“Are you crazy!?” My jaw hit the floor as I stared Necessity down. “You didn’t need to murder
 her!”

“I didn’t.” Tears fell from Necessity’s eyes onto the armor of her fallen comrade. “You
 did. You killed Verity the moment you touched her. And now I’m going to kill you
, Darek.”

“My name is Craig
!” I growled, facing her down. Eri was still helplessly flailing against Amity’s blows, and Mariah didn’t look like she was in any position to help me out. So I was toast. Necessity’s power level was so far above mine that we weren’t even playing in 
the same sport, much less the same ballpark. Why did I feel so confident?


Because you’re mad as hell
, that same sinuous voice whispered in the back of my head. What was that? Was it me, or something else?

I didn’t have time to think about it. Necessity swung her sword in a wide arc, aiming for my throat. I ducked just in time, my elbows hitting the boards. She kicked out, grunting with rage and grief over Verity, smashing into my shoulder. I roared with pain, scrambling to the side like a crab.

Something hard hit my knee and I winced. It was Verity’s weapon. Unfortunately it was by far the least powerful-looking of the three. She’d held a slender, black-tipped whip at her belt, the ends of each strand capped with a small, razor-sharp blade. It wasn’t a killing weapon, and it completely clashed with my perception of the kind of people the Virago Shieldmaidens were.

I wondered if they’d brought it specifically to torture me. If they did, they were going to be sorry they put it in my hands.

Necessity was so close that I could feel the heat of her body behind me. Striking blindly, I wound the whip around my fingers and punched in her direction. The shivs built into the whip connected with flesh, and I heard her scream.

On the other side of the room, Mariah began to stir. The succubus rolled over, groaning with pain and clutching her head. I was doing well, but if I didn’t get her in the game too, Necessity was going to take us all out.

“Slave
,” I grunted, pitching my voice as loud and commanding as I could. “I command you to rise and fight! Are you my First, or aren’t you!?”

The words snapped through the haze in Mariah’s head. She rose to her feet, black wings unfurling behind her like a banner as her claws extended.

“My Lord,
” Mariah purred, her eyes flashing a deep, hypnotic green. “I live to serve…”

She jumped at me, as quickly as if she’d just plummeted off a ledge. Mariah actually took flight
 in the tiny room, using her momentum to slam into Necessity and throw her off-balance. The two went down in a fury of claws and muscles, and I turned my attention to Amity.

The elven warrior truly had Eri down for the count. The slime girl was more vapor than slime at this point - Amity had methodically destroyed her from the bottom-up, shattering her feeble attempts to resist. Only her watery head and shoulders remained real, and those were fading fast.

“Get off her!” I roared, bringing down the whip. It’s sting lashed cuts across Amity’s back, although her armor protected her from deeper hits. The pain sharpened her focus, made her forget the already beaten slime girl between her legs.

Mariah and Necessity were fighting behind me. I knew from their previous combat that they were almost equally matched. Which meant Mariah was holding her own. If I brought Amity down, that would make it three-on-one. Under those odds, even Necessity couldn’t beat us.

I cracked the whip, giving Amity a look that was half bloodlust and half wanna fuck?
 “Come on, you noble slut,” I laughed, dancing out of her trident’s reach. “Hit me! Why can’t you hit me?”

The reason she couldn’t hit me is because every time she tried, her trident got tangled up in my whip. It’s multiple strands were damned difficult to control, but made it equally hard for her to aim a blow directly at me.


I like this weapon
, I decided. It was fitting for a guy like Darek. No matter what else I specialized in, I resolved to keep one at my belt. And maybe a not-so-lethal variety for the bedroom…

Amity struck with the trident again and again, getting closer each time. The points thudded into the wall, striking through a painting 
and sending it crashing to the floor. Another stab and I felt the wind of its passing right next to my cheek.

My shoulder blades hit the corner where two walls met. I was trapped - nowhere to run, nowhere to dodge. Amity knew it.

“The mighty Darek,” she purred, sounding sickeningly sweet as she milked her victory. “Truly, you’re not the man you were one hundred years ago, whelp.”

I should have been terrified. Instead, I felt more confident than ever. What was
 this?

“Says the woman who just watched her sister die,” I smirked. I sounded more like an evil lord than ever before. I could hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth - they really did sound like some wicked fantasy villain. “The Virago are even weaker than they once were. At least you’re still good for fucking
, if you can’t fight-”

The Shieldmaiden’s face twisted in rage. She struck - but she misjudged me. Her wrist turned at the last moment, anticipating my dodge.

I didn’t dodge. Instead I stood there like an idiot, like an absolute moron
, and let the blow come.

As it struck straight through my shoulder, my hand wrapped around the Virago’s throat.

Amity let out an urk
 as her grip loosened on the trident. The hilt clattered to the ground, with one of the sharp tips still embedded in my shoulder. I felt the pain, but only dimly, like it was happening to someone else. It was going to be a problem, but one for later.

A green glow covered Amity arcing from my fingers like electric current. She shrieked in my grip, but as soon as the Touch infiltrated her body, she let go and embraced it. Curious. Was Amity less devoted to the ideals of the Virago Shieldmaidens, and therefore easier to Corrupt? Or was I getting more skilled at the whole process through practice?

Either way, Amity’s eyes quickly turned the same green shade as my corruption magic. Her shocked lips twisted in a wicked smirk as her alignment shifted, turning her from a lawful paladin to an evil, savage warrior in moments. By the time my fingers left her throat she was leaning into them, like she wanted me to choke her harder.

“Finally,” Amity purred, rolling her shoulders. “Oh fuck, it feels so good to be free!
”

Behind us, Mariah had Necessity pinned down and was raking her armor with her long claws. At the sound of Amity’s voice, both 
women stopped, their gazes traveling to the newly-transformed Virago.

“Sister!” Necessity sounded heartbroken. “No! You must fight Darek’s evil magic!”

Amity scoffed. “Are you kidding me? There’s nothing to fight
, dear sister. Can you fight
 being left-handed? Can you fight
 being blonde? I am me, Necessity - and I am what I am. Don’t you feel it?”

A scowl crossed Necessity’s face. “I don’t know what you mean, demon-”

“Yes you do.” Amity’s voice was firm. “The Virago. The Mother Superior. All their rules
 and restrictions and laws. I know you chafe against them, sister. I know you realize it’s all bullshit.”

Necessity swallowed hard and shook her head. “Darek has twisted your mind,” she growled, tears streaming down her face. “You’ve forgotten the light. You’ve forgotten our mission!”

“Mission!” Amity tossed her head back and laughed, loud and long. “The Mother Superior is a corrupt old hag, Necessity. Have you forgotten the things she does to the Novices inside the Grand Palace-”

“You lie!

” Light streamed from Necessity’s body as she reached for as much power as her Virago upbringing would give her. “All your words are lies! You’re a monster!”

Amity looked down at her sister the way someone would a small, naive child. “I was one of those novices once, sister,” she whispered, her green eyes flashing with painful memories. “Our order is founded on evil. We deserve
 to be forced into subservience to some wicked man - Darek is the punishment we deserve!”

“I’ll kill you,” Necessity growled, struggling to rise to her feet. Mariah still held her around the midsection, but from the look on the succubus’ face her grip was tenuous at best.

Amity shrugged. “I know. You don’t have a choice. Did she tell you that, Darek?”

“Shut up! Shut up!”

“She doesn’t get to make any
 choices,” Amity giggled, sounding like a schoolyard gossip. “We couldn’t lay a finger on you until the law
 said so. We can’t do anything outside the Virago Code, even when it’s the stupidest fucking thing in the world. Necessity didn’t kill Verity because she thought your powers twisted her into a monster - it’s because she has
 to. Look at her struggling, Master. The law is what powers her - not her own fucking brain.” She leaned in close, her 
shadow falling over Necessity. “If you’d just think for yourself for ten fucking minutes-”

Amity’s words were cut off by a watery gasp. A dagger protruded from her neck.


Necessity must have kept a spare in her other boot,
 I thought helplessly, watching the Shieldmaiden fall. God damn it, no…


“You bitch!” Eri splashed across the floor, trying to keep Necessity from digging the knife in further. “She wasn’t even going to hurt you!”

“Master,” Mariah said nervously, “I can’t hold on-”

Necessity rose to her feet. Thick cords of muscle stood out in her neck and shoulders as she literally lifted
 Amity off the ground, holding her up with the dagger’s hilt. The transformed elf gurgled and writhed, the blade digging deeper and deeper beneath her chin as Necessity drove the point home.

Finally Necessity twisted, discarding her former sister like so much trash. All three of us stood in stunned silence as she picked up her sword and walked to the door.

Mariah moved to stop her, but I held up a hand. “Let her go,” I said, 
shaking my head. “We’ve had enough carnage for today.”

Necessity wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “To think - you
 being the merciful one. I won’t forget this, Darek.” She gestured with her sword. “You’ll never reach Wrathholme. Once I reach the rest of my party, we’re going to ride you down like a dog-”

“I’ll do to you what I did to them,” I said, nodding at the bodies on the ground. “You’ll have to kill them, too. Because I’m going to make every last one of you into my subjects.”

She gave me a long, cold look. Then she disappeared, slamming the door behind her as she broke into a run.

“Thank God,” I said, chuckling as I sank to the floor. “She didn’t realize how weak I am…”

The pain rushed in. My shoulder was on fire
, the place where Amity’s trident had struck me burning like a brand. The world shimmered around me, darkness creeping in as the walls began to spin.

“Master!” I heard Mariah’s voice from far off, like I was standing at the bottom of a deep, dark well. “You’ve been wounded! Eri, is there a healer in this brothel?”

I didn’t hear the answer. I sank into the black, images of Necessity’s 
fallen comrades flashing behind my eyelids.


Chapter Twenty-One

When I woke up, I was on a horse.

My shoulder ached like a son of a bitch, but the really scary burning sensation had faded. My head felt like it weighed about a thousand pounds, so for a while I just watched the cobblestones pass by as the horse gently followed another pony down the trail. I had no idea where I was, or what I had been doing. In that way, it was almost like I’d traveled through another portal.

“He’s up,” I heard a female voice say. “Welcome back, Craig.”

I managed to sit up. Trees lined the path to either side, thick and green. A large, pale moon hung overhead. Moving hurt, but I managed to glance back over my shoulder to survey the landscape. The city of Vellum was behind me, glittering like a snowglobe at the bottom of the valley.

I faced forward again and found myself staring into the face of a pink bubblegum girl. Wow, she’s pretty,
 I thought.

“He still looks a little out of it,” the girl said, glancing up the line. “Are you sure you didn’t give him too much of that potion, Mariah?”

Ahead of us both, a woman with horns and tail shrugged. “
You
 bought the potion,” she protested. “If a little shoulder wound is enough to bring Master down for the count, then you must have purchased swill…”

“Hey, my guy is good,” the slime girl protested. But I wasn’t really listening. The word Master
 sent my memories back in a flood.

“Mariah,” I groaned, shaking my head. “Eri. What the fuck happened? Where’s Kyoko?”

The succubus grinned. I didn’t realize until she relaxed how tense she’d been - I must have looked bad for a bit. “She’s scouting up ahead,” the succubus explained. “How much do you remember of the Orchid’s Den?”

My head was pounding. I ignored it. “I remember Necessity,” I said, swallowing with a dry throat. “Someone get me some water.”

Almost instantly it was produced. I drank the whole bag down, squeezing it to get every last drop. Once it was gone, I felt better.

“Mariah was in the middle of being proposed to by the Duke of Salk when Necessity’s friends realized who she was.” Eri gave the succubus a wicked grin. “The fight caused a whole big thing in the brothel, and everyone spilled out into the street. People were 
screaming that the Corruption Lord had returned, that the Virago were hunting the city. Someone was talking about a bounty on your head from Princess Reina…”

“That part’s probably true,” I agreed. “She really does want to torture me for some reason.”

“Anyway, we managed to get out in the commotion.” Eri giggled. “After I hit up a guy I know and bought you a healing potion - which was good,
 by the way. Don’t listen to this winged bitch.”

I racked my brains. “Eri. Did I use the Touch on you?”

The slime girl shook her head. “Nope.”

“And you’re still following me?”

Eri gave me a strange sort of look. “Yes. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Because I’m evil?”

Eri smiled broadly. “Evil is relative, Craig. I worked at the Orchid’s Den for three years. Trust me, you look like a saint next to some of the people I saw walking around in there. People with ‘lawful’ next to their alignments, let me remind you.” Her brows furrowed together. “Sometimes the holiest people can be the biggest monsters.”

Something clicked in my brain. “You have free will,” I blurted, the pieces falling together. Everything I’d seen from Necessity and the Virago. The way I’d watched Reina fight and overcome her desire to have a physical relationship with me, giving into her need to be evil. Eri’s remark about alignments caused all of it to make a horrifying kind of sense.

The woman herself was nonplussed. “Don’t we all?”

“You have it in a way that people like Necessity don’t,” I said, feeling the words out as I spoke them. “You’re what, chaotic neutral, right?”

Eri nodded.

“Less strict,” I said, muttering to myself. “Able to take good and evil actions when it’s called for. Just like me…”

Mariah, who’d been half-listening to our conversation as she rode, turned back and scoffed. “Like you? My Lord, you’re completely evil. You’re literally the most
 evil being on the planet.”

“I don’t think I am,” I said, shocked. “Or at least, not in the way that I think of things. Someone who’s evil
 wouldn’t have done the things I’ve done. I wouldn’t have tried to save Amity and Verity, for starters. I wouldn’t have hunted for Kyoko after using the Touch on her - I would’ve let her live or die on her own merits. Isn’t that what 
an evil person is like?”

Mariah stared at me blankly. “You acted to preserve your Followers,” she said, sounding a little confused. “Meaning you acted in your own self-interest-”

“No.” I shook my head. “I acted in your
 self-interest. Girls, I think this world’s definitions of ‘good’ and ‘evil’ are a lot different than the ones I’ve been carrying around in my head. Besides - I don’t have
 an alignment. It’s an error message - which, I think, means more than its letting on. I think it means I can be whatever I want to be.”

“In the land of the blind,” said Eri, “the one-eyed man is King. Or Queen, in my case. But if I only have one eye open, then you have two
, Craig. What does that make you?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Something new, maybe. My morality definitely doesn’t fit into one of this world’s boxes, though - that I know for sure.”

“How so?”

“Well...the same way that I kinda think of you as my possessions,” I said, feeling a hot rush rise to my cheeks. “That also makes you my responsibility. Anyone who’d try to hurt you: Mariah, Kyoko, Eri even though she’s not technically my follower. I want to hurt them
. 
Kill them, if I can’t stop them. Even Amity and Verity.”

The corner of Eri’s mouth turned up in a wry smile. “You know, there are some people in this world who’d call you an asshole for labeling us possessions
.”

“Let ‘em.” I shrugged. “I doubt they’d do it to my face, though. I’m a hell of a lot stronger than I was when Mariah pulled me out of that portal. Besides, you know you love it.”

“Well, I
 love it.” Mariah’s tail flashed across her legs, pointing for a moment to the valley between her thighs before curling back up in her lap. “In fact, I could use a recharge, my Lord. We might have time for one quick stop before we ride to Wrathholme.”


Wrathholme.
 I felt like I’d been hearing about it forever. At this point, I’d vaguely expected the name to hold some connotations for me, as if the memories of the old Darek would start leaching into my head. So far, other than that strange voice that whispered to me a couple times, nothing else had happened.

I glanced back at Vellum, gauging our distance from the city. We weren’t far out. “Are you sure? I know you mentioned it’s a long ride, and people are going to be hunting us now even more than they did before.”

Mariah gave me a look that indicated she was way ahead of me. She’d already done the math. “The Virago Shieldmaidens will need to regroup,” she said, glancing back towards the city. “And any party of mercenaries tempted by Princess Reina’s offer of gold will need to seek the throne’s initial sanction first. I estimate that neither group will beat us to Wrathholme, my Lord - though they will both arrive shortly after we do.”

 

I grit my teeth. “Great. So as soon as we get there, we’re going to have two monkeys on our backs.” I hoped the fortress was still in good enough condition to mount a proper defense. “Will they siege us out, do you think?”

“They can try.” Mariah giggled, as if already imagining the calamity that would result. “By then, you’ll have mastered the Inner Choir, my Lord. You’ll have regained your memories - you’ll be the Corruption Lord in truth, not just in name.”

I still didn’t feel terribly great about that idea. Accepting the old Darek’s memories was one thing; having them take mine over completely was another problem entirely. I wasn’t sure what I would find in the Inner Choir, as no one except the Corruption Lord was able to gain entrance.


I’ll burn that bridge when I cross it,
 I thought, nodding at Mariah. Right now, I could use a break. And maybe a little private time with 
my Followers…


“Let’s stop when we catch up with Kyoko,” I said. “We can make a quick camp and, uh, recharge
 you all you need. Are you in for that too, Eri? I understand if you’re not.”

She shot me a look that said she wouldn’t miss it for the world. “Are you kidding me? It’s not every day a girl gets to be fucked by a hundred-year-old demigod…”

“Trust me,” Mariah purred, waggling her eyebrows at the slime girl. “It’ll definitely be every day
.”

“Both of you be quiet,” I grunted, startling them both to silence. Something awful had just occurred to me. “Do you hear that?”

Both women cocked their heads to the side, listening for any errant noise. Finally Mariah frowned and shook her head. “Nothing, my Lord.”

“Exactly
.” I straightened up in the saddle, ignoring the pain in my shoulder. “Where the fuck is Kyoko?”

Mariah and Eri shared a look, worried expressions on their faces. Suddenly the succubus kicked her horse into gear, breaking into a gallop. Eri followed suit, and I did my best to get my mare to keep 
the pace.


You have leveled up in Horse Riding!
 A message in the corner of my vision informed me. You have gained one Ability Point!


My stance grew surer as I guided the horse along, gripping the reins. I wasn’t an expert by any means, but I was quickly able to make up the lost distance between myself and the rest of the harem. Mariah and Eri were waiting at a bend in the road, just standing there like they were waiting for me.

“Okay, you’ve made your point,” I said as I approached. “I was a little bit slower than you…”

Neither paid me any attention. They were staring down the road. When I saw what they saw, my heart froze in my chest.

Kyoko was standing in the middle of the road, crying. Just behind her, an arm around her throat, was Necessity.


Chapter Twenty-Two

“Stay back, my Lord.” Mariah put her horse between me and the Virago Shieldmaiden, keeping me from getting any closer. “I was wrong - she didn’t regroup with the rest of her Order. She decided to hunt us down herself…”

“Get out of my way.” I slid down from the horse, my feet hitting solid ground. Mariah made to stop me, but I gently eased her aside. “I’ve got this,” I said in a gentler voice. “I’m going to go get our catgirl back.”

Mariah made a worried expression, but nodded and let me through.

Unlike her, I could read the expression on Necessity’s face for what it was. There was none of the anger she’d carried when she fought us in Heatherhill, or at the Orchid’s Den. Oh, there was rage
, to be sure, but of a different sort.

Those eyes held grief and pain. And underneath that, something that for a paladin like Necessity was even worse.

Doubt.

“Let her go,” I said, walking down the path as casually as I could. 
“This is between you and me, Necessity. My girls aren’t getting involved. Let that one loose.”

For a moment, I was sure she was going to cut the catgirl’s throat. Instead, Necessity let her arm drop.

Kyoko sprang from her arms and into mine. She hugged me tight, her shoulders shuddering in silent sobs that quickly became not-so-silent. “Master! I’m so sorry I let her sneak up on me! Watch out for her, I think she means business…”

I gently extricated myself from Kyoko’s arms. Giving her a pat on the ass, I pushed her towards the rest of my harem. “Go,” I commanded her. “I want you safe. All of you.”

The catgirl went off with a squeal. Leaving Necessity and I staring each other down like gunslingers.

We held each other’s gaze for long, gravid moments. I met the elven warrior’s eyes, stared into the face of a descendent of those I’d conquered, and waited for her to blink. Because I sure as hell wasn’t going to.

Suddenly she turned away, trembling. Got you,
 I thought.

“Darek
,” she hissed, spitting into the dirt. “The things I’ve done to 
bring you down…”

“They were wrong,” I said, shaking my head. “You know it’s true, Necessity. You might be lawful, but that sure as fuck doesn’t make you good.”

She tried to bare her teeth. They clacked together nervously. Necessity looked like she couldn’t decide whether to stab me or break down in tears.

“Was it right?” she whispered, her eyes rising to the heavens. “Amity, Verity - I killed them. To save them from you
. They were my sisters, and they...they…”

“Let me tell you something,” I said, letting my hands slip into my pockets. I wasn’t afraid of this woman any more. I felt bad for her. I wanted to help her. “Something I think you already know. You’ve been feeling differently about the world ever since you met me, right?”

Necessity nodded. “Ever since I allowed your evil
 to infiltrate my mind,” she groaned.

I shook my head. “It’s not evil. It’s...I don’t know what to call it. Remember when you looked at my stats screen for the first time and saw that error message in my alignment?”

“I remember.”

“I don’t think it’s an error.” I took another step closer, risking a blow. With my shoulder in the condition it was in, Necessity could’ve easily made mince meat out of me from up close. “Where I come from, people don’t have alignments
. They can make good and bad decisions, depending on how they feel in the moment. Sometimes good people can make stupid decisions because they’re in trouble, or they’re thinking with their dick. Sometimes evil people can redeem themselves and become good again. We don’t fit into narrow boxes. We’re three-dimensional
, Necessity.”

She wiped her face with the back of her hand. “That sounds like madness,” she whispered, shaking her head. “The Virago could never exist under such conditions…”

“It’s my kind of madness,” I said with a shrug. “And from what you’ve told me, maybe the Virago shouldn’t
 exist. Are they really worth all this pain, Necessity? Is it a set of ideals you’re crying over, or your sisters?”

The tears flowed freely now. Necessity wasn’t even thinking of going for her weapons.

“The world you want sounds impossible,” she said, shaking her head. “I could never have that.”

I held my hands up, showing them to Necessity. Still, I didn’t dare close. Right now she was like a skittish animal: one wrong move could provoke her to bolt. Or bury six inches of steel in my chest.

“I can free you,” I told her, meaning it. “Not completely, but I can make you...a one-eyed woman in the world of the blind. All you have to let me do is touch you.”

She shuddered. “I don’t want
 to be evil!”

“I don’t think you will be. I’ve been watching Mariah and Kyoko. My Followers aren’t good or
 evil: they’re something else entirely. We’re going to BUILD something else, Necessity. You can be a part of that.”

Something broke inside of her. If I was being brutally honest with myself, it wasn’t my logical arguments that were convincing her. There was something else happening to Necessity. She’d discarded most of her armor, showing off more skin than I’d ever seen from a Virago Shieldmaiden. The sweat on her skin wasn’t entirely from exhaustion or battle, either - clearly, my presence was touching something deep inside of her.

I realized with a start just how little I knew about this woman. Necessity had much to teach me. I just hoped I was going to get the chance…

I reached out - and Necessity leaned forward. She offered her arm with a sigh, her lips trembling.

“I don’t want this guilt anymore,” she whispered. “I don’t know if I believe you, but...I can never go back to the Shieldmaidens. Touch me, Darek. Show me the truth.”

“I told you,” I said, never breaking eye contact as I took her arm gently in my hands, “my name is Craig.”

Suddenly the entire path was bathed in green light. It coursed through Necessity like a tidal wave, pouring from her open mouth like steam. Runes writhed beneath her paling skin, forming intricate designs like tribal tattoos across her shoulders and cleavage. Her back arched like a bow as she lifted off the ground, consumed by a growing ball of energy brighter and stronger than anything I’d created.

Behind me, my three harem girls screamed and threw themselves to the ground. A shockwave rolled across the packed earth, kicking up dust and leaves for hundreds of feet in every direction. I had to squint and throw a hand up over my eyes, so I couldn’t see the Touch finish infiltrating Necessity’s body. But I felt
 it. Her resistance only lasted for moments; she opened wider and wider for me, taking in more of my power than any woman ever had before.

By the time the glow faded and Necessity returned to the ground, I felt like a rag that had been wrung dry. The air crackled with discharged energy as the elven warrior stood up, blinking as if she were looking at the world for the very first time. My magic had transformed her, just like it had to Mariah, and she looked better than ever.

Her eyes glowed a deep, rich green. The writhing tattoos beneath her skin had settled, covering her arms and chest like magical armor. Her actual
 armor had fallen away, leaving her wearing little more than a band of fabric over her breasts and leather boots. Silk gloves completed the ensemble, ending at her elbows. Her flowing hair was tied in a braid that went all the way down to her ass - an ass that was now much rounder and thicker than her ‘good-girl’ version.

Most shockingly, the golden sword that marked her as a member of the Virago Shieldmaidens had vanished. In its place were two narrow blades that reminded me of samurai swords, held in place by a scabbard along her back. She was no longer a paladin. The things she’d been before meeting me were gone, replaced by something new.

I gave her a quick, tentative scan, but she cut me off before I could complete it. “I’m an assassin,” she purred. She even sounded
 different then the old Necessity. “And I’m...I’m free…
”

The rest of my harem watched in stunned silence as the new Necessity took her first steps into the world. She looked down at her body with no less shock than I’d had the first time I saw my reflection. Her hands went everywhere: across her breasts, between her legs, as if she couldn’t believe she was real.

“Holy shit,” I heard Mariah growl from behind me. “She’s a fucking knock out
…”

“How do you feel?” I asked, approaching the elven assassin. My newest Follower. Potentially my most powerful. Definitely hot as all hell. Maybe evil?

Necessity beamed up at me, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

“Let me show you, Craig,” she purred.

Then she kissed me.


Chapter Twenty-Three

We wasted no time.

As soon as Necessity’s lips were on mine, I grabbed her ass and lifted her off the ground. She gave a squeal as I carried her into the woods, pressing her shoulders up against the nearest tree. She opened for me like a flower, my tongue sliding into her mouth as she spread her legs and locked them around my hips.

“Mine
,” I growled. That single word said more than most conversations I’d had. “All fucking mine…”

Necessity reached behind her back and unfastened her top, letting the thin fabric fall away. Her breasts looked even better than I’d imagined, big and perky. Her nipples were achingly hard against my chest, pressing as I pulled off my shirt and tossed it into the brush.

“You were right,” Necessity murmured in my ear. “The truth is, part of me has always wanted this. I’ve been a good girl my whole life - but you make me want to be bad…”

“Girls always go for bad guys,” I said with a smirk. In response, Necessity bit down on my lip so hard I tasted blood. My cock jerked against her panties, throbbing with need.

“Don’t get it twisted,” she panted, reaching for my belt. “I’m not your slave.”

My face filled with confusion. “Huh? Isn’t that exactly what my Touch does?”

Necessity giggled and shook her head. “Not exactly. I don’t think you ever
 turned the Virago Shieldmaidens into your slaves, Craig. I think you did something else entirely…”

“We can figure it out later,” I growled, tugging her panties to the side. “I’ve got to have you, Necessity. I’ve wanted this even more than you - I’ve been aching to get inside you since the day I got here.”

Necessity’s dripping slit was completely bare. I discovered with pleasure that the runes beneath her skin extended all the way to her mound, framing her womanhood like a filthy tattoo. I loved it instantly.

“Really?” She snickered, her heels digging into my back. “I knew that, Craig. It’s obvious as hell when a man wants me…”

Necessity’s fingers freed me from my pants. My cock met the night air, throbbing with pure need. I could feel the warmth rolling off of Necessity’s core, thick and wet like an open oven.

“Ah, you’re so hard.” Necessity’s eyebrows shot up as she wrapped her fingers around me. “Fuck me, Craig. If you want me to start calling you Master
, you’re going to have to fuck my brains out first…”

I was about to do just that when the rest of my harem arrived.

The fluttering of wings alerted me to Mariah’s presence right behind me. The succubus had already discarded her clothes, leaving them behind with the horses. She ground herself against my back, letting me feel her hot, wet pussy against my thigh.

“Were you really going to start without us?” Mariah made me a mock-hurt expression. “She’s not just yours
, my Lord. She’s part of the team now.”

“Yay!” That was Kyoko, who’d run up on all fours wearing just a pair of panties. “I’m so glad we get to fuck you instead of fight you now, Necessity!”

Pink goo bubbled around Necessity’s legs. It moved upwards rapidly, transforming into the curvy form of my slime girl, Eri. She hugged the elf from behind, pressing her inflated tits against her shoulders.

“Hi there,” the slime girl purred. She reached out, wrapped her 
fingers around my cock for a moment, then slapped the spot between her legs. It bulged, and a moment later Eri was sporting an erect prick the same length and girth as my own. “I don’t think we’ve been properly introduced. I’m Eri.”

Necessity looked each girl up and down, then settled on me with a smile. “You’ve got a whole party now, don’t you, Craig?”

I grinned as I guided the head of my cock into the elf girl’s folds. “Damn right. Welcome to the party, babe. Gonna make you scream…”

A moment later, I did just that. One hard thrust was all it took to bury myself hilt-deep in Necessity’s tight, welcoming pussy. Her warm walls ground around me as I bottomed out inside of her, juice dripping all over her thighs as the wet sounds of hard, primal fucking echoed throught the woods.

“Looks like she’s spoken for,” Eri purred, cocking a finger at Kyoko. “Come here, kitty. Show me what Master does with your mouth…”

I couldn’t believe my eyes. As I pounded Necessity’s pussy with hard, driving strokes, Kyoko sank to her knees and started sucking Eri off. The slime girl backed against the tree, close enough to brush shoulders with Necessity as the catgirl started an eager, sloppy blowjob.

“Yeah, I never
 
complain about sucking cock,” Eri groaned, grinning at me. “Unlike your other girls, I know exactly how good the back of a bitch’s throat feels…”

“Jesus,” I panted, playing with Necessity’s tits. “You’re a fucking freak, you know that?”

“Why the fuck else do you think I’d hang out with you?” Eri gestured with her chin. “I think someone else wants your attention, Craig…”

I glanced over - to see Mariah playing with herself, groaning with reflected bliss as she sipped everyone’s sexual energy. The succubus’ pussy glistened with juice as her fingers toyed with her clit, massaging the sensitive nub as she watched me fuck.

“Get right here,” I commanded, pointing at the side of the tree not currently occupied by a girl. “You’re next, Mariah. As soon as I finish using Necessity, of course…”

Necessity bounced against the tree as I fucked her, her tits bouncing up and down with every thrust. The elf closed her eyes and arched her back, groaning with utter abandon as she let herself go for the first time in her life. Her inner walls clenched around me, her legs locking behind me as she shifted to let me go even deeper. I was close to the edge - but I could feel she was, too, and I wasn’t about to shoot until I felt those soft walls cumming around me.

It didn’t take long at all. Necessity looked around like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing, then gazed down and watched my dick pump in and out of her like a piston. Every thrust brought more juice, made her legs quiver as loud moans escaped from her throat. A look of pure disbelief stole over her face as her inner walls drew tight around me, her climax coming hard and fast.

“Oh fuck
,” the elf whimpered, all of her resistance gone. “Fuck yes, I’m going to come! I’m going to come all over your cock…!”

Grinning savagely, I wrapped a hand around her throat. The other mauled her tits, squeezing them like the funbags they were as I brought myself to the peak.

“Say it,” I growled, riding the edge as hard as I could. “Fucking say it, Necessity! Be a good girl and get your reward!”

Her mouth formed an ‘o’ of pleasure. “Don’t stop! Ungh, fuck...Master!
 Don’t stop!”

“That’s a good girl,” I said, losing my rhythm and pumping inside of her like a madman. “Come for me, Necessity. Make everything hot and tight for my load…”

One more thrust and she unraveled beneath me. Necessity screamed as pleasure infiltrated her body, stronger than my Touch and twice 
as sweet. Her inner walls gripped me like a glove, so tight I barely fit inside of her as I buried myself hilt-deep.

“Oh fuck,” I panted, the tightness sending me over the edge. “Fuck, Necessity, here it comes…”

With a roar, I erupted inside of her. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I came, firing thick ropes of sticky come into Necessity’s core. She trembled beneath me as I pumped her full, whimpering my name over and over again as her channel dripped with my load. She bit down on my shoulder - thankfully my good one - and raked my back with her nails as we both rode out our orgasms.

For a few seconds everything was slow and sweet. Then the sounds of sex happening all around us snapped me back to reality, and I pulled out of Necessity. The elf girl was still gasping, playing with her pussy as I spread Mariah’s legs and thrust balls-deep into her.

“Good succubus,” I growled, immediately switching to an even rougher mode than I’d used with Necessity. “Fuck me back harder, slut. You want that fucking energy, you better work for it!”

Mariah was clearly already close to the edge from her own fingers. It only took a few hard thrusts before I felt her walls shaking around me. Her mouth worked soundlessly as she watched herself getting fucked, her long tongue lolling from her mouth.

“Fuck, Daddy, I’m gonna...oh shit…”

Mariah shimmered - and suddenly I was holding a completely different woman in my arms. She was in human form, redheaded and busty and wearing an incredibly expensive-looking set of lingerie as I pounded her. The only part missing were the panties, which would have kept me from fucking her as hard as I wanted.

“I can be whatever you want,” the succubus whimpered, flickering through a half-dozen different forms as I fucked her. She was blonde, brunette, a MILF then a barely-legal co-ed, giving me just enough time to digest the new girl in my arms before becoming a new one. It was like watching a bunch of porn movies on fast-forward, except I was inside
 the porn. It completely blew my fucking mind.

“Shit, Mariah! God, you’re making my dick feel so fucking good…!”

A second orgasm washed over me, and I was panting and groaning like a caveman as I exploded inside of Mariah. The succubus screamed loud and long as my orgasm triggered hers, sending her into a tailspin of pleasure. I kept on shooting until every drop of cum was deep inside of her where it belonged.

Almost as soon as I was done, someone tackled me to the forest floor. I came down in a pile of leaves, wincing at the pain in my shoulder, and stared up into Kyoko’s smiling face.

“I think I’m pregnant, Master,” the catgirl giggled, climbing on top of me. “Or if I’m not already, I’m going to be soon. ‘Cause, uh, I’m pretty sure I’m ovulating right now…”

“She is.” Eri formed herself next to me, and there was nothing between her legs now but a wet, tight slit. “I can tell.”

Back on Earth, the idea of breeding a woman was the kind of thing I’d have run screaming from. In this world, it sounded hotter than hell.

“Is that what you want?” I asked, grabbing hold of Kyoko’s hips. “You want me to fuck a baby into you? God, you’re a bad little kitty…”

Kyoko nodded, blushing crimson. “Pound my tight little kitty, Daddy,” she whimpered, straddling my cock. “Leave me dripping with your load! I want to walk around all dirty for the rest of the night!”

As the catgirl impaled herself on my dick, Eri sprang into action. She straddled my chest while Kyoko slid down my cock, meowing and mewling. Normally a woman wouldn’t have been able to do what Eri was doing, but her liquid form made her nearly weightless. She probably could have put her whole body on my injured shoulder without hurting me.

“Claim her womb,” Eri groaned, grinding her slit against my face. “Fuck a baby into her, Craig. Aren’t conquerors supposed to breed the women they’ve conquered?”

Eri turned her chest semi-transparent, so I could see Kyoko bouncing on my cock. It was super-weird to be staring at the slime girl’s tits while
 I watched myself fuck, but it was also totally hot.

“Your stats screen might say neutral, but you know what? I think you’re a lot more evil than you let on.” I reached up and through
 Eri, taking hold of her tits and throat and coating my arms in her pinkness. I didn’t mind - it felt every bit as warm and wet as her tight, soaked pussy.

“Maybe.” The slime girl pressed her pussy against my face, bathing it in her warmth. I felt her wiggle and tremble at my touch, nearly breaking apart as I ate her out. My hands grabbed her ass and sank right in, fingering her clit from the back as I attacked it with my face. “I think I’ll be as bad for you as you want, Master!”


Finally
, I thought. Got the m-word out of her, too
.

“Meow! Fuck Master, pump my fertile pussy full of your load! I wanna have your kitties, Master!”

Kyoko’s cunt clamped down on me like a vise as she came, screaming my name. I upthrust hard into her, looking through
 
Eri’s body while I did it, and watched myself explode inside the catgirl’s tight pussy through literal rose-colored glasses. It felt fucking amazing.

As soon as Kyoko was done, Eri slammed herself down on me. The slime girl was so into the sex that she could barely hold herself together. Every thrust made her limbs splash against the ground and the nearest tree, spraying pink water all over my chest that slid down my body to reform into Eri proper. The trails running down my skin felt amazing, like the tips of tongues running against me.

“That feels amazing,” I growled, going harder and faster. “Can you control those?”

As it turned out, Eri could. Every time I thrust into her tight, semi-liquid cunt, it sent droplets spraying everywhere. They worked their way back up to Eri - and on their way, every one of them slid right up my cock. Soon there was a constant trail of them, adding the sensation of licking tongues to every thrust into the slime girl’s core.

The combination was too much - I couldn’t hold back. Even after three orgasms, I felt a surge of savage strength well up inside me as I slammed Eri against a tree, pounding her brains out as both of us sailed over the edge. I came in her hard and fast, outpacing her own orgasm by mere moments. As Eri unraveled, she literally came apart
 - turning to liquid in my arms, only her lips on mine remaining 
before rolling into a puddle at my feet.


I can’t believe it,
 I thought, amazed. I fucked them all. My whole harem. That was the best experience of my entire life.


I thought it was over. But as the rest of my harem watched, Necessity climbed back on top of me.

This time she rode me reverse cowgirl, her big ass bouncing up and down as she put every ounce of effort she could into pleasing me. Her bare back shone with pale green energy, the twin of that strange golden glow she’d once used while powering up. Her walls gripped me tight, sliding up and down my shaft tight enough to throw sparks as the elven warrior pushed me to one final, shattering orgasm.

Finally, I understood. As Necessity glanced at me over her shoulder, her eyes filling with love and devotion, I realized that this was what she’d truly wanted all along. To be free.
 In her submission, she’d finally found the release from her own hangups she’d been searching for all her life.


I understand why Darek chose the Virago Shieldmaidens as his power base
, I thought, grunting with pure bliss as Necessity rode me. Why he used them as his frontline, his right-hand warriors. I’m going to free all your comrades, Necessity. Once the Mother Superior is in chains, the Virago can rise to their true status. Soon 
they’ll know what real power is…


My ass shot off the ground as the pleasure reached a crescendo. Necessity didn’t stop - instead she slammed her hips down harder, rolling them in naughty circles so my cock could touch every angle within her inner walls. She looked over her shoulder and winked at me as I pumped her full, licking her lips as her own orgasm overtook her. Then she was just moaning, her tits rising and falling as the pleasure she’d denied to herself so long finally coursed through her body. She was more
 than Necessity now. And she was more than just my servant.

She was the weapon I’d use to make the Virago mine.

When I was finally down from my peak, I collapsed into the leaves. All four women snuggled up next to me, fighting for prime space. Mariah’s head rested on my shoulder, her form firmly demonic now.

“That was incredible,” I said, staring up at the stars. “Girls, thank you so much.”

There was laughter from all of them. “Thank you
, Master,” Kyoko purred, nuzzling my hips. “You’re the best.”

“You’re pretty okay,” Eri agreed. “I’m looking forward to getting some alone time with you and finding out how kinky you really
 are. 
You haven’t even scratched the surface of what slime girls can do…”

“Leave some of him for me,” Mariah said sleepily. “Gotta keep those batteries topped up, after all…”

My eyes opened a crack. There was one member of my harem I hadn’t heard from yet.

Necessity sat at my feet, gazing upwards at the stars like a warrior goddess. Her fierce eyes met mine, and the corner of her mouth turned up into a smirk.

“I am yours
,” the elf girl said. It was all she needed
 to say.


To Wrathholme,
 I thought. I guess I’m looking forward to finally seeing this place...



Chapter Twenty-Four

Tiny dots raced across the horizon. In front of them, a gray, endless Waste. The kind of waste that deserves the capital-W.

I shielded my eyes with a hand, squinting. “Is that the Virago, or Princess Reina’s people?”

In the rear of our caravan, Necessity shifted on her horse and scanned the landscape behind her. Finally she sighed. “I can’t tell. Does it really matter?”

It decidedly did not. We were here: Wrathholme. The ancient walls loomed large before me, casting deep shadows on the ground.

While I’d harbored some doubts about the true evilness of Darek up until now, there was one thing I could definitely admit: his fortress was sinister as hell. It looked formed out of the rock itself, with large spiraling towers pressed against the sky like black middle fingers. A thick wall of faintly warm material encircled the place like a belt, with only one gate providing entrance. It was that gate that our party made for, our pursuers hot on our heels.

Inside the gate, it was like a miniature city. Low-ceilinged buildings jostled for space in the interior of the fortress, divided into narrow 
lanes for transport. There was one large, central thoroughfare leading to the tallest tower - the one that loomed over everything else. It was topped with razor-sharp spines and a protruberance that looked like a skull.

“Like I said,” I muttered, staring up at Wrathholme’s central tower. “Totally edgelord.”

To my surprise, Necessity broke off from the main group almost immediately. She started messing with a nest of machinery to the side of the gate, working on a way to close it.

“Get him inside!” she yelled when the rest of the harem tried to help. “He must reach the Inner Choir!”

Mariah turned back, a serious look on her face. “Eri, go help Necessity with the gates.” A grin split the succubus’ face. “You can get in those tight corners, can’t you?”

“Yeah, yeah, fuck you.” The slime girl hopped down from her horse and blew me a kiss. “Have fun, my guy. Don’t let Darek turn you too
 evil and grimdark, okay?”

“Don’t worry,” I said, yet her words had touched on exactly the thing I was worried about. Coming face to face with Darek - would it change me? Turn me into him, or keep me the same Craig I always 
was?

I didn’t want to change. I wanted to be the rock my harem could count on - the man who would lead them to security and glory. Darek’s power would help me do that, but his memories? Probably not so much.

Mariah and Kyoko led me into what had to be Darek’s throne room. It was a massive, imposing chamber, with a huge throne made from more of that sharp black material at the highest end. We rushed up the steps, the sounds of yelling echoing from the castle town as Eri and Necessity struggled to get the gates closed in time.

“It’s right there!” Mariah pointed with a claw, indicating a small, simple door in the back of the chamber. “The Inner Choir. I’ve been learning about it ever since I was a girl. It’s the one place in Wrathholme only you may go, my Lord!”

“Here I go,” I said, swallowing down my anxiety. Here goes nothing…


There was only one problem. The door didn’t have a knob. I looked it up and down, but there was no obvious way to open the thing.

“How do I get in?” I asked, palming the metal. It was faintly warm to the touch, like a living thing that had been waiting for me. “Did your 
cultist buddies tell you how to open the door?”

Mariah looked shocked. “No, my Lord! I...I thought you would just know
…”


Shit!
 I banged on the door, hoping against hope that something on the other side would hear me and let me in.

“Fuck, all this can’t be for nothing,” I growled, clawing at the stone with my fingernails. “There has to be a way to get in here…”


A way only Darek would know,
 I asked myself. What the fuck would that be-


The answer exploded in my brain. I held up my hands, pressed them against the door - and used the Touch.

Green light filled the chamber. As soon as I touched the stone with my power, torches blazed to life all around the throne room. Each of their flames was a deep, sinister green - the color I’d more than gotten used to by now.

“You did it!” Mariah squared herself to fight whatever entered the throne room behind us. “Get inside, my Lord. All our hopes rest with you!”

The door slid to the side, revealing a rectangle of pure darkness. I steeled myself and stepped inside, wincing as the door slammed shut behind me.

I was here. Inside the Inner Choir. At the heart of Wrathholme, where only the Corruption Lord could go. What happened now?

My mind conjured up several possibilities: a green flame, a deep underground pit, a phantasmagoric tunnel like the end of 2001: A Space Odyssey.
 Only it was none of those.

The lights flicked on, and I was standing in a very ordinary, boring looking office.


Chapter Twenty-Five

“What the fuck?” I said, my back hitting the door as I took a step backwards.

The contrast between the medieval castle I’d been running through and the modern-looking room I found myself in now was so great that I got whiplash. It looked for all the world like the back room of the retail store I’d worked at my senior year in high school, where the manager liked to hide from customers. It was the very last thing I’d expected to find inside of Darek’s sanctum.

There was a note on the desk, written in red ink. “SIT DOWN,” it said. “ACTIVATE THE TERMINAL.”

So I did. The chair was squishy beneath me, covered in a fine layer of dust. The keyboard and monitor were dusty as well - I blew them clean before reaching beneath the desk and finding the power button.

It was a very, very old display. So old that it had one of those green-and-black screens I associated with the 1980’s. It booted up, and with a start I realized the green was the same shade as Darek’s magic.


GREETINGS,
 the monitor informed me curtly. WELCOME TO D.A.R.E.K.
 
PLEASE STAND BY FOR A MESSAGE FROM YOUR PREDECESSOR…


A shimmer in the air caught my attention and held it. There was a bright, white line atop the desk, cutting vertically through the air, and then a miniature Darek stood before me. He looked exactly the way I did now. For a moment I just stared at him, thinking about the tiny mannequin that appeared whenever I opened my menu to spend Ability Points.

“Hello,” the man said. “If you’re watching this, then it means I’ve failed - and they’ve chosen another. Hopefully you’ve gotten used to the world around you by now, and become familiar with your powers. If you’re like me, everyone told you that once you reached this place, they would grow massively. And you’d remember everything…”

“They did,” I said, watching the hologram flicker. Who the hell was this? Darek?

“I have bad news for you,” the tiny Darek said with a smile. “None of that is true. I don’t know what your name is, but my
 name isn’t Darek. It’s Steve.”

My face scrunched up in confusion. “Pardon?” I said, though Darek couldn’t hear me - it was just a recording.

“I’m not him,” Steve said. “Honestly, at this point I’m not really sure there is
 a Darek. Maybe there’s just us. Getting sent here over and over again, conquering the Eight Realms only to be struck down by the Great Hero…”

My pulse quickened. He was talking about the things I’d wanted answers to for so long.

There was a low thud in the recording, and the hologram shook. “He’s here,” Steve said. “Just outside Wrathholme. I’m going to have to face him sooner or later - and when I do, he’s probably going to beat me. I don’t know what happens then - when we die in this world, do we die for real? Or do I wake back up in 1987 and decide this was all just some crazy dream?”


1987!?
 I did some mental math. That was over thirty years ago. Time clearly must pass at a different rate on Earth than it did on this world. What did that mean for me?

“All I know is this - you have to beat him.” Steve leaned forward, his face filling the hologram. “If I don’t, you have to find a way to destroy the Great Hero. We’ll never be able to conquer the Eight Realms if we don’t, and we have
 to conquer the Eight Realms. You
 have to conquer them.” He sat back, seemingly exhausted. “Or maybe you could just go home.”

Suddenly there was a blaze of light in the room with me. The far wall slid open, revealing a glowing green portal. I couldn’t see what was on the other side of it - it looked as if I’d be stepping directly into a maelstrom. The worst hurricane I’d ever been through looked peaceful in comparison.

“You have a choice,” the Darek of one-hundred and eleven years ago informed me. “I nearly conquered the world, and we could do it again. This time you could do it right - you could stop the Great Hero before he rises. You could win it all fair and square. Or, you can step through that portal and see where it takes you.”

I glanced through the greenish storm, trying to see the other side. Did it lead to Earth?

“The last Darek told me,” he said, “exactly as I’m telling you. If you go through that portal, you’ll return to your own world
. You can step through, and you’ll forget everything. You’ll be you again, whoever that is. Knowing what you know, will you go back to your normal life? Or will you take control, and take the world that truly belongs to you?” The ghost of a smile flickered over Darek’s face. “I’ve had goddesses
, dude. Multiple ones at the same time. There’s nothing back on Earth that can match that - trust me.”

My jaw hit the floor. The portal was so close, it’s font of power both enticing and frightening. I could leave,
 I thought. I never thought 
I’d have the opportunity to do that…


The old Darek sighed. “All I know is this. The person I am - the man I truly am deep down inside - made the choice to stay. As far as I know, all of us have. I think the portals bring us here for a reason - that there’s something inside of us that makes us a suitable choice to become the Corruption Lord. Or maybe I’m wrong, and you’ll step right through the portal and go home. The choice is yours.”

With that, the holographic Darek winked out. The green terminal showed a map of the Eight Realms, along with a few commands related to bookkeeping and my personal statistics. The power I’d expected, the memories - they weren’t there.

They’d always been a lie.

Every man to carry the mantle of Corruption Lord discovered it - and they all had to make a choice.

I glanced back at the portal, thinking. Going home...it held an appeal, sure. But then again, I’d been looking to flee my old life when I stepped onto that plane, hadn’t I?

A line of text appeared at the bottom of the terminal. WARNING: INTERDIMENSIONAL PORTAL WILL CLOSE IN SIXTY SECONDS.


If I leave,
 I thought, 
they’ll be defenseless. My harem: Necessity, Mariah, Kyoko and Eri - they won’t be able to stop the people knocking at our door. The Virago will take them, and reprogram them, and turn them back into good little girls. Necessity will be trapped again, exactly the way she never wanted to be…


All those were good reasons to stay. But as I watched the portal close, as the one-way ticket back to Earth slowly slammed shut before my eyes, none of those were the reasons why I stayed put in my seat.

I’d felt that voice whisper in the back of my head. And I knew now, after seeing that hologram, what it was. It wasn’t the voice of Darek giving me advice, or putting memories in my head.

It was me.

I liked
 what I was doing. I enjoyed making gorgeous women into my servants. And a darker, more sinister part of my brain wondered what it would be like to rule. To make Goddesses kneel for me. To see the Eight Realms broken at my feet, whimpering like a whore.

Was that worth tussling with some Great Hero? Damn straight it was.

“Thanks for the warning,” I said to the terminal as the portal closed completely. “I’ll be on the lookout for that Hero. This time, I’ll make 
sure he never gets to lay a finger on me.”

As the green light winked out completely, I left the Inner Choir. It was time to explain the new order of things to my harem.

xXx

They were waiting for me in the throne room. None of them dared to take the big chair, so they were all clustered around it: Mariah, Necessity, Kyoko and Eri. They looked worried, but at the sight of me, they relaxed.

“My Lord.” Mariah presented herself with a salute, like a soldier reporting for duty. “The gates are sealed.”

“We’re nice and secure,” Eri said, looking proud. “Are you the Corruption Lord yet?”

All four of them looked at me. Waiting to hear my decree.

“I received knowledge within the Inner Choir,” I said. It wasn’t a lie - not exactly. “Unfortunately, the full scope of my powers has not returned to me as of yet. I won’t be much help against the Virago outside of our gates, I’m afraid.”

Necessity stepped out from behind the throne. “That’s alright, sir,” she said, a wicked gleam in her eyes. “They’re gone.”

“What!?” I couldn’t believe my ears. “They left?”

“The moment you entered the Inner Choir,” Mariah explained, sounding nervous, “the Virago turned around and fled. There are no enemies surrounding our walls, my Lord. They just...left.”

“Just left,” I muttered, turning to Necessity. “I’m guessing you have an explanation for this?”

A wicked smile spread across the elf’s face. “The Mother Superior called them. I felt her voice in my head too, just like the others. But I’m not her lapdog anymore.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.” I looked around the throne room, trying to think. “They had us! They could have laid siege on us for weeks. Now they’re going home?”

Necessity shook her head. Her grin grew wider. “They’re not going home
. The Mother Superior sent us a very specific set of coordinates to meet at. I don’t think she realized that I’m no longer on her team, and wouldn’t keep the information to myself.”

“Then where the hell are they going? Is this some kind of trap-”

“This can wait.” Mariah stepped in front of me, searching my eyes. “Are you him, my Lord? Are you Darek? Have you become the Corruption Lord?”

What the hell was I supposed to say? I couldn’t let them down.

I narrowed my eyes exactly the way an evil lord might. “Of course,” I growled. “I remember everything now. I will rebuild this fortress, wage war on the Virago Shieldmaidens, and reconquer the Eight Realms.”

Whatever Necessity was about to say was cut off as Mariah grabbed my arm. She pushed it into the air and sank to her knees before me, bowing deep.

“All hail Lord Darek! All hail the Corruption Lord!”

One by one, each of the women did the same. Kyoko with meows, Eri with a groan and a roll of the eyes, Necessity with a wink. She knows
, I thought, swallowing hard. But it doesn’t matter
.

Ready or not, I was him now. The Lord of Corruption. Darek-

“Wait,” I said.

All four women stopped. “What, my Lord?” Mariah asked, glancing 
up from the floor.

“Call me Craig,” I said with a smirk. “When you’re not calling me Master, that is.”

Mariah shared a look with the rest of the group. Then she shrugged.

“All hail Lord Craig!”

I basked in the adoration. I was Craig, the Lord of Corruption.

The man who would conquer the Eight Realms. Who’d never let the Virago take what was his.

I was going to protect these women. And I was going to make my harem grow.


Epilogue

Green magic soared above the walls of Wrathholme. A stone the size of a house lifted off the ground, settled next to a battlement, and stilled. This section of the defenses had been worn down by time and decay - now my harem’s magic was helping put it back together.

“The repairs are going well, my Lord.” Mariah and I stood staring out the window of a high tower, watching the work. The castle town was a haze of activity, with harem girls flickering in and out of buildings. They were cleaning the buildings out, making space, getting the ancestral fortress ready for both defense and offense. “Even if we’re struck now, we should be able to hold out for a good long while. Once our food supplies are replenished, that time will increase.”

“You don’t need it though, do you?” I asked with a grin. “I’m all the energy you need.”

Mariah snuggled closer. “Yes, my Lord.”

I surveyed the flat, featureless horizon. “I would
 like to do some work on the landscape, though. Much too gray and sinister. Could use a spot of color, maybe some trees.”

Mariah gave me a sideways glance. “You really are
 different from the 
old Darek, aren’t you, Craig?”

I bumped her ass with my own. “Damn right. It’s a whole new day in Wrathholme, Mariah. Besides, it won’t be long before this place is full of the happy sounds of itty-bitty evil babies.”

“Something like that,” Mariah said with an enigmatic smile. “Speaking of which, here comes Kyoko…”

The catgirl paused at the bottom of the tower, waving up at us. “Craig!” she yelled, hopping on one foot. “You got a letter, Master!”

Mariah and I shared a look. “A what!?
” I asked.

She frowned. “You’d better go check it out.”

Kyoko handed it to me once I reached her. “It was stuck to the front door with an arrow,” she explained, batting her eyelashes. “They must have left it overnight or something…”

It was written on a soft, silky piece of paper. At the top was the royal seal of Vellum:

Dear Pet,

Congratulations on reaching your home. Enjoy it while you can.

You’re still my prisoner - and I’m STILL going to break you. I’m looking forward to watching the big bad villain cry and beg me for mercy.

Love,

Princess Reina

“Son of a bitch,” I said, staring out past the walls. “Well, on the plus side, I just figured out who we’re going to attack first.”

Mariah read the letter over my shoulder, her eyebrows shooting up. “Well she’s
 a feisty one,” the succubus said, cocking her head at me.

“She’s wrong,” I said with a smirk. “She’s going to kneel for me. Once we get this place up and running, Vellum is our first target. I’m going to take that bitch’s holdings, piece by piece.”

“Yes, my Lord.” Mariah’s eyes shined with pride. “And then, once the duchy is yours…?”

I knew what she wanted me to say.

“Then we use them as a base to make war on the Eight Realms,” I said, stretching out my arms. “And all this will be ours!”

She snuggled up against me, one wing over my injured shoulder. Her tail rubbed the bulge between my legs.

“I love you, my Lord,” the succubus purred. “I can’t wait to break the world with you.”

 

I was surrounded. Outgunned. Half the world wanted me dead.

Shit. I couldn’t wait, either. Conquering the world was going to be fun.


Enjoyed this story? Looking for more hot Harem Gamelit?

Tamed goddesses, hot succubi and all the fantasy and sci-fi worlds you could ever want await!


Criminal Core: A Gamelit Harem Fantasy



I just thought I was making rent money when I signed up to have my brain scanned in some experimental clinical trial. Then I woke up hundreds of years in the future, in a prison in the middle of outer space. Turns out I'm supposed to run it!





The Oubliette is the most feared prison in the universe, but I'm so broke I can't keep locks on the doors. The galaxy's worst criminals break out as soon as they're locked up.





Only the gorgeous, law-breaking babes who've made the Oubliette their home can help me fix this place and strike fear back into the hearts of the galaxy's worst villains. But getting them on my side might kill me first - and if they don't do it, my psycho AI boss definitely will...





Criminal Core is an 80,000 word science-fiction adventure containing a harem of women, a strong-willed man who has no trouble juggling them all, and some absolutely EXPLICIT man-on-robot-on-gorgeous-alien action. You've been warned.



Criminal Core 2: A House Divided



The most dangerous prison in the galaxy has been split in two.





Half of the Black Oubliette is in Noah's hands, while half belongs to his psychotic AI ex-girlfriend. But the energy that allows them to upgrade the prison is totally under her control - and she doesn't want to share it any more than she wants to share HIM.





On his team are some of the most dangerous convicts in the galaxy: a stealthy cybernetic samurai, a hypnotic fairy princess, and a deadly alien succubus. They'll help him destroy the AI and take the prison back - as long as he keeps proving he's man enough to handle them all.





A house divided cannot stand. Noah has to win it all - or die trying.




Criminal Core 2 is an 65,000 word science fiction adventure containing a harem of women, a strong-willed alpha male who has no trouble juggling them all, and some absolutely EXPLICIT man on robot on gorgeous alien action. You've been warned.



Goddess Tamer: The Complete LitRPG Harem Adventure


Tame goddesses. Claim their power. Rule the world...

Inside Goddess Reign Online
, heroes pledge themselves to beautiful goddesses in exchange for power, fighting a never-ending war for control of the world! A few lucky players become Heralds, capable not only of shaping world events but also taking their goddess as a lover and companion.



Max dreams of eventually becoming a Herald - but when he accidentally opens the prison containing the long-captive Goddess of Mischief, he gets promoted overnight to her chief lieutenant! With her Trickster powers at his side, Max fights a war of revenge against the other goddeses, bringing them to their knees and teaching them all about their submissive sides.



But is his new boss a wronged woman seeking revenge, or a demon seeking total domination? And will it even matter when he finds out she likes being choked and spanked in bed?




Goddess Tamer
 is the complete seven part harem LitRPG by Neil Bimbeau. It contains elements of LitRPG with giant swords, horny goddesses, and a protagonist who uses illusion and manipulation to win the day. Also themes of alpha male dominance, harem romance, and MF, MFF and MFFF scenes! 18+ only!



Princess Tamer: A Gamelit Harem Fantasy



Hyperia Online
 is dying. So when programming nerd Jack discovers a way to charm the game’s three gorgeous Princesses right out of their castles and into his bed, it’s time for a nostalgia run of the VRMMO he was obsessed with in college. Soon he’s turning the game upside down, building a harem of fantasy babes and monster girls as he turns Hyperia into his personal playground.



After all, it’s not hurting anybody to conquer the world if no one’s playing the game, right?



Until everyone is…



Note: This novel is spicy, saucy, and full of harem goodness. You’ve been warned.



Alpha Online: A Novel (LitRPG Harem Series)


Build Your Harem. Conquer The World.

That's the promise of Seas of Kyria
, the world's hottest virtual-reality MMORPG. It's world is a free-for-all where Pirate Kings and Queens do battle on the high seas, competing for treasure and women. And the advertising lets you know that the world of Kyria is filled with a bevy of gorgeous, submissive women
 who are willing to do anything their Captain demands: as long as you have the guts to claim them!



Chris enters Kyria hoping for adventure, and soon finds himself the Captain of a crew of beautiful magically-enhanced babes
 who are both deadly and available at his beck and call! But other players want what he has - and when the Queen of the game
 sets her sights on claiming his harem, Chris will have to fight to protect the women he cares about - especially the one who wants to meet up in the real world...



WARNING: Alpha Online is a swashbuckling LitRPG adventure that contains explicit sex between one guy and his crew of rum-swilling, ocean-conquering babes! It contains harem romance, ancient magic, plunder, and lots of MF MFF and MFFF scenes! 18+ only!
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