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Chapter 1:
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Outside, they're waiting. Thousands of them, just beyond the balcony. The drapes are thick and block the noonday sun, but still I can hear them. I can smell them; soldiers create quite a stink if you group them all together, and my perch here in this castle is downwind. 

I look again at the words written down for me. I'm not drawn to this kind of performance. My wives, they want me to give this raucous speech to rally the troops. They're the ones who put it together. 

I ask them—what does it even matter if I rally them? They're all zealots. Aren't I god to them?

But then she, or she, or she drips and drapes and strokes and croons and I forget what I was talking about and agree to whatever they suggest because each of my wives is hotter than an exploding sun.

But, like I said, the soldiers outside are zealots. They can wait. I want to get my thoughts straight. Every day I spend in this position, with these women whispering in my ear, I feel myself losing touch with my past. 

And I think, for some reason—perhaps for no better reason than it's why I'm here now—of rolling the dice.  

When I was fresh out of high school, eighteen and full of piss and vinegar, I was ready to change the world. 

All the cool kids in my small town hung out in the parking lot outside of a local Italian restaurant that was catty-cornered to a defunct Checkers chain. They would smoke cigarettes, sneak alcoholic drinks in conspicuous flasks, and talk about whatever it is cool kids talk about. 

Not doing homework, I guess? 

I had pumped myself up for weeks. I could do it; I could do anything. I could hang out with them. The social orders we had put together were stupid and served no one. Cliques were dead because high school was done.

This is the kind of fiction I wanted to sell to an unwilling audience. No wonder my girls have to write speeches for me. 

I strutted to Percy Howard and his girlfriend, Suzy Engles, who I was already friendly with because of our seating proximity during English.

Percy looked at me with anticipatory derision. "What are you doing here, Norton?"

The affectation that all high schoolers share for calling people by their last name has always been strange to me. It's a way to push people aside, to make it easier to treat them poorly. But it didn't matter. I had the secret weapon to end all secret weapons to strike through their prepared ostracizations. 

"You guys want any booze?"

Of course they did, and I had plenty to go around. I had a fake ID and a shopping bag full of vodka and mixers. We had one drink, and then we had a few more. I was greasing the wheels of my social elevator, and it was going up.

It was all going well, and then I stepped on the ankle of Mason Bolyard's girlfriend as she was getting out of her car. 

Just one of those awkward moments where you're trying to get out of the way but it all goes wrong? Like that. 

Mason was a born bully. I'd run into him before. I'd been warned to stay away from his entire life. 

He believed in teaching lessons about this kind of thing. A big guy, a weightlifter, and taught me a lesson by cracking my foot with a tire iron. 

So, that sucked.

Between wearing a boot and doing therapy, I didn't walk right for a year. Still can't really run well without my ankle seizing up. 

It was when I was incapacitated like this that I decided to get serious about Dungeon League. That's when my obsession with hot rolling started. And that is, through the strange and often inauspicious hallway of fate, how it is that I've ended up here, at this desk, with an army outside who live to carry my name with every breath. 

I still remember the way his girl Madison laughed as Mason snapped my bones. She was thrilled. The flushed intensity on that beautiful face, how her cheekbones shined and her eyes sparkled during this spiking moment of my own devastation. 

I'd had a crush on her—everyone had a crush on her—and she had always been nice to me in Economics. I guess that was only because I let her cheat on my tests and quizzes. Now that we were done, she had no use for me—just happy to show off the power of her man. 

You'd think that would have been the end of my crush. Instead, it just magnified. I think only meeting Rose really stopped it, and even then, the fantasies never stopped. 

Madison's face, arrogant and blood-flushed, high on violence and the thought of her boyfriend's strength never truly left my brain.

The cops came, asked me questions for like a day and a half, and eventually Mason was charged and then the charges were dropped. Mason's dad was important in town, and a small lawyer in a sharp brown suit dropped by my hospital room to threaten me into not making any more trouble. 

Maybe someone else would get mad. It certainly wasn't fair; it wasn't justice. But if I'm honest, I don't think I ever cared about that. I didn't want the power that Mason had to not exist; I just wanted to have it instead of him. 

In this way, one long weekend changed my life completely. Maybe you've experienced something similar. A few short moments or days alter the entirety of what you are forever after. We like to think, sometimes, that we're time travelers. If we can just ruminate or reminiscence hard enough, it will have all gone differently. 

But all we have is the moment and our choices in it. 

So it's both odd and apt, thinking of this grand humiliation as a point of comparison for what has happened to me now as I make this record: a retelling of how, during a different astonishingly busy long weekend, I floundered and fudged my way onto the throne of reality and became the owner of a cosmically-hot harem of evil women. 
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Chapter 2:
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“Down the stairwell, and through the massive stone double-doors, you find yourself on a precipice above an enormous, abandoned underground city. The Sunken City, Xeobos. Your torches flicker from a wind you can’t source. There is the smell of death, old death. You know that there is, somewhere here, a veritable mountain of corpses. The corpses of adventurers just like you, and of course the denizens of the city that weren’t able to make it out in time before the catastrophe, including the rich gentry and all the members of the Pallid Court.

“That means a terrible threat lurks here, of course, to have killed so many. But it also means riches for you, should you make it out alive.”

A murmur of anticipation goes up around the table from the other three members of my impromptu party. They lean forward, smiling, adjusting their notes, handling their dice. Before us is a well-terrained layout of an underground city, positioned with surgical precision. The four expertly-painted miniatures representing our characters stand behind some of this terrain in one corner of a large table-sized neoprene mat, awaiting action. 

I am alone in my lack of excitement, which is nothing new for me in this situation. 

I don’t want to be a kill joy, but I already know how this ends. Our game master, Maddy, continues—either she doesn’t notice or doesn’t care about my disinterest. I wouldn’t blame her either way: hot girls like her tend not to notice guys like me in the first place, and who has it in them to care about someone who’s bored?

“As you peer over the precipice to examine your new surroundings, you see the vastness of the city before you. Enormous cathedrals for different deities, gods you know and gods long forgotten. Gargoyles perched atop enormous flying buttresses. Great bridges criss-crossing over the city center—and while some of it has fallen into disrepair, a shocking proportion is still intact. 

“It was once a Gothic metropolis, surviving through a thousand years of war, plague, famine, crusades, and the ups and downs of a litany of monarchs before finally succumbing to the dark arts of the Eternal Sorcerer, Xanban. An incredibly reproductive fungus has moved in where bodies once where, giving the appearance, at your distance, of the city still bustling and vibrant, emitting fluorescent lights across every building. Some of the fungus even appears to be moving. Some of it...appears to be moving rapidly.”

Next to me, Sophie checks her notes. “Oh, dang, guys, I have a horticulture specialty. So if there’s some killer shrooms down there I can help out for sure.”

She’s the one who got me here on this early Thursday afternoon. After a late cancellation from their regular, she needed a warm body to fill out their party, and I’m a sucker for gorgeous nerds. I've crushed on her pretty much since I met her at work a year ago. 

She’s slender, brunette, bespectacled, and perfectly my type. She has a face that seems like it kind of should be covered in acne—nerdy and incredibly interested in everything—only it’s smooth and flawless, like the rest of her gorgeously glowing skin. 

The tight jeans and sweater she wears should be underwhelming, but on her utterly lithe body, every crevice and curve sings to me like an invitation for a long, passionate embrace. Her complexion is shiny and remarkably pale, almost like she herself is a denizen of this underground city Maddy is telling us about. 

“Yeah okay,” says Edith. “But I’ve got, I mean. I think...” she bites a lip. Her lips are very full. I have trouble not staring. “I’ve got a lot of fire magic loaded up. That helps, right? With plants?”

“Are fungi plants?” asks Sophie. “I thought they were like...fungi.”

I know the answer to this, actually. But I am doing my best not to be involved. The way I figure it, the less I contribute before I bring this all down, the better. 

“In any case,” says Camille, the leader of our party, “they’ll burn, right? Everything burns. And maybe with the special knowledge, we can make them burn a little easier?”

The light in the room catches Camille's cascading dark hair and illuminates her jaw-dropping beauty. The other girls here call her Cam, I suppose I should too. It just seems too familiar, like speaking to a queen without saying "your majesty." 

A bulky gray and black cardigan shrouds her still-obvious curves, but her delicate skin and rosy lips are impossible to hide. Underneath the cardigan is a boat-necked top that reveals the stunning array of her clavicles, prominent and shimmering even in the dingy light of this apartment. Her large, brown eyes draw me in with every spare glance she sends my way, and I can’t help but be mesmerized by her tiny nose, dusted with a smattering of freckles. 

Sophie got me here, and I’m definitely crushing on her hard, but Cam’s casual, regal bearing and elegant beauty (despite the cartoon bear on her cardigan) are impossible to ignore. She commands the attention of all of us with a confident yet soft presence. I find myself captivated by her strength and femininity; it's like she was made to be the leader.

I'd have a crush on Cam the same as I do on Sophie if I had the balls. Sophie is the kind of hot that I think I can attain in a girlfriend. 

Camille—or Cam, although god help my trembling soul if she ever asked me to call her Camille—is the type that I would kill to be with, except that she's also the type of six foot five musclebound titans with millions of dollars to toss around. The sort of girl I put on a pedestal and keep there, nice and safe where I know her incredible hotness is never going to reject me because I'm not going to go after her. It's almost shocking to me she's not a celebrity; Sophie I think told me she was a librarian? Which does not help the instant eroticization engine of my brain. 

I'm average. I think my statline would be an aggressively tens across the board, if I were in Dungeon League. 

Maybe less than that for Savvy; I've always been dense. 

My dark brown hair is a clustered mess like it always is, and I'm doing everything I can to hide the nothing-special-going-on with my body with my work khakis and a slightly-too-large polo shirt.

And it's only now, having sat down with these lovely women, that I have the presence of mind to think that I should have at least combed my hair. 

God only knows why Dungeon League attracts so many hot girls, but it does. I think it's the outfits they make during the con. But it's always been a girl's game, hugely populated with men (like me, once upon a time) who just wanted to get a social circle going and get laid. 

For now, I'm just enjoying the ride of witnessing four different beauties of such different calibers before they inevitably kick me out.

“With my specialty in horticulture," says Sophie, still buried in her notes, "it’ll be plus D6 on the damage roll.” 

She pushes up the brim of her extra-thick glasses. They're yellow. God, she’s cute.

Cam, Edith, and Maddy all whistle in appreciation. I hold in a terrible sigh. I promise I’m not bored. Seriously—I’m really not trying or wanting to take a dump on their good time.

I’m just anxious and full of foreboding. I’m going to fuck all this up regardless of I want to or not. I can't help it. It's just a matter of time.

“Okay,” says Maddy, guiding us back in. “You’re peering over the edge a little more, and you all notice a big shadow over a big portion of the city. Maybe like several houses’ worth. You look closer—the shadow is shimmering. Sliding around. And—in fact! It’s moving closer to you.” She starts speaking fast, clearly excited, and snatches up a large, twisted, monstrous miniature from beneath the table, shuttling it over the terrain and across the mat to land it right in front of us. “It’s getting larger, larger, blocking your view of the entire metropolis. Suddenly it shifts and squirms, twisting to reveal a neon purple-and-blue humanoid monstrosity inside. Twelve feet tall or more, with two sets of enormous arms, wearing a dark robe that you realize was the massive shadow you saw. This is Xanban, the Eternal Sorcerer—and he does not want you here.”

With the miniatures, she's made a neat little scene. Everything is quite well-painted. Xanban's wings have this cool neon blue cel-shaded effect that make him seem other-worldly even beyond his extra arms and imposing height. 

“Oh shit!” says Cam. “Already?”

“You have no time to activate any skills or spells that aren’t instant,” says Maddy. She looks at Edith. “I think you’re out of your instant spells from the trip down?”

“Yeah.” Edith is sheepish. “I thought—I thought I would, we would have a rest. I’m sorry, guys.”

The embarrassment looks strange on her vivacious face, and it soon turns to self-deprecating mirth. She smiles at me, infectiously, revealing two rows of perfect white teeth. I can’t help but return her brilliant grin despite myself. 

Her hair is green, but the roots are bright honey-blond, and she's obviously fashioned herself as a quirky type. Her whole outfit is almost unbearably adorable: a retro jacket and a graphic tee with a kitten playing video games completes her “off-kilter” style. 

Normally, I kind of can't stand that, but her energy is catching. It doesn't hurt that she bent over in front of me for like five minutes straight when I got here, searching in the corner of her filthy apartment for an extra set of dice.

Honestly, I'm not trying to creep on these women. They're independent, they're their own people, they're...you know, all that good stuff, I'm not a scholar. Say the right good things that a person should say; they're it and I said them. 

But Edith, this total babe, with her uncannily thick bottom, was bent over in green tights and a dark gingham skirt for like five minutes. I timed it using her taco clock on the wall. What do you want from me? She clearly does a lot of squats and lunges; I can see her weights in the other corner of the living room sitting on a repurposed bookshelf next to a worn-out exercise mat.

“I can...” Again, Sophie is buried in her notes. “I can activate my wand of warding?”

“That’s an action,” says Cam. “What if—hey, Shardez. Don’t you have an instant attack?”

It takes me a minute to realize they’re talking to me. I didn’t pick the name Shardez; I’m filling in for their regular player, out with the flu. 

“I...” I shrug. “I don’t know.”

“Would you check?” Cam is insistent, calm. I’d even call her understanding—cool under pressure. She knows I’d have no real reason to know. 

Except I do know. I know this game in and out. And I know I have an instant attack. And I really, really don’t want to use it. If I can just play dumb long enough, maybe they'll forget...

“You totally do.” Sophie leans over into the notes she prepared for me. Her arm slides across mine and I feel that uncomfortable-but-comfortable jolt of contact from a crush. “See?”

Her finger is slender like the rest of her. There are so many things I would love to see it wrapped around. 

She’s right, though. 

“Okay,” I say, pretending to catch up. “Yeah. I have an instant attack. And, I guess we’re all surprised, right?”

A sort of switch flips in my head, at last. If I’m going to do this, I figure, I better do it right. 

I wish I didn’t have all these traits to make this attack better, but I didn’t set up the character. Shardez is a warrior—a pretty run-of-the-mill character—made for sudden flurries of explosive damage.

“Right.”

“Okay. So I have this trait, Courage Under Fire, that lets me attack twice if surprised.”

Maddy smirks. She’s not worried. “No problem.”

“And he’s...how far away is he?”

She consults the miniatures with a ruler and then says, “He is ten feet away.”

“So I’m going to also use—I mean, do you think that’s far away enough for a ranged attack?”

“We can say it is, sure.” 

Again, she’s not worried. 

“Right, then I’m going to use Whirlwind of Force, which lets me toss in another axe at him, so on a successful hit, I’m going to hit him for another D12 damage.”

Maddy raises her eyebrows just for a moment and then smiles. It’s such a great smile. Blond, busty, athletic, and confident, she’s just really fucking hot. The classical pretty girl; she reminds me of the kind of haughty love interest for an asshole in a 1980s movie about preppy jerks. 

I get the feeling she comes from money. The delicate jeweled collar around her neck; the high-society blouse she's wearing with its ebony buttons and slightly-ruffled shoulders. I probably would have been staring at her pencil-skirted legs and ass when I got here if Edith hadn't still been bent over in the corner while Sophie tried to chat to me about work. 

God. If I were a real member of this party, I’d come every week just to have someone as good looking as Maddy wrapped up in attention on me for a little while.

Again, it is not lost on me—at all—how profoundly lucky I am to be in the company of these women. Single women, as far as I can tell. It feels like a big joke, like the walls are going to collapse soon with cameras behind them to reveal how I'm just a punchline to them. A more confidant man might be lining up phone numbers; I'm just waiting to be mocked—either by them or by reality.

Anyway. Maddy’s not impressed with my game knowledge.

“Anything else?”

She's challenging me. She seems too cocky, even despite this guy clearly being a dungeon boss. 

“I'd like to roll for Savvy.”

“What are you looking for?”

“The source of his power. Is it him, on him, somewhere else?”

Everything requires a symbol. This is a law of the universe in Dungeon League; all power is represented by something, even if it is the person wielding it, otherwise it can't exist at all. 

“There's no roll needed, unless you'd really like. You can see his amulet blazing, and you have enough knowledge from your time in the tavern—we did that last session, sorry—to know that it is the Amulet of the First Lich.”

“Right.” I nod. “I'll target that, then.”

“I’ll let you know,” she says, “You’ll need a nat twenty to even hit Xanban at all. The same for his amulet.”

“Sorry,” Cam leans toward me. “She means you’ll have to roll a twenty on the die naturally, without any modifiers.”

Her proximity sends my heart racing. The air between us feels like it softens; I don't understand how she exists in real life. Women as perfect as her are supposed to be photoshopped or AI-generated or something.

“Thanks,” I say. “I uh...I know what it means.”

I pick up both D20 and ready myself to roll. They’ve got a little box in the middle of the table for it where everyone can see. For a moment, I just feel the dice in my palm, slipping them against my fingers this way and that. They all see me hesitating.

“Don’t worry,” Cam says to me quietly. “We’re definitely losing this fight. I feel like Xanban is going to transport us to a dungeon or something and we’ll fight our way out.”

“You don’t know that!” Maddy pretends to be offended. “Xanban is Eternal and his ways are myriad. He loathes intruders. A wealth of atrocities await you for the crime of your intrusion.”

“She wouldn’t kill us this early,” Sophie says, even quieter than Cam. “Go ahead. It’ll be fine.”

I sigh, and for the first time I think they all see how dreadfully disappointed I am about being here at all. The thought occurs to me—pure blind hope—that maybe this time will be different. 

It’s been so long. How many days since I’ve even felt dice in my hands? Maybe it’s worn off. Maybe I forgot. Maybe I can’t even do it anymore.

Then I roll.

I know what it is before it even stops; every last bounce and turn of the two dice is understood to me like my own reflection.

“That’s...” Edith laughs. 

Sophie and Cam both cheer, their hands up in the air. Maddy is in shock. 

“That’s two nat twenties,” says Maddy. “Roll for damage, wow. Wow.”

“So when I crit, that adds a vulnerability debuff, so it's going to be double damage.”

Maddy nods, grabbing a calculator. “Okay...”

“And I’m using my once-per-day Massive Offense ability,” I say quickly. 

Again, if we're going to do this, let's do this. I roll both D20s again, plus the two D8s.

“Unreal!” Maddy stands up. “What? No. What?”

Sophie and Edith lean into each other, jaws open. 

“What?”

Two more natural twenties on the board, and two eights on the D8s. 

I put my face in my hand just a bit. I'm blushing. “So that’s also double damage—”

“—Because of the Massive Offense,” finishes Maddy. “Which...stacks with the vulnerability debuff...”

“And it ignores armor because it’s my first crit this combat.”

“Right...” Maddy laughs in disbelief. “...right. Um...”

She checks her notes; shaking her head the whole time. After a moment, not bringing her eyes up, she speaks slowly and quietly.  

“Xanban the Eternal Sorcerer's Amulet of the First Lich is annihilated. It alone was what sustained Xanban's twisted unlife. Xanban is...slain.”

Their massive campaign is over right in the middle of its second act, in the first three minutes of us playing today.

Where there was energy and anticipation, now there is a vacuum.

I really didn’t want to play this game.
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Chapter 3:
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A few minutes later, as expected, Maddy is still furious. “Why is he even here?”

She's pacing in the tiny pale-pastel living room; I'm worried about the carpet. I think it was adhered with kid's craft glue, and Maddy is stomping fast and hard enough to bore a hole into granite. 

“Don’t be like that,” says Cam. “What was he supposed to do? Roll poorly?”

“He’s not supposed to roll like that! Who rolls like that? In their first encounter?”

“It’s...” Cam shrugs; it might be the prettiest shrug I've ever seen. Her top comes up just enough to show how flat and toned her midsection is. Yoga, I'm guessing. Maybe cross-fit. 

She shifts again, and I get another glimpse. 

Pilates? 

“I’m sorry," says Cam. "I know you had been planning this for forever, but look on the bright side, right? We’re in the finals now for sure.”

“Yeah, you are! I have to have games go on at least three hours to have my sheets qualified, not to mention to be paid. Xanban is a domain boss! You guys were only supposed to fight the shroom dragon tonight, or at the very least the shroom-o-taur. Xanban is a syndicated mega-boss! It’s supposed to take three teams of heroes working together like two hours to take him out! That's what you were supposed to be doing in the finals!”

I shouldn’t be overhearing this. It’s very obvious this is the kind of conversation I don’t need to know anything about. But the apartment we’re in is small, and the kitchen is right next to the living room where Maddy and Cam are whisper-shouting at each other next to the window. 

In any case, I almost certainly shouldn't be overhearing what they're saying while creeping on Sophie's unreal ass in her tight pants. She only wears them on Fridays, usually, but there's a three-and-half day holiday weekend for us this weekend so she wore them today. 

Did they help with her asking me to come here? God, you bet. Her thighs, slender and tight, move just right inside that dark denim. The more important question is did she know they would help? 

Of course, I'm here because I think she did know, and wanted them to work. 

She and Edith are standing in front of me in the kitchen nook, watching Maddy and Cam have it out. Cam is so incredibly pretty that it's enough for me to stop ogling Edith and Sophie, even with the slit on the front of Edith's short skirt and the hand-sized gap between Sophie's thighs.

Maybe I am still ogling Sophie a little. And Edith. And Maddy. And Camille. Oh god. Camille.

I mean—yes, look, okay, I'm not a complete pig, I know how these women dress and look is not about me. 

But my thoughts are about me, and I can't help but think about the way Edith's long legs must look uncovered by all that green cloth, or how Sophie might squeal if I were her man and grabbed her ass, or the way Cam would melt if she was really—

Goddamn. I am just horny as hell. What's going on with me? I feel almost like I've taken a drug. 

Trying to snap out of it, I tap Sophie on the shoulder. “I can pay her. Should I pay her?”

She rolls her eyes. “No. She’s just being dramatic. She’s a GM. It’s kind of their thing.”

“She’s rich.” Edith’s whisper-voice was as conspiratorial as the shirt on my back. Is “cognito” a word? It describes Edith perfectly. “She’s a pharmacist. You should see her place. It’s so much nicer than here.”

I look around at the curtains hanging off the wall on single-screws un-anchored into drywall, the cabinet handles replaced with sandwich ties. There's a chunky, shiny stain near her tiny pantry that looks like it might gain sentience soon. 

“Your place is...cozy.”

“Wow, thanks!” She’s not being sincere. That’s fair, neither was I. “We should play there, but she’s a stickler for the rules and parties can’t play at the GM’s house by League regulations.”

There’s a lot of League regulations I don’t know. As in, most of them enacted in the last few years. 

I know, I know; I’m out of the loop. It’s the most popular pastime in the country, you’d think I’d have some clue, but I shut myself off from all news related to the great game ages ago. 

“Well, I feel bad. I know she must have set this up for ages.”

Edith shrugs. “To tell you the truth, I wasn’t looking forward to fighting her Toughness Eighteen Shroom Bosses all night anyway.”

“Toughness Eighteen?” says Sophie. “Really?”

I'm trying to participate in the conversation, but my mind reels as I see Sophie playing with the collar of her blouse. Revealing just a bit of her collarbone, her cleavage. 

She's not looking at me, but she knows I'm looking. 

Is she seriously doing that while she knows I'm looking at her? My heart throbs. 

Edith nods seriously. “We’d be trying, you know, trying to hit on eighteen-ups all night. It would be a nightmare. I don’t think we would have even gotten to the first shop to refill our potions and stuff.”

“Yikes.” 

Sophie busies herself with putting a drink together. This is Edith’s apartment, but it’s clear Sophie is very familiar with being here. She knows where all the glasses are.

Now that the game is over, I feel an immense sense of relief. I ruined it, like I always ruin these things, but at least it was quick. I feel bad for Maddy—it’s hard not to feel bad for a beautiful woman who’s upset—but I would have felt worse to drag it out. Maybe now there’s more time to get to know Sophie better?

We work together at the Van Sant Collection; it's a museum of historical armor and weapons. Our curator isn't picky—it started mainly as a source of ancient arms, anything before the second century was particularly of interest. But extensive grant work and expansion has allowed us to really grab anything from Byzantine cannons to Persian jewel-encrusted daggers.  

My work is mostly in restoration; Sophie works in communications doing grant writing, copy writing, that kind of stuff. It's a small staff, less than thirty people, so we run into each other all the time. 

We're also both the unofficial “tech gurus” when the IT staff doesn't show up or is busy because, even with me being a little over thirty and her being in her mid-twenties, we're the youngest people there and have learned how to search for how-to articles on the internet.

I’ve been there for five years; Sophie for just about one. 

Restoration work makes it easy for me to disappear there, which is basically how I like it. I don’t want to be in the spotlight, I don’t want anyone to notice me; none of that. I can lose myself on one piece of weaponry or armor at a time; if it goes out on display, great. But I'm also just fine with the maintenance jobs. 

You ever have to clear rust off a fifteenth century buckle without hurting the structural integrity of centuries-old brass? It's a job people are kind of happy to leave you alone for; I think I get less visitors than someone working with explosives.

Even so, with all my solitude and my silent crush on her, when Sophie asked me to come over to fill in for their missing party member, of course I wanted to say no. 

I remember how all the badness happened too vividly, even years later. How I lost my friends, lost Rose.

But I'm human. I couldn't help but be flattered. It's been a while since a girl like her has even talked to me, let alone asked me to go somewhere with her. 

And I was hopeful, too. Was my reputation finally gone? That would be such a relief. The Dungeon League moves fast, and I always hoped people would forget. But given how bad it got when it did get bad, I didn't hold out much hope. 

There were memes about me; there was a petition.

Sometimes I wish I could have trained myself to work on one of the less popular games. Football, maybe. Those guys live nice quiet lives. Or boxing. 

Anything simple. Boxing matches can be done in one round. One round! And everyone’s delighted. 

If I do the same thing in Dungeon League, end it all quick, it’s...well, it’s this, isn’t it? With Maddy red-eyed in the corner and Cam talking her down off the ledge. 

Cam is good at talking with Maddy. Maddy might be the GM but it’s clear that Cam is the leader in more than just roleplaying. Maddy’s looking to her for guidance. Maybe it’s because of how tall Cam is; she’s got that natural gymnast kind of height and build. Willowy, except of course for how mind-bogglingly perfect her breasts are. I heard somewhere that the tallest person in a room is usually the leader.

Their voices are quiet after a few more minutes and Cam walks back to us in the nook.

“I think we've landed on something good so everyone's happy.”

I'd be happy just to look at Cam for a few more hours. If I had known she existed and played Dungeon League, I might have risked trying to play sooner just to be around her. She's pushed the sleeves of her cardigan up; something I can't stop looking at is how l o n g her arms are. Long, thin, and tightly muscled. Like an alien's arms, except superbly toned. 

I have to stop myself from staring and she definitely notices, and is definitely enough of a cool customer not to let it stop her.

“So the win puts us in the finalists’ column at DungeonCon tomorrow,” says Cam. “But wins this...sudden...” she eyeballs me. “...are subject to a lot of scrutiny and Maddy is stressed about the review board. So, I’ve convinced Maddy to leave her clock running,” says Cam, “and she’s agreed, if we agree to play another game of some kind where she can GM.”

“Oh, cool!” says Sophie.

“Great!” says Edith. 

Shit. 
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Chapter 4:
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“We’re going to a do a very basic run here, something to pick up in the off-season after DungeonCon, all right?”

Everyone is back at the table, nodding and agreeing. Everyone except for me. I haven't even sat down yet. 

“Hey, did you guys hear that?” I look out the window to the courtyard. The grass needs a good mow. The sun has mostly set, and it's dark out. “I think I heard gunshots.”

“Oh yeah, that's always happening.” Edith shrugs. “I wouldn't worry about it unless they're close.”

It's a bad apartment in an unwelcoming part of town and these gals clearly have their shit far too together to be spooked by loud faraway sounds; I don't know where I'm trying to go with this angle. 

“So...” Maddy continues, looking annoyed with me. “...we’ve got to make characters. I’ve never played this campaign, so, I don’t really know what advice to give you. I was just going to go straight from the book tonight. Cool?”

Again, everyone but me agrees. I'm tugging on the doorknob and making a big show about the door itself. 

“Are we sure this thing is safe?” I rap the frame with my knuckles. “You know. If someone unpleasant tried to get in.”

“Dude,” says Edith. “Chill.”

“We can't start unless you sit down,” says Cam.

“Right, but, I just want to make sure, you know, if there's an issue...”

“Max,” says Sophie, “I think it will be fine. Come and sit.”

She says my name with such compassion. I melt. Soon I’m sitting down next to them, with Maddy at the head of the table. Edith has turned the lights down low for mood. 

I want to hang my head in my hands. The mood lighting is not supposed to be romantic, but girls these hot always look romantic to a hopeless fantasist like myself, and the lighting makes it worse. And they’re all about to be so thoroughly pissed with me.  

Maddy grabs a book off of the pile that she brought with her, prepared for this eventuality. She also had extra dice for me earlier (my first attempt to bow out), and she brought three different pre-packaged meals now waiting for her in the fridge. She likes to be ready.

For a moment, she just stares at the book she grabbed. It looks a little different than the standard adventure books I’ve seen in the past, which are often spiral-bound or at least thin, with very wide and tall pages. Like thin encyclopedias. 

This one is squat, fat, and black, with thick pages that almost look like cloth. It reminds me of the Bibles I used to hand out in Sunday School. She studies it for a moment. 

“Oh this isn't...” Her fingers run up and down the surface. “Huh.”

The book cover flashes in the light. The way a cricket's carapace will change color as it moves. She flips through the pages, eyes scanning quickly—I suppose to remind herself of the premise of the campaign—she passes around blank character sheets with space for portraits, stats, perks, and other such details. 

“Huh...” She says again.

Her jaw slacks. Her fingers slide over the book in what almost looks like lust, a long shuddering breath escaping her lips. I am acutely and uncomfortably aware that, despite her bossiness, Maddy is a rather attractive woman. Her eyes close, but continue to move underneath the lids. Like she's dreaming. Her rapturous intake of breath continues and she bites her lower lip. 

“Okay...” she says. “...Yes. Yes. Yes...”

From outside, I hear a boom. 

“Gunshots again...” says Edith.

Only she doesn’t sound convinced. It was a boom, not the staccato report of a handgun or the cracking of any other kind of gun. It sounded almost like something ripping open, something immense, and the sound is so dense and wet that we can hear it as it spreads through the city around us. Like it’s stepping, or crawling. 

And Maddy continues to tremble and shake, cheeks flushed. 

Something is happening and I don't know what. 

Her breathing continues, faster and faster, her cheeks flushed. The rest of us look at one another quizzically. She hugs the book tighter to herself, in a lover's cling, pushing it upward toward the bottom of her neck. With a moan, she straightens up in her chair, feet snapping together, tightening her jaw down on the book beneath her like she's afraid it will go away. The temperature feels like it doubles. 

I'm a little aghast. Edith is giggling. Sophie seems intrigued, and Cam is concerned. 

“...yesss...” Maddy moans, her eyes twitching rapidly behind closed eyelids. 

Did she just...?

There's no way.

“Everything all right?” asks Cam. 

“Yes,” she says again, after a long pause. Her eyes look glassy. “Of course.”

She opens her eyes and studies Cam, studies all of us. 

“Are you sure?” 

Edith is still laughing. “Only Maddy could get that kind of excited about a new game.”

“Game...?” 

Maddy looks down at the book before her, again as if it's the first time she's seen it. Her lips are shiny from the way her tongue quickly dashes against their plush surface.

“Oh. Yes. This is a game, isn't it?”

She passes through the pages one more time. 

“Do you want to go to the bathroom?” asks Cam. 

“Don't be ridiculous. I don't want a bath.” She looks through each page of the book, one by run and rapidly, scanning with her eyes and fingers and nodding. It's a big book, and it takes her only seconds. I'm stunned by her speed.

I lean over to Sophie, conspiratorial. “Is that normal for her?”

“No.” She whispers back. “Usually she waits to orgasm until after she's killed our characters, and she doesn't do it in front of us.”

With the way she smiles and her deadpan delivery, I can't tell if she's joking or not. 

“There,” says Maddy, finishing her read-through of the book. “Just...refreshing myself on what's going on...here.. My apologies. We need to pick character roles. Let’s use the pre-mades, just to speed things up, all right?”

Her voice sounds different. Richer, somehow. More refined. 

“Really?” says Cam. “Maddy, if you need a break...”

“Of course not, don't be silly. I'm the GM. I'm in control, yes?” She smiles warmly. “And do call me Madilyn, please. For the purposes of this...game.”

Edith snickers a bit. Cam looks worried. 

“Madilyn? You said you never liked it when—”

“This is a new game, and so I’m trying something new. Agreed?”

Cam shrugs and gestures for her to carry on. 

“Lovely,” says Maddy. Madilyn, I guess. She licks her lips again. Hungry. “Let's play.” She looks at all of us. “I want to play with you.”

Something in her heated, sultry voice makes me adjust my pants. Sophie, next to me, shifts as well. 

Dang, really? 

“Oh,” Edith makes a face. “I mean. What are we even playing? I don’t recognize that book.”

Madilyn smiles, running her fingers over it. “It’s called In Service to the Sorceress.”

There's no writing on the cover, other than some ancient-looking runes. I figure the title must be on the inside page. 

“Is it from DragonFam?” asks Cam. “The cover is so old...”

“I think it’s just a limited edition,” says Edith. “Maddy isn’t buying antique game books at online auctions.”

“Yeah, that's my thing,” says Sophie. “Can I see it?”

Madilyn doesn’t answer, passing out the character sheets. She calls them out as she goes: 

“The Curator,” to Sophie.

“The Mediary,” to Cam. 

“The War Priestess,” to Edith. 

“The Itinerant,” to me. 

We all look at the sheets for a moment. I feel a sharp intake of relief when I quickly scan and see that all the stats are already decided. Rolling for stats is outdated in the first place in Dungeon League, as far as I know, something only really grognards insist on—but even the possibility had my head spinning. 

I do not want to ruin another game for these girls. It’s rude. 

I feel my ability to speak returning. 

The sheet itself feels strangely compelling. The touch of it, I mean. It's soft, but textured with some kind of pattern. My fingers can't seem to help but slide around it. In my peripheral, I notice the same happening for the other adventurers, this odd tactile enjoyment of their sheets. 

“Evil has triumphed.” Madilyn acts as though she's reading, but her eyes remain on all of us. “The final battle has come and gone; the forces of darkness utterly destroyed the inept, feckless leadership of the powers of good. Cruelty is rampant. Chaos is abundant. Dark forces fill every portion of the land. The landscape is dotted with mega-fortresses powered by the suffering and sacrifice of thousands daily, and every common human who cannot fend for themselves lives under the yoke of slavery.”

Her voice, so rich and vibrant and passionate, slides around my ears. I feel it almost more in my head than in the room, and though I see her lips moving—and god, what lips she has—I can’t stop hearing my own thoughts wrap around the sound of her voice like a bubble-wrapped package. 

“Their plebian lives are hard-labor, hunger, and terror as they wait on the whims of an entire host of supernatural overlords—passion-thirsting demons, pact-obsessed devils, power-hungry sorcerers, and armies of savages pledging their bloody service to the strongest warlord who can command them. What pockets of decent civilization remain do so only under the iron grip of cold-hearted tyrants more interested in order and control than wanton slaughter. Hope is abandoned. Goodness has failed. There will be no rebellion, no revolution, no overturning of the many thousands of city-states led by hellish horrors. There is only mad, endless lust, and those powerful enough to fulfill it.”

She's describing an apocalyptic hellscape. Why is lust thrumming through my veins?

Lust, and something else. Some kind of muscling, throbbing, impulse to hit something. Like a need to conquer. 

“Wow, so we’re all bad guys?” says Cam. “Amazing.”

“Yeah,” says Sophie. “I’m like...I think I’m one of the demons, right? I’m like a succubus.”

“I'm a bodyguard, I think,” says Edith.

They speak, but they all sound distracted, eyes stuck on the pages. I know how they feel; there’s something compelling about the sheet. Again, I focus on the texture, the pattern beneath the lettering. I'm able to focus on its curves and swift lines even as I read. The more I trace the pattern, the better I feel I understand the character. 

Whoever did the printing did an amazing job of making it look like it was all hand-written, and a long time ago, in a script that is both kind of flowery but also easy to read. 

My character, The Itinerant, seems to be some kind of mercenary detective. 

The force you led in service to the Dark Estate was known across the seven rivers for its scouting, tracking, and marksmanship. To save your own life and the lives of the men in your company, you turned your back on the righteous, lost cause of the Golden Host and threw your lot in with the demon-led rebellion days before the final stand. 

You watched, a broken man, as the forces of darkness enslaved the Angels of Empyrean and the Realm of Shadows became the new reality. After the fall of the Golden Palace, you lost your taste for leading, and have since offered your services as a tracker and scout for the highest bidder. All that’s left to you now is your sword, your shield, and your wits.

“All right,” I say. “I’m a tracker. I guess I’m going to be trying to find something for you guys. Or someone?”

“That makes sense,” says Sophie. “I’m supposed to be like—I’m kind of like a mix between an engineer and an archaeologist, but also like...a low-ranking demon in the high ranks of the demon leadership? So maybe I’ll want to use some artifact to raise my ranking...”

“And I’m kind of a spy. I'm supposed to...well, I guess it's a secret...” says Cam, and then shakes her head. “Maybe we should go around the circle and read our backstories? They’re pretty cool.”

I share mine first. It touches me more than I realize; at one point, mentioning walking away from “my men,” a lump forms in my throat. I can almost see their faces, recall their names. 

And then I do see them—bearded, strong men. The battalion was in the middle of a beard growing contest for which we had relaxed the grooming standard. Of course, Byles was in the lead, with his Norwish genes making him so naturally hairy, but Grance was a close second. On the day that I defected, I made them all an offer—

“I'll read. I like mine.”

Sophie's voice breaks me from the spell of recollection. Or was it false memory? I've never experienced anything like that before, remembering a world I had never even been part of. I could even feel the aftertaste of the piss-warm salty beer we drank at night in the barracks as I looked at their faces that rainy morning.

Am I just that eager, subconsciously, to get back into roleplaying once more? 

Sophie reads:

The affairs of devils are ruled by laws and ritual and the sociopathic desire to consume and grow. Obviously, this means they are run by corporations, and you are the junior vice-president at one such firm rapidly growing beyond your grasp. They fear your power and beauty, the massive store of souls you have managed to acquire in (relatively speaking) so short a time. The attacks on your seniority and autonomy are constant. 

To maintain your grip on power, you’ve started collecting artifacts, curios, phylacteries, and relics to both enhance your position and to trade for more power. Every encounter can be approached with your growing collection of artifacts, both combative and persuasive. Every romantic partner you’ve ever had has simply been sucked dry—you’re a succubus, after all—and so you’ve been singled-minded about pursuing power for power’s sake. You’re on the hunt now for the biggest prize of them all to not only cement your status as VP, but to jump to the front of the line and become the CEO of the largest demon corporation around.

After Sophie reads, the dazed look on her face is very familiar to me. She's feeling just how I did after reading my summary. 

Remembering some other life. 

It's like we're channeling something, this other world where we have separate personalities. 

Her posture changes—head and neck pulling up tight like a ballerina's, like they're on fishing line. Her chest pushes out. Her legs slide open just so, and her knee bumps into my thigh. Her gaze, heavy-lidded, settles on my hands. Her fingers twitch near them, threatening to slide over and touch me at any moment.

“You're a succubus treasure hunter,” says Edith. “That's so sweet. So, dudes with treasure...look out!”

“Yes,” says Sophie. “They really should.”

Her gaze travels up from my hands and onto me proper.

Why do I feel like prey?

“Let me share,” says Edith. “Mine is wild.”

Every god and goddess deserves an enthusiastic preacher, the Dark Powers most especially. You have sworn your service to all of them, and worship them all in equal measure. Every notch on your weapons is an oath of service to a different power, and each kill honors each of them. You swim in depravity and cruelty—but gleefully so, for no one will be converted by dour frowns and gloomy omens. 

Every action you take shows the world the joy of killing, the beauty of slavery, the delight in theft, the wild fervor possible in betraying others or spreading rumors or propagating disease. Depraved, wild sex pleases many of the Dark Powers, but your frame, strength, and dexterity have either exhausted or broken any partner who has ever tried to claim you; no one has been strong enough for the task. Fortunately for you, every Dark Power thirsts for mortal blood, and so it is simple enough to evangelize for them—simply becoming the best possible killer there ever was and murdering wholesale is more than enough to earn you a spot in the most favorable of their hells.

“Okay,” Edith laughs. “I'm a serial killer? Except that...you know. A preachy serial killer. And also kind of not, because it doesn't seem like that's a bad thing in this world?”

Her voice is fast, faster than it was before. Her eyes glazed just like Sophie's. I can't help but feel like we're reading some part of an incantation, like we're changing without realizing it. 

“It seems like anyone willing to kill would really have a leg up in this world,” says Cam. “It just seems kind of...logical, really.”

Sophie smiles in a way I’ve never seen her do before. “Just because it’s kill or be killed doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy yourself.”

“Right,” Edith says after a moment, seeming to return to herself. “And there's gods. And they're all real. And they like me. Okay! This is nuts.”

“Listen to mine,” says Cam.

I almost tell her to stop, wait, to think about this—we're all acting and feeling so strangely, but she speaks quickly and it's hard anyway to commit to stopping the movement of her amazing lips. 

They say that once you go through the Void, you never come back. Well, they were half-right—in the sense that only half of did come back. Raised as a princess, and trained as a spy, you were forged as an agent of purest darkness in the ten million years you spent in the bleak, foreboding, cruel darkness of the Void. Returned now as an agent of the darkest, most vile powers of darkness, you are merciless and sinister. 

Though you felt you were gone for thousands of millennia, in this world’s time, it was only months, and the dark elven court that raised you expected your wedding to go off without any further interruptions. That is, until your groom-to-be touched you and, like every man now does if they touch your pristine and eldritch bare skin, crumbled to dust. Your work now is of vital importance to the glory of the Dark Estate—finding the Soul Clave and bringing it to heel so that the Dark Estate's lock on power remains uncontested. 

“You’re so hot you literally turn men into dust?” Edith whistles. “That’s sooo cool.”

Camille’s posture straightens much the same way Sophie's did, showing the fullness of her elegant height. Her nose tilts down, her head to one side, and absently she draws the thickness of her hair up into a shiny, tight bun.

“Yes,” she says, distant. “It is cool, isn't it?”

I know I'm back to myself, and it looks like Sophie is too. Edith is definitely on her way—so what happened to us seems temporary at least. 

But shouldn't we at least talk about it? 

“Hey, so, did anyone else—”

“Why do they all mention our love lives?” Cam interrupts me. “Are we supposed to fall in love with him?” 

She nods toward me, dismissive and disbelieving. 

Thoughts of discussing our situation abandon the ship of my mind, suddenly on fire with every possible anxiety it can summon.

Certainly, someone cool would have some awesomely witty repartee to throw her way. Some way to indicate I'm absolutely incredibly interested in her romantic attention, actually probably more likely to and perfectly happy to be with Sophie at the end of the day, and suggesting some kind of free love swinger situation because my coolness just cannot be denied.

But me?

I just shrug. “Oh yeah. It's all right if you do.”

I'm the king of wit. 

“I think,” says Madilyn, “the story is intended to show that none of you have ever known the yoke of man. There is no fear of men, no power imbalance, no nurtured desire to please one. Man is, one way or another, a trifling nuisance to all you girls. The Itinerant is not an exception, but he is trusted by Sophie, who is mostly responsible for bringing you all together via the machinations of Devil Corp in working with the Dark Estate, which is the single largest conglomerate of capital and slave labor in this world. So those mentions of your previous pairings are all for a little extra built-in character conflict, to have it be known that he is not your leader in any way and certainly should not be feared or even respected, really.” She looks at me. “You’re just a sad, failure of a man through and through.”

At least we’re in agreement there. 

“You know all that already?” asks Sophie. “I thought you said that this was the first time—”

“Oh, I am deeply familiar with this story, with all of you.” says Madilyn. “Your...characters. Don't worry about that.”

“So what is the story?” asks Cam. “What are we going after?”

“Men,” says Edith. “We're going to round up men. The Dark Estate needs men for its breeding stock, of course. We're going to find them and breed them, and then murder the ones who aren’t up to the task. And if we do a good job, then the Dark Powers will notice, blessing us with—um.” She pauses, as if considering for the first time what she’s just said. “...Um. Gold, or something.”

“Ew,” says Sophie. “No thanks. It's an artifact, right? For me to go after? What was it, Cam? The thing in your bio. The Soul Clave? That sounds artifacty, right?”

Cam nods, but her stance is still withdrawn, quiet. She looks at her sheet and then Sophie like she’s a tailor measuring cloth for a suit. 

Madilyn waits for us to quiet down before continuing, like a patient school teacher. Her brow seems higher than it was, her eyebrows more tilted somehow. Though she is right near the light overhead, she is covered in shadow and her features are harder and harder to see accurately. 

I've attributed it up until now to just being one of those weird things about how light inside sometimes falls strangely as it gets darker outside; but there's something about her gaze, her voice, that adds to the weird pile of evidence I'm building that something is happening. 

“The Dark Estate’s power,” says Madilyn, “is absolute; however, in its absoluteness, all is allowed so long as you are powerful enough. So it controls, and yet it doesn’t. Mad science and magical experimentation by sorcerers, wizards, cultists, demagogues, and warlords and all of their endless servants are left unchecked so long as they pay their tithes.

“One of these amalgams of technology and magic has gone enormously awry, ensuing in what is known only as the Entropy. The land dies; the slaves die.”

Sophie gasps, as if she’s heard something terrible. Not the slaves dying—or not the fact that it is something as miserable as an enslaved person dying. But rather, the horror of someone’s property dying on them before they’ve ground their bones into dust working for nothing. 

I’ve seen this girl guide wayward old blind women home just because she could. Gasping at the “horror” of losing your living property is not her. 

What. The Hell. Is Happening to us?

Madilyn continues. “Tyrannical feudal lords know that the lifeblood of their power is in the endless waves of serfs and slaves they can throw at any problem—but they can do this only so long as there is food. Thus far, all the solutions both magical and technological have only been able to delay The Entropy. All the heroes who might have tasked themselves to solve or prevent The Entropy were crucified mercilessly long, long ago. The Dark Estate has, as a result, hired thousands of groups of adventurers to scour the land in search of artifacts and knowledge that would assist the delaying, stopping, or reversal of The Entropy. The only such solution they have been able to discover is known as The Soul Clave.

“Your party, incorporated for the first time and chosen for your particular skills from a list by the Dark Estate’s High Court, have been tasked with searching out The Soul Clave in a different universe altogether. In this universe, magic is weak or even non-existent in some places. Technology has run rampant. There is good and there is evil in equal measure, and while it has been covered over with ten thousand years of budding civilizations, there is ancient magic there waiting to be uncovered and used for those with the right talents.”

“A different universe?” says Cam. “I was just getting used to the evil-wins-universe.”

“This is the universe you will be working inside. Where you all currently reside. And the other...the dark universe, let's call it, it will be bleeding into this one. The wound of its existence was felt only minutes ago. Your time will be limited. The dangers will be great as the barrier between overlapping cosmic entities breaks down. By the end, if you do not hurry, there will be little left besides a floating precipice staring down an endless cavern of exploding stars.”

“So we’re a bunch of pure evil baddies strolling through the normal world?” laughs Edith. “Okay. Dope.”
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Chapter 5:
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Madilyn begins setting up terrain and setting down miniatures on the board, and I take the opportunity to look back down at my sheet. 

I have a lot of abilities related to perception and finding the weak points of enemies. Bonuses to seeing traps, sensing danger, and initiative. 

The abilities are harmonious, working in sync to favor a certain play style. For example, Half-Light Heart gives me an extra two attacks when my health points are low, but Long-Time Loner means I get back half-again as many points as much from a given heal, and I'll Do It My Own Damn Self is a staggering blow that makes me more vulnerable even as I do more damage.

Like a real angry, self-loathing sort that can't help but get hurt as he does a lot of damage. It's kind of awesome. 

Being away from the game so long, I've only remembered what took me out of it. But looking at these abilities and powers, I remember now the joy of figuring out the powerful combinations a character can put together as they play through a scenario. 

I remember what it's like to know nothing, to be weak, in Dungeon League. It's a refreshing feeling. 

The stats we have are Dungeon League standard. To one side of the sheet is the quick explainer of each that I've seen on every Dungeon League character sheet:

FINESSE - Blunt knives only hurt the careless, but they do hurt. Sharp knives cut everyone. The sharpest knives force carelessness. 

EDUCATION - How much do you know about your world? A question both emotional and material.

SAVVY - Thinking on your feet keeps you alive. Thinking on your back foot makes you thrive. 

METTLE - Any fool can take a punch. The strongest know how to make a punch never matter.

ALLURE - Will the demons of this world crave you, or carve you? 

DYNAMISM - Every being desires power. Hit others hard enough, and you’ll take theirs. 

My own stats seem pretty normal for a tracker-type ex-soldier. High in Savvy and Mettle, a little above decent in Dynamism, low in Allure and Finesse and Education. Excitement grabs me at the prospect of playing someone somewhat normal. 

Edith, next to me, lets out a big sigh.

“Oh, I hate these stats.”

“Right?” says Sophie. “They never get them right when they’re pre-mades. Can we redo them?”

No.

Edith is excited. “Can we roll for them?”

“Oh my god, no,” says Sophie. “You always want to roll for them. No way.”

No. No. No!

My tongue feels swollen. I don’t trust myself to speak. Please, god, do not make me roll for these stats. 

I look to Madilyn for help—surely, she will want to protect the integrity of her game! But she is caught up in building a startlingly true-to-life replica of the apartment complex we're in with terrain I didn’t know was even here. She places large, uniformed pig monsters at one end of it. 

“Come on!” says Edith. “We never do it, and we already beat a campaign chapter tonight, and when are we going to get another chance to play something like this that doesn’t really matter? The finals and everything after will probably be like a month of play.”

I’m not choking, not really, but I’m awfully close. 

“Actually,” says Cam, “I’m inclined to agree with Edith here. She’s right. We really don’t ever roll for them—”

“—That’s because it’s insane—” 

“—and,” Cam continues, “I think it will be fun. Live a little, Sophie.”

“Honestly,” says Madilyn, placing four miniatures inside the apartment on her map where we are, “I find it to be a fascinating notion. To sweeten the pot a little, if any of you roll natural twenties for a statistic, I’ll bake in an extra +3 on the attribute.”

Oh god, no!

“What do you think?” Sophie asks me.

I agree with her wholeheartedly. No stat rolling. But my body doesn’t obey the signals I give it. I find it so reprehensible, so terrifying to again fuck up their game, that I can’t even make an expression. 

“Guh,” I say, uselessly. 

“You see?” says Edith. “He agrees. I’m rolling.”

There’s no stopping her. 
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Chapter 6:
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We've only got so many D20s, and Cam suggests we roll in turns to make it easier to see the rolls before writing them down and locking the stats. Edith goes first, the most eager, calling out the attribute as she goes. 

“Finesse! Education! Savvy!” and so on, inside of a rash of giggles. 

Her final array looks like this, with bonuses included from her character's class:

The Evangelist

Finesse - 9

Education - 14

Savvy - 1 (+3)

Mettle - 13 

Allure - 18

Dynamism - 15 (+4)

We all wince at the Nat 1 she rolls. 

“Oh my god,” she laughs. “I’m like...a super hot warrior idiot savant.”

Sophie, making a face, gestures at her sheet. “You can move your Education to—”

“No!” Edith keeps laughing. “No. This is what we’re doing. We’ll make it work. I paid my ticket.”

Sophie rolls well; I’m a little impressed. She doesn’t hold herself to Edith’s strictness, though, and moves the roll results around to best suit her character: 

The Curator

Finesse - 17 (+1)

Education - 12

Savvy - 15

Mettle - 7

Allure - 19 (+6)

Dynamism - 14

Can you imagine anything more terrifyingly alluring than a succubus with Finesse at eighteen? Oh my god. She's going to turn men into putty just by twirling her fingers. 

“Your want your allure to be twenty-five, really?” asks Edith.

“Yours is like eighteen! You’re going to be some statuesque goddess or whatever. I can’t be the ugly duckling in the group when I’m the succubus. I should be hot. I get +6 to Allure and I want to live it up.”

It strikes me that they keep mentioning how attractive they are. I mean they are rolling hot for it, but Sophie moved her roll of 19 from Mettle to Allure. It makes sense, she's a succubus, but all the same, I don't know why their focus would be on their appearance. 

In any game I’ve played, it honestly ends up adding more flavor than actual gameplay help. Madilyn is presiding over all this, twitching her fingers almost like a puppeteer, like somehow she's influencing—

“Oh, wow, no way,” says Cam. “Guys, look at this. This is crazy!”

I forget about Madilyn, taking any advantage to look at Camille while her incredible face says anything. God, those lips. 

She’s landed an incredible roll. I can hardly believe it, and I am who I am. 

“Okay, that’s...” Sophie shakes her head. “Wow.”

“So I scored, um...” she shakes her head, sheepish. “I’m sorry about this.”

“It’s all right,” says Madilyn. “The game will carry on no matter what.”

Her expression and tone are almost bizarrely placid, but we’re all too focused on Cam’s roll to notice.

“So a nineteen, eighteen, seventeen, eighteen, nineteen, twenty.”

She starts writing them down as she calls them out. 

“You’re putting your allure as twenty?” says Sophie.

“I’m gonna be hot,” Cam laughs. “Hot elf assassin! Look out!”

The Emissary:

Finesse - 19 (+1)

Education - 18

Savvy - 17 (+3)

Mettle - 18

Allure - 20 (+7)

Dynamism - 19

In the Dungeon League system, stats work on a sort of exponential basis. High and low rolls have disproportionate effects to make games more dynamic. The lowest roll, a 1, isn’t just a universal failure no matter the call for the roll—it’s a catastrophic one that can affect your entire party. A spellcaster rolling a 1 on a fireball might engulf his entire party in flames. 

But the opposite is also true. Depending on the class, rolls of 20 have wide-ranging effects. For my Itinerant, for example, every time I roll a 20 on an ability check, I boost my partner’s abilities too. 

This is also true for characteristics, in a different way. Edith’s score of 4 for her Evangelist’s Education stat means she’ll be remarkably, drool-slobberingly dumb and just barely learned enough to know how to put on her clothes and hold a limited conversation. Thank god she has a race bonus, or else she'd be some weird braindead slug at a 1.

A statline of 20 for Allure for Cam...well. A 10 would put her on even footing with just about any celebrity you can think of known for their looks. A 12 would make her that, plus an undeniable amount of sexual energy and magnetism. As hot as I find her now, I would have to say—with perfect objectivity of course—that within the fantastical standards of Dungeon League, Cam is something like an 11 in the real world.

A 17 crumbles the idea of non-consent in any real context except for maybe someone who is blindfolded, masked, gagged, and has stuffing in their ears. A 20? A 20 means sexual fascination to the point of regular pledges of service is very normal for her in the world she comes from. Imagine like an OnlyFans, except she's also the President and the Queen of Europe and, I don't know, Empress of the Moon. 

Cam being at a 27, with the addition of her race bonus and Madilyn's extra? I can’t even begin to imagine someone that gorgeous. Maybe think of the photo you masturbate the most to, the one that’s so sparklingly intimate that sometimes it evokes real and true feelings of longing and love. Those feelings are fleeting, of course; they pass in a matter of moments, but their intensity makes us chase them again and again. Imagine that photo coming to life and inspiring that kind of feeling at will—with a glance, a smirk, a turn of her head or a tilt of her eyebrow. It would just plain fuck you up. 

Now imagine that, but multiplied times a thousand or so. 

I can tell, though Sophie tries to hide it, that Sophie is a little disappointed that her Allure stat isn’t the highest. I don’t feel that bad; she's still breaking countries with her hotness if she wants to.

I still don’t know quite what’s going on.  They all seem to be unduly focused on the sexiness of their characters. 

Maybe it’s a trendy roleplaying thing for girls in a group to start acting this way? Seems unlikely. 

Something about Cam rolling like that makes me distinctly turned on. I try not to focus on it, try not to think of how hot it is to abuse game systems like this, but it’s difficult. She is a beautiful young woman, and the thought of her as an incredibly sexual, elegant, unobtainable drow really starts to crawl inside my head. It just fits her entire demeanor somehow. 

“You have to roll, Itinerant,” says Madilyn. 

It's the last thing we've got to do before the game really begins. There's no more delaying it. 

“I’m just going to do this like Edith,” I say. “Okay? No moving the numbers around.”

“Your funeral,” says Cam.

I wish. 

I roll one at a time. Sophie calls it out. 

“Twenty for Finesse...twenty for Education. Twenty...really? Twenty for Savvy. Twe—are you kidding?”

The Itinerant

Finesse - 20 (+3)

Education - 20 (+3)

Savvy - 20 (+3)

Mettle - 20 (+3)

Allure - 20 (+3)

Dynamism - 20 (+3)

They all look at me with exactly the terrible mistrust I've been wishing like hell all night to avoid. 

“Okay, seriously?” says Cam. “Stop everything. What the hell is going on with you?”
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“So he’s cheating, right?” says Edith. “Obviously he’s cheating.”

“It sure looks like cheating,” says Cam.

They both look furious—cheeks flushed, pushing forward on the table. Edith’s tiny outfit wasn’t made for the wild gesticulations she’s doing now. 

“We’re using your custom dice,” Sophie says. “We all rolled the same ones. He’s got short sleeves on, we all watched him roll. How would he cheat?”

“I’m not cheating.” 

I don’t like what I’ve become, but I’ve got some pride. I’m not dishonest, and I’m not a cheat. And I was fine with not telling Sophie my real reason for not wanting to come tonight so long as I wasn’t directly asked, but after we started rolling, it was inevitable. 

Now, knowing that I have to lay out the story, a terrific sickness envelops my chest and stomach. 

They all look at me expectantly, even Madilyn, pausing in the placement of the miniatures and terrain. It doesn’t look like she’s going to stop at all. Something mischievous and dangerous sparkles in her eyes. 

“I didn’t want to be here,” I explain. “Look, I should just leave. I’ll leave. You guys have a great night. Tell the League I was here the whole time, and—”

“No,” says Cam. “Absolutely not. No. We’re already playing a different game than the League standard, if we start lying about the number of players, Maddie is going to lose her shit.”

Even with this, I’m tempted to bail.

“Yes,” says Madilyn. “I'll lose it completely if you leave. That's right. You must stay and tell us what's happening.”

She does not seem upset in the slightest. Ever since she grabbed that book...

Sophie grabs my hand, and that seals it.

“Please don’t go.” She smiles. “Come on. Just let us know what’s going on. You’re not cheating. Right?”

Man, I’m really crushing on her. Does she like me? She’s smiling at me like she likes me. At least, I think that’s what that kind of smile looks like from her; I’ve only ever really imagined it. 

Out of the corner I see Madilyn staring at Sophie smiling at me. She mutters something under her breath, and Sophie's smile suddenly becomes...much more familiar. Her eyes glisten just so, her chest tilts up. 

There are too many coincidences to count now. I wish I could keep track, but they all circulate around Madilyn, that book, and the intense feeling of sexual energy that's been mounting and mounting. 

Sophie's expression changes just slightly. Her tongue, soft and pink, wets her lips just before she speaks. 

“Right, Max?” 

“No,” I say. “Not...not technically.”

“Not technically?” says Edith, ire in her voice. “What does that mean?”

“Let me just start at the beginning, okay?" 

I take a deep breath and close my eyes. I feel the heavy weight of all the secrets, all the things I’ve wanted to say to Sophie start pressing against me and for maybe just a moment I wish for invisibility or that I could vanish into thin air. 

It's no use; I've always played warriors. Warriors always put their nose down and do the hard work when they have to. 

"I was in a Dungeon League adventuring party when I was in high school—"

Edith crosses her arms dramatically. "Now I know you're lying."

"Crypt Leapers. Look it up." I wait, seeing if she will. For now, she's content to listen. "Anyway. You'll won't find much. I think I had one of the worst rookie seasons ever. At any rate, in my first season, we were the worst. I rolled the worst. We had a lot of bad days in a row, and they were all my fault. I failed one easy save after another, and I had no game sense at all. I made bad decisions that got my team hurt or crippled or worse, and I was left alive to pick up the pieces, and I was terrible at it. This happened at least a dozen times and I—I hated it. So I dropped out of the league—”

“You what?” 

Cam is shocked. Getting into the Dungeon League in High School is a big deal, and dropping out of it is practically unheard of. There's a long pregnant pause as I stare at a blank space on the oak table, my hands shaking.

I shrug. “I had to. I was so bad. I had to find another way to play the game.”

“So what did you do?” she asks.

“I trained. I studied strategy and character building in the evenings, but mostly I just trained for a year straight and then some. I had a lot of free time. There was this injury...anyway. I spent five hundred and thirty days training.”

“Why that amount?” asks Sophie.

“That’s how long it took.”

“How long what took?” Edith thuds her fists on the table. She’s getting impatient. 

“So, I trained at rolling dice. It’s all I did. Ten hours a day. I just rolled the dice and that was all.”

It takes a moment for them for this to really set in with them. 

“Ten hours a day?” says Cam. “For five hundred days?”

“Five hundred and thirty. I rolled D4s, D6s, D8s, D10s, D20s...all of it. I bought extra dice and I rolled every kind I could find. Every weight, every size, all of it. I had a strict regimen. Two hours of rolling D6s in the morning. Two hours of rolling D20s after a short water break. Two hours—”

“Oh my god,” Edith interjects. “Stop. Stop this madness.”

I wait, patient and obedient. She clearly still doesn’t believe me. 

“You can’t...” Edith shakes her head. “I can’t believe this cheater is trying to sell this. You can’t train dice rolling. That’s the whole point of dice rolling. It’s random.”

“Not when I do it.”

“But you can’t have trained for it.”

“Have you ever tried?”

“No one has tried it. It’s preposterous.”

“I did. And now I can’t help myself. I scheduled a redemption match to get back in the Dungeon League, and of course I did great. It was a terrific night. My teammates welcomed me back with open arms." My heart swells for a moment, the heroic warmth of that night filling me. "Only...”

“Only what?” 

Of the four, Sophie seems the most empathetic. Edith remains incredulous, Cam is skeptical, and Madilyn continues to set up the terrain and minis. She’s building a small living quarters of some kind. An apartment? She did say that the game would take place in this universe, I guess. 

“Well,” I continue, “the first few weeks, it was great. People were stunned at my hot rolling. How much do you have to actually roll for in a game if you’re rolling twenties, you know? And then they were suspicious, like you guys are. And then...I told them what was happening, they didn’t believe me, but they couldn’t prove any cheating. We changed dice. I rolled sleeveless. I put on a blindfold. But it didn’t really matter, because what they were really upset about is that the game wasn’t fun anymore. Good games are stories. They involve risk and stakes. Decision making. Clever strategies. But I’m blunt-force trauma to every set of rules in the Dungeon League.”

They all absorb this for a moment. Power fills me, seeing their gazes on me, and I can't deny that it feels good to have these beautiful young women looking on at me so captivated. I just wish it was for a different reason. 

I doubt that I'm being surreptitious about enjoying having Sophie and especially Cam be so caught up with what I'm saying. You know it’s like how in quantum mechanics, everything changes while it’s observed? There’s something that people can see about you that shifts when you know you’re being watched. 

The rest of the girls don’t seem to notice, or don’t react if they do. But Madilyn definitely does. 

Up until that point, she had been distracted with setting up the game. Purposeful and deliberate. Now, she sees my reaction to Edith and Sophie’s eyes on me, to Cam...and she smiles and leans back.

"Tell us more, Itinerant," she beckons with a finger. "About your power."

The way she says that, holy shit. It's hard to keep track of my thoughts. Is my description of becoming so powerful that I instantly ruin every game I'm a part of turning her on?

I mean, I did get kind of a flash of heat when Cam rolled that Nat 20, so maybe that isn't the craziest thing.

I gather my thoughts, trying to make my point. “Like what happened tonight? With Xanban? Imagine that, but every game session. Just ending, right away. Our GM was clever and tried to hide stuff from my rolls, but I was...well.” I put a hand through my hair. “Look, I’m not gonna lie, okay? I was a dick about it. I was the power gamer’s power gamer. I rolled Savvy to find every last secret. I had our GM nailed to a wall. Other players barely got to have a turn because I’d roll tops for initiative every turn and then mutilate every monster or bandit or whatever we came across."

That word—bandit—reminds me of a particularly tough memory.

"Once, I attacked what I thought was a prowling group of bandits. Turns out it was just a group of watchmen and some traveling merchants. By the time I found out, they were all dead anyway. Our Stalwart, you know—he hated that. King Morality and all that. But I rolled persuasion and 'convinced' him that it was the right thing to do. The real guy playing the Stalwart, Harold, was not convinced, and resented me for taking control of his character. But what choice did I have? Power makes its own rules.”

I say that—power makes its own rules—and Madilyn’s eyes flash with hunger. 

God. Damn.

I shift in my seat, the heat of her unblinking gaze filling me with unreasonable vigor.

"By the time...” I cough, trying to hide the kind of logy groan sitting in my throat from the way Madilyn’s gaze hits me. “...by the time, we got to level five, I’d upped my stats so much through power gaming every quest and perk and all of that that I’d be a walking god, and everyone else was just tertiary. Our group attendance plummeted. I wasn’t having fun either, but I was winning, and that was all that was important to me.”

I turn to Sophie.

“This is why I didn’t want to come tonight. It’s not because...”

I consciously delete not because I didn’t want to hang out with you. 

“...well, it’s because I didn’t want to screw it up. And now I will.”

The beat that follows my confession of shame and guilt is heavy. It seems like none of them know what to say, so they just sit there, absorbing what I said and—I am certain—judging me. 

“What happened with your Dungeon League team?” asks Cam.

A reasonable question, but it does my make my heart sink even more. 

“Rose, that was our GM? She was clever about it. When so many people stopped coming because I was ruining the games, she suggested that we institute an Iron Man rule."

This meant that if anyone died, it was not only permanent, but they were out of the group. 

"Of course I agreed. What did I have to worry about? And then she ambushed me one day. Killed me in an event. It was this whole thing with poison and a deadfall with some Punji sticks and...anyway. I got tic-tac-toed. Any decision I made meant I had to roll, and rolling high meant I would die. Then they kicked me out. I was mad, for a while, but I understand now.”

I was also heartbroken, because Rose was basically the girl of my dreams at the time and that was officially the end of our relationship, but I don't really want to bring that up in front of Sophie. 

It's probably also fucked up to mention that I was on a power trip messing up specifically my girlfriend's games that she planned for like weeks ahead of time. 

"Wow. Jeez. Man." Edith frowns. “Maybe we don’t want to play? I mean, no offense, you seem decent, but you’re totally right. I don’t want to play with that.”

All I need to hear. I start to get up. Sophie grabs my arm. 

She is grabbing me a lot, isn't she? It's not just me?

And god damn she is cute.

“It’s just for today,” she says. “We can make it work. Right, Madilyn?”

Madilyn doesn’t answer; she’s back on planet In Service To The Sorceress, wrapped up in the game book, muttering and moving our miniatures around. The weirdness of the night's light continues, glazing her face in a purple glow. 

“What?” she says, her voice a suggestive whisper. “Hmm?”

She sounds high. 

Is she high? 

Is she fucking high right now? How did that happen? She looks it. Her eyes are heavily lidded and she stares across the table at each of us in turn. Her pupils are dilated, she’s clearly over-warm, and there’s something erotic about the framing of her short blond hair around her face and the beads of sweat forming over her lips and forehead. Small droplets form around her neck and drip into her lusciously-built clavicles, guiding my eyes down to her cleavage. Her nipples, tenting her blouse, are evident.

When she locks eyes with me again, again I get uncomfortable aroused. Only this time it’s different—this time I am hard. Right away. My cock strains against my trousers, and I suppress a groan. Her eyes look purple in the light, and her lips part just so—and Sophie, grabbing me, seems to hold me harder. Like she can sense my arousal, like it excites her.

“Here are your figures, if you were interested,” says Madilyn.

She puts them down in front of us—Itinerant, Emissary, Evangelist, Curator. They are exquisitely detailed, expertly painted. 

I’m having trouble thinking, again. I’m so stupidly turned on, and Sophie’s grip is insistent and turning slowly into rubbing. The other girls don’t seem to notice—watching Madilyn like I am. 

But even with my cloudy thinking, I have to wonder—why does she have miniatures like that prepared?

And why do they...why do they look so much like us already?  

Madilyn’s fingers consciously and slowly stroke over the miniature she has prepared for the Itinerant. My cock surges forward like I’ve almost never felt it do before, a jolt of sexual energy filling me from head to toe. When she does the same to the Curator, Sophie’s grip on my forearm that felt so insistent and borderline intimate now feels a different kind of insistent, pulling me down and guiding her next to me at the table with her fingers gliding over into my lap ever-so-slightly. 

“Sophie,” I whisper. “Are you okay?”

“Hmm?” She looks at me and notices her hand in my lap and smiles. “Oh. My.”

She just lets it sit there for a moment, her elegant, long-digited finger across the bulging surface of my cock with only a little bit of cloth between us and the beginnings of something incredible. Her skin, normally bookworm-pale, is so flushed it seems nearly pink. 

“Mmm.” Her voice is a throaty purr. She doesn’t sound like herself at all. Her voice, indeed, sounds almost like many voices rolled into one, like a quartet of velvet-throated seductresses trapped in one form. “Oopsie. Right?”

She flashes me a smile. A hope, weird and inappropriate, fills me:

Am I going to get laid tonight? 

Madilyn then places four more miniatures down around a small, miniature table in the little play area she’s arranged. They are, again, weirdly detailed. 

Oh my god. 

The absurdly tiny living quarters I saw her building is a to-scale representation of these living quarters—this filthy, shit apartment of Edith’s. And the miniatures that Madilyn is putting down...

...they’re...they’re us. 

Spitting images of all four of us sitting at this table. Sophie is sitting down next to me, too close to be “just a friend,” and the avatars of Cam and Edith look somehow mesmerized by the figure of Madilyn even with their utterly tiny beautiful faces. We’re all wearing the same exact outfits, right down to Cam’s cartoon cat on the sweater clinging to her absurdly perfect breasts. 

Next to us, there's a portal opening up in the darkness with the four adventurer miniatures just beyond it. 

And the portal is...the portal is shining? Refracting light, twisting and turning. I didn’t even see the miniature for it placed down. It looks like there is, truly, a tear in reality there on our table.

“Hey, guys...” says Cam, finally tearing her eyes away from Madilyn. “Has anyone else noticed that these sheets have our names?”

Everyone stops. The room is quiet, and more than quiet. It is totally silent—no more rickety window-unit air conditioner, no more humming from the outdated fridge, no more sounds from the apartments nearby. The lights are gone completely, but we are illuminated still but a light that seems to emanate entirely from Madilyn. 

“The game,” says Madilyn, “begins now.”
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“A kaleidoscope of colors swirls around you. Each of you are wrapped inside of a metaphorical and metaphysical vortex. Every atom inside your body swirls, and your mind expands along the waves created by each one as you swirl with them. You feel...everything.”

And—okay, here’s where it gets crazy—I do. 

I am feeling exactly what Madilyn narrates, her voice guiding my actual sensations. Looking at the girls, the table, my senses shift. 

My understanding expands and then hyper-focuses into something new. 

I’m seeing two worlds—one where we are sitting in rapt attention around Madilyn, and the other where we are wrapped inside the very every-color-vortex that she mentions. 

Her words, our experience:

The seam between worlds has opened, and we travel between it. The colors, the swirling, the mad mashing of realities we witness like the breaking and re-breaking of a thousand mirrors; that’s the seam. 

The deal we’ve made with the Archduke of Port Yerran, the CEO of Devil Corp, and a smattering of semi-powerful Adventure Capitalists is that the seam stays open for as long as our mission goes on. 

But opening that one seam has opened many. Think of it like a cat opening a present—there are many holes, all at once, long rips in the fabric of reality in several places at once.  

If the seams stay open for longer than three days, however, then the mass of the portal becomes critical—a multi-dimensional black hole inside of which all realities will collapse and start anew from the beginning of time.

The Dark Estate, which (as everyone knows) is the real power behind Devil Corp, never would have agreed to keeping the seams open for so long or creating so many, but the stakes of our mission are the survival of reality itself. 

The Entropy will swallow everything if we don't stop it. The powers-that-be at The Dark Estate figure if it's not going one way, it may as well go the other.

The Dark Estate and the World of Old Earth connect here in this seam, and the one will bleed into the other the longer we stay. This means our powers will grow as we remain, but so too will the powers of adversaries—of which there are many. 

We pass through the seam entirely and find ourselves inside of a some kind of small, trashy hovel clearly meant for the lowest dregs of society. We enter from a back closet where, through the shimmering of the seam, I can see poorly-constructed coats, old boxes of reading material, and a small cluttered hill of wire clothes-hangers. As these touch the seam, they split into atoms and divide infinitely, becoming multi-colored cosmic confetti. 

Out the door and into the main living area of the hovel. To our right, in the largest room, there is a growth of some kind, purple and pulsing in the middle. Like the root system of some massive, supernatural tree. 

It covers several feet in diameter and stretches upward to the ceiling. In my travels since the rise of the Dark Estate, I’ve seen several florid diseases spreading—god-touched viruses that take a life of their own, forming flesh and teeth and swirling through landscapes looking for more hosts. In the lands to the far West of the Acrid Mountains, entire valleys are made of nothing but vines of living sickness.

This purple, pulsing mass reminds me of that, but something about it seems cleaner. The magic less odious though no less powerful.

I sneer, looking from one end of the hovel to the other, holding my sword ready. It is a bastard sword, a hand-and-a-half sword, made to be wielded as easily with one hand as it is with two. I prefer, in my work, holding it with just one—the other usually holds my shield Darkness.

I check to see if my compatriots also make it through the seam, satisfied when they do. Each one exits with a soft thhck sound as they pass through the jelly-like dark energy between universes.

I try not to look at them for too long. Their perfect forms highlighted in revealing armor, leathers, and tight outfits that make my head swim in heavy pools of distracting lust. Even in this dark, blasted hovel, each one looks resplendently gorgeous. 

I spent two full gold purses on a brothel before this venture with them and it was not enough to keep my desire at bay even still. 

I had, since then, also consumed a apothecary’s root to contain myself and keep my wits, and that too was not enough. It's a small, tiny dulling of the constantly powerful ache to want to take each beauty and place myself between their legs. 

I want terribly to lay with each one of them even though I know they would each eat me alive. In Edie’s case, that’s literal: several beings of the multi-faced pantheon she worships delight in cannibalism. 

Although, I think several other gods of hers tell her that worshiping them transcends her humanly form, so it’s technically not cannibalism for her?

Anyway.

They are, each of them, gorgeous. 

Especially Edie and her does-nothing armor. 

And especially Zofia and her wildly intelligent, insistent, constant lust.

And especially especially the divine elf Camille, whose beauty is something akin to a cosmic terror from its ability to eat away the minds, wills, and souls of those who gaze upon her. 

In the matriarchy power structure of my world, a sword-toting tracker like me is a driftless nobody to beings of their power. 

Women—or females, more accurately—run the Dark Estate. Men are typically little more than souls to drain or—if they’re very unlucky—fools enslaved with which to breed new demonic beings into the world to further the matriarchy. 

But my betrayal, my shame, bought me immunity from their feasts and brought me into their service, so here we are. 

The Evangelist Edie is just behind me, barely covered up in something that a blind dog might equate to armor. There’s chain mail, and there’s heavy hides that will turn away the bite of steel, but she looks like she’s wearing the lingerie set of a succubus in the Draining Quarter of Ghostsend. Her tits are smashed together and pressed out, and her legs and all their glorious musculature are exposed with her eight-pack of perfect stomach muscles exposed. She is covered, constantly, with a sheen of exertion that only highlights her spectacular femininity—always tinged with deep, perverse, intoxicating madness. 

I asked her, before we left, warrior-to-warrior, about her armor, and she said it was religious in nature. 

At least, I think she did.

“You know, the gods? They enter me. They protect me.” She had giggled. “If I am harmed, they like it. And if I am not, they like that too! Isn't that wonderful? But they like need my skin exposed to enter and leave as they like.”

I would say she's insane, but I think you need more brains to be crazy. She's just possessed. 

And you know what? Fine. I think she just wants to show off her brickhouse body and tits, but I’m not complaining. I just don’t want to pick up the bill when she’s hacked to bits by whatever the World of Old Earth has to offer. 

Then there’s Zofia. The only reason I took this damn mission. I’ve had a crush on her longer than I can remember—and let me tell you, having a crush on a succubus is no easy thing. It’s not like they’re known for their loyalty, and even if they do want to fuck you, well...

Let’s just say demons like her move up the ladder in Devil Corp because they gain power, and succubi gain power primarily in one way—lustful, eager ruts that invariably result in damning the souls of partners. 

She organized and drained the nobility of three different houses in seven different orgies in one night a few years ago, skyrocketing herself through the ranks. My assistance in those matters meant I followed up in her wake, selling my sword for one higher bidder after another based on her performance reviews of my work. Mostly, I just killed whoever she didn't feel like draining and watched her back when she performed spells and tinkered with her artifacts.

She’s dressed in what passes, I suppose, for demonic athletic chic. Sparkling black tights hug to her thighs, calves, and ass. A crop-top sports bra pushes her considerable bust out and shows off the alluring, toned pale pink flesh of her midsection. Supple leather wings fold up into her toned shoulder blades, their curves inviting tongue and touch more all by themselves more than any mortal woman could with her whole body. Her thick, dark, red-highlighted hair in a bun. The one clue that she’s on a mission and not on a trip to her gym is the large, tightly-wrapped pack on her back, full of supernatural artifacts both charmed and cursed. 

The bag itself is one of those artifacts, made to hold more than its trendy, tiny size suggests and also to prevent any banging or clanging from the hundreds of objects inside.

Finally, Camille. 

How to even begin?

The most beautiful, deadly thing I could imagine. It’s hard to characterize Camille as a being at all—and I don’t mean that as any kind of insult. I imagine she’d take it as a compliment if I described what she is as a monument of pure aesthetically-perfect malice and malevolence. 

Maybe not. She doesn’t seem to register compliments, but at least she might take it as an admirable statement of the facts. She’s beautiful like a sword can be beautiful, like a star can be beautiful—deadly and shining and best kept very far away. 

She is pale—eggshell white and then three shades lighter, so deeply white she is almost blue—tall, serene, and gorgeous. Her eyes are deep, vast, dark pools. Her thin, tight, tall, busty body is absolutely poured into the highest grade of black leather, like melted onyx against her pale skin. Decorated with intricate silver patterns along its edging and across its bodice, it hugs close to her luscious body, mirroring each muscle line perfectly in artful detail. The complex silver lacing’s arcane patterns offer greater protection than a hundred suits of plate mail stacked together.

She sees me looking. It takes all my mettle to not stare into her gaze and allow myself to drown. The catsuit has a sharp, narrow v-shaped neckline that plunges down into her unreal cleavage; there purely, I can only imagine, to distract would-be attackers into looking at her tits instead. It certainly works on me.  

Edie walks through the small hovel, stabbing walls and giggling madly. Her axe, sharp and heavy, features steel spikes at the ends of their hafts that puncture easily through the plaster and cheap wood. 

Zofia struts around the small space looking for curios, using her tail to pick up everything from lamps to picture frames, plants to figurines. The look of disgust on her perfect features as she examines each object only heightens her intense beauty; she's that kind of gorgeous. 

“Tracker,” says Camille. “Where are we?”

Chills run down my spine just from hearing her talk to me. It’s not that her voice is awful. Quite the opposite—it’s positively throbbing with sexual warmth; it’s just that her face very much isn’t. 

When Zofia speaks to me, her entire body and face exude romantic attention and earnest, eager desire to fuck, though I know from experience that deep down that performance is all about sucking my soul off my bones. 

Camille’s voice, on the other hand, is trained and bred to elicit my arousal without the need for any such niceties like gesturing or changing expression.

I check the compass given to me by the Palatine from the Empress's Dark Estate, remembering his gruesomely fat features and his heavy breathing. He hadn't approved of my coming along with these three, but Zofia had convinced him by promising to return the souls of three of his relatives. I doubt she'll keep her word. She didn't keep it to me to keep me out of her business, after that mess in Dinpallow with the cyber-druids and their nano-bears. 

The Palatine’s compass is a complicated mechanical device thrumming with energy; it's about the length of my forearm and headed with three interlocking dials. 

“We’re in the right place, more or less.” I look very deliberately at the compass and not at Camille. “I don’t think we’re near any artifacts, but this is the correct dimension, if this thing is to be trusted.”

“Are you sure?”

I hold out the device tasked to me. “If the compass is to be trusted...”

“The gods would not deceive the Empress,” announces Edie. “Most of them, anyway.”

We all look at her. 

She stabs a small table, sending splinters everywhere. “Well, a lot of them would, but—”

“The Empress would not be deceived in any case,” says Zofia. “She’s too clever for that. So let’s get moving.”

I’m eager to get moving myself; I don’t like being in unfamiliar territory. After spending a lifetime learning the forests and black plains of the Indagen continent, it is—to be uncreative—an unfamiliar feeling. 

This hovel is strange. I can’t help but think we came through the seam at this exact point for a reason. I walk over to the table and the pulsing, transparent growth there. Something affected already by the seam bleeding between our dimensions? 

I think again of a root system of some kind. Like some massive supernatural tree has grown over the table and its occupants, holding each of them in place. And something...moving inside. Someone speaking...

Roll a Savvy check.

The clatter of a die on a felt pad. The noise I know intimately, second-nature, of the high roll. But where did it come from?

That’s a 31, with my bonuses.

You see four people—

—inside the growth, and I realize that who I’m seeing is me.

A kind of dual vision assails my brain. There are times when I’ve been knocked in the head so hard my vision came loose and I saw two very different images at once, and it took three Clerics of the Eternal Readiness to make me whole again. 

—but that’s never happened, I don't even know any clerics—

And now it is much the same; seeing myself inside this growth but also seeing myself outside of it. 

Outside the growth, I see myself almost two full feet taller. A version of me bursting with skills and danger and ability. My muscles coiled like a panther’s. A master of any situation I find myself in. The sword in my hands an extension of my body, more intimate to me than any lover. My hair thick and shoulder-length, a heroic smattering of beard-growth along my lantern jaw. This is what 20s in Dynamism, Mettle, and Allure look like. Explosive, masculine strength rippling along every part of my skin. 

And I see myself inside the growth—small. Weak. Full of indecision. Sniveling over pretty-enough women I could take in a heartbeat if I had the wherewithal or the drive to show them what a real man was, to kick in the teeth of any suitor who might otherwise challenge me and to fuck these girls so hard they’d never think of anyone else for as long as they lived and—

“—a saving throw.” 

Madilyn’s voice, guiding me back from the madness. She considers for a moment, consulting her glowing tome at the head of the table. It makes me think of an old word that I picked up years ago in old campaigns—grimoire. The ancient books of spellcasters bound with the skin of magical creatures. The book binding appears to be liquid beneath her fingers.  

“This is...an interesting wrinkle,” she says with that low, lustful voice. “What you’re seeing might interfere with the plan...I need you to roll a save for Savvy. And Mettle. And...Endurance.”

“What does he need to hit?” Sophie asks. 

Sophie’s voice doesn’t sound very much like hers either. She sounds permanently aroused and very excited by that fact. It’s difficult to see her through the purple haze surrounding us even though she's right next to me. 

Madilyn considers. Are her breasts larger? Or is just that her top is somehow revealing more cleavage now? Thin, elegant laces strain under the weight of her heavy bust, pressing forward onto the table. 

“Can you really roll twenties every time, Itinerant? Let's call it a twenty-five for each.”

But—of course I can. With my bonuses to each skill, I roll each stat she called for: twenty-five; twenty-seven; thirty-one. 

I can see—I can understand—what’s happening. At least I can in some sense. And I allow my consciousness, now firmly under my command, to slip back inside the body of the Itinerant outside of the root and the game table. 

That 20 in Savvy has a firm grip on my mind. I’m full of warnings, information, suggestions for my compatriots. Attack patterns for intruders, plans of escape, detailed hiding spots spill across my vision in almost-hallucinatory gridlines. It takes several seconds for me to just see what is and not would could be. 

Then I turn and look at the demonically-enhanced Zofia. Pale red skin, suggestive blazing green eyes. Looking at me the way she looks at all men, promising with her countenance alone that she’ll be my one-and-only forever if I just let her fuck my soul away. My gaze lingers on her cleavage, heavy and pink, heaving, every intake of breath full of desire and longing. 

Hard as a rock, my tongue stumbling in my mouth, I turn instead toward Edie. A mistake. Her gloriously hard body covered in a thin sheen of glistening sweat from the orgasmic fury of the latest god taking hold of her thoughts. Her bright blue eyes are wide and mad, an unending chain of giggles dripping out of her mouth. 

She takes her axe to a nearby chair, happily shouting as she “slays” it. Her perfectly toned back is ruled by sinewy lines.

Nothing good can come from looking at her—so it’s eyes on Camille; and of course, that’s the biggest mistake. My jaw just drops from the natural twenty beauty she now possesses, boosted up to a twenty-seven from her race’s bonuses. Easily the most gorgeous thing—living or unliving—I’ve ever seen. Sunrises are dead to me; I don’t think I’ll ever bother with cinema or museums ever again. 

There was before this moment and after.

I’ve seen Camille’s face, the way her neck slides into the skintight leather of her incredibly thin catsuit, the prominence of her clavicles just above her heart-wrenching cleavage. Her lips are pale pink, and her long black hair is tied back in an elaborate, thick, royal braid. It falls beautifully around her neck and shoulders and toward the middle of her back, shimmering with traces of iridescent dust from some otherworldly realm.

I need to warn them about what’s happening; these beauties need to know that all of this is being predetermined by foul forces that even I’m not fully aware of yet. 

Madilyn is controlling all of this, pushing us along some railroaded path that we've got to derail. There’s so much information I have to communicate right now, before it’s too late. Who knows how long this wave of consciousness will last for me? 

The next words out of my mouth are critical. 

“Guh,” I say ably, drooling at Camille’s cleavage, and then at her chin, then her lips...

Zofia rolls her eyes. Her jealousy at anyone being noticed but her is infamous at all levels of Devil Corp for being hard to contain. Once, she ripped a congress of imps to shreds in a boardroom meeting because one of them complimented a different succubus passing by. 

How do I know that? 

Sophie is sweet, that's ridiculous. I've seen her pay for sandwiches to give to the guy who sleeps outside the back door during the autumn months. 

I've got to keep this straight. Lives are at stake. I have to try again, try to tell these women they're in terrible danger, maybe if I close my eyes and—

There’s a hard booming at the door. 

“This is the police!” a rasping, monstrous voice. “Open up!”

I look back at the team. All of them immediately readied for combat. 

Edie snarls and stabs the air. “What in the hells is a police?” 
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Chapter 9:
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The knocking continues and intensifies. Outside, there is the clatter and shuffle of heavy, blunt weapons being readied. 

How do I know that sound? How did I hear that sound? I have no idea. 

There’s a sword in my hands that I both have done very little besides handling, and have never handled before. Overwhelmed senses and bloodthirsty, cowardly thoughts assail me in a thick conflicted din, adrenaline pumping to get me to make a decision. It’s fight or flight; I choose fright. 

I back up, looking for somewhere to hide. I press against the thin walls and their peeling paint, faded and stained to an unnatural hue. The furniture is all sagging, tattered, or broken; no doubt prize hauls from bargain-priced garage sales. Even the windows are covered with a thick layer of grime and dust so thick you could write out a novel on them.

The knocking becomes full blown banging, and a clawed, gnarled hand busts through the flimsy door. It sports a silver wrist watch, digging tightly into grotesquely obese flesh. The hand disappears, and through the hole, I see slime-covered razor-sharp teeth grinning and glinting in the shadows outside. 

Two knives appear in Camille’s hands. Don’t ask me where they came from; her catsuit features no bags, holsters, or sheaths. 

They are obsidian black, etched with blood-red runes that seem to pull light in around them. She disappears into the darkness of a corner where there is not enough room or shadow for her to be enveloped completely; she’s gone from view all the same. 

Edie chants and froths at the mouth, her massive breasts heaving in her tight hide-and-chain bikini. Soon, her cleavage is wet with her drool and spittle and sweat, her lips painted red from biting her lips bloody. 

It would be erotic if I wasn't so terrified of her. 

From my view behind her, I see her hard glutes flexing, the thick form of her rump prepping to pounce. One hand readying that massive axe, the other with what I somehow know is a short sword despite it being as long as my enlarged torso. Her muscles, twitching and spasming, contort her posture down and outward, limbs splaying as spittle streams down her chin. 

“Give me the bloooood.” The voice coming out of her mouth is not hers; it is old, angry, and deathly serious. “Give me the piiiig blood.”

Zofia is the picture of calm, except for her tail. It snaps and flutters excitedly, like that of a cat that has been stroked all the way down its spine. From her bag, she pulls a small, smooth sphere; a few gentle presses from her delicate, lacquered fingernails, and it springs open, becoming a labyrinthine whip of razor-wire and spikes. Her tongue—long and reptilian—slides across her cheek and down along her chin in anticipatory delight, eyes ablaze with lust for battle. 

I am surrounded by monsters.

I am on the team with monsters. 

And I am—make no mistake—furiously turned on by all three of them even so. 

The cop-thing at the door crashes through the remains of the door. Edie’s cries for pig blood are not far off the mark—the two uniformed monstrosities at the door feature wild, hairy boar-like faces complete with tusks and thick snouts and sharp cloven feat. Their arms and torsos, bulging with heavy muscle that strains their navy blue uniforms, seem almost comically huge atop the skinny legs they sport. 

“You’re under arrest,” the first one snarls. 

Its voice is so guttural I can barely comprehend it. By the time I drop my sword and put my hands up, Edie charges. 

She leaps at the first one, chopping off its outstretched beefy arm at the elbow with her sword. Air bursts away from the massive impact, popping my ears. The swift, harsh blow is so thunderous that her weapon slices all the way through to the door frame. Made of sturdier stuff than the door itself, her sword is stuck—and Edie quickly busies herself with the work of getting it free. She apparently does not know, care, or think enough to simply use the axe in her other hand to finish the job. 

It hardly matters. Zofia’s razor-wire contraption stretches out from her hands and ties up the brute from the ankles to his waist, cinching tighter each time he struggles, splitting the dark ochre of his skin open in a hundred different places. He roars in frustration, snatching Edie by the hair with his free hand, jaw opening wide. Teeth glistening. He could bite her head clean off from the neck. 

Above him there is a minuscule circle of darkness where the light from the living room can’t reach the alcove above the entryway. Like the elongating vine of an angry plant, Camille stretches downward from it, daggers flashing. One cut, another, then three more in careful procession. 

Each one staggers the pig-brute and it slumps down to the ground, arteries gushing, bleeding out a horror of dark blood. Edie moans in what can only be described as orgasmic pleasure as it sprays all over and around her. Her eyes are filled, still, with some presence that is not her.

The second beast avoided all of this, rounding entirely on me. Its skin is somewhat lighter than the other, a kind of sickly green color that makes me think of pureed spinach. Snorting, grunting, wet nostrils shoot out snot as it grunts its way closer and closer to me. 

I back up, and back up, and back up. Pushing over chairs, the sofa, the television. The brute has a gun at its waist that it does not care about and a flashlight that it wields like a mace. It is horribly muscled, like the other. Each fist the size of a ham shank. The flashlight would crack my head open; hell, it would crack its head open.

“Tracker,” Camille calls to me from her shadow-place. “Our time is short. Do not play with your prey.”

“Yes,” Zofia nods. She sounds eager. “Kill it. Let us see you at work, stud.”

They think I’m someone I’m not. This pig-brute thing thinks I’m someone I’m not. Hell, I look like someone I’m not.

I hit a wall; there’s nowhere left to back up to. My sword abandoned on the ground yards away. Its absence feels like a physical pain. 

The brute brings its flashlight down and—desperate—I bring up my hand to deflect the blow. Somehow, wildly, the deflection is so successful that the flashlight hits the nearby window frame, bounces off, and smacks the brute in the face. 

I let out a wild cheer. It dies when I realize that the blow was not fatal, was not even that harmful. Dark green blood slithers down its heavy snout; and now it’s angry. 

It swings again, and somehow I dodge the blow, ducking beneath it. 

I need to get out of this corner. 

On automatic, I kick the brute in the face and use that to leverage myself up to the wall, flipping over him and landing on the broken television set behind him. When I do, a dagger-sized piece of the shattered glass pops up perfectly and lands in my hand. 

I do not know what is happening, but it seems a terrible thing to argue with fate. I jam the glass into the beast’s back and again yell triumphantly. 

And again, my triumph turns to terror when the beast plainly does not care. 

I don’t know what else to do. My sword is not that far now but I've no idea how to wield it. A shield on my back but I don’t even know how to access it. There's some tugging to do with the straps, a motion of my arm I can only half-collect. Something in me is pushing me, instructing—just pull the strap and it comes. Watch its eyes and then strike from underneath and take its throat out, simple as can be, no need for all this fury and fuss—but I shut it out. 

I fall to the ground, hands up, as the brute closes in, whacking the flashlight in its meaty paw. 

Then a sword sprouts from its chest; and then two daggers from its neck. The heavy, oozing green blood sprays all over me. 

The beast falls, and Camille and Edie stand behind it. They’re already cleaning off their weapons with the shitty floral curtains. 

“Coward,” sneers Edie, and stomps away. 

Camille regards me. Her gorgeous, heart-melting countenance fills me with dread and furious arousal. Her eyes narrow just so. 

“We were told you were a warrior. Disappointing.”

I can’t tell you how bad it feels to have someone who looks the way she does be so completely apathetically disappointed in you.
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Chapter 10:
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Outside, we hear sirens in the distance. We need to get out of here. 

Looking back at the apartment, I can see why cops might have been drawn here in the first place—there’s a giant lightshow of incandescent, purple roots bleeding upward toward the sky from Edith’s apartment. And then the cops showed up, and somehow changed from...what, exactly? 

Didn’t Madilyn mention that the realities would start to bleed into each other? I suppose it started quickly...

We’re all covered in blood—which on these monstrous hotties looks as normal and frankly sexy as the rest of their gorgeous outfits, making them shiny and sticky and appear even deadlier than ever—but it’s going to make us a target for whatever authorities come our way. I don’t care if they’re real cops or the weird pig-brute things, but I don’t want to be involved in any more bloodshed either way. 

“Let’s take—” 

I almost say let’s take my car, but then—how would these women know I have a car? How do I know I have a car? Or rather, how would the Itinerant?

There is little doubt that they already see me as a weakling after my display in the apartment. If I somehow reveal that I'm not who they think I am...mercy does not exist inside them. For all the madness and beauty and terror I've seen in the last five minutes to make my doubt my own sanity, I know that much for sure. These women would be delighted to skin me alive given half an excuse to do so.

“Let’s...commission some of their transports.” I try to add some extra grit to my voice. “This way.”

I lead them to the parking lot. Edie snaps and barks and giggles along the way, casually stabbing the apartment mailboxes we come across “to see the metal bleeding paper.” Sometimes her blades glow with dark energy, sparking against the brick and aluminum. 

They study the automobiles in the parking lot with interest. 

“These...propel themselves?” Zofia raises an eyebrow, seeing them drive in the distance on the night road. “What's the point if there's not a dozen slaves or so suffering for your convenience?”

Edie again rakes her axe along one, wrenching off a side mirror and giggling madly when she pommel-smashes a window and sprays glass all over the dash and seats. 

“I can grab the innocents, stuff them in a bagbagbag, put ropes around them, make them dragdragdrag...”

The nearby road is empty of pedestrians but I don't know how long that will last. We're close to a few bars and a shopping center so people walk by all the time. I can already imagine Edie prancing across the car tops, her lithe muscles perfectly taut, holding a bundle of captured and screaming civilians over her shoulder like a demented Santa Claus. 

“A bundle of mortals would make for excellent feeding,” suggests Zofia. Her voice is so rich; I ache to make her wishes come true. “And we could use them for more intelligence about our surroundings.”

Camille is silent. Our leader. I know at her nearest indication, Edie would start her slave run and Zofia would feed for hours. And they would deserve it, I can’t help thinking, gazing with a painfully hard cock at Zofia’s perfect ass. Anything for that ass...

This is insane. I can't argue against such thoughts; I have to just distract them. 

“Let’s take this one.” I bang on the hood of my car. “Don’t break it.”

I realize I don’t have my keys just about at the second my hand touches the door. With a hope and a prayer, I try anyway and manage to pull it open. Not because it’s unlocked, but because my grip wrenches the aluminum and plastic and fiberglass and the door whimpers open.

Hell, but I'm strong!

The girls do the same with the other doors before I can unlock it. Edie and Zofia in the back, Camille in the front. I try not to tally up the hundreds of dollars this is already going to cost me to fix. I sit down, pushing the seat back to make room for the sudden extra foot in my legs. The car sinks noticeably, the suspension groaning; I’m hulking and heavy, especially in my armor. I realize now, inside, that I can’t start the car. I’d have to learn in a hurry how to hotwire it. 

—that’s an Education and Savvy check. Go ahead and—

Somewhere distant—in the apartment, but also not—the dice hit, slide, tumble, and roll. 

I grab the carriage under the steering wheel and start pulling wires apart and splice them without thinking about it—and the car turns on. 

Edie, spooked, shouts and stabs the roof of the car. In moments she's created a small sunroof, the metal rent and peeled like a banana. 

Cool. That’s cool. I had like three payments left on this thing. That's fine, though. A barbarian bimbo murdered my car.

Your party's abilities, after the combat and the portal, are mostly exhausted. It may make the most sense—

“Traveling and killing have depleted us. We require rest to complete our mission,” says Camille. “Take us to an inn.”

Sure. Right. An inn. I'll just go to an inn. Normal, standard thing to find inside of a city these days. 

I pull into the road that feeds into the apartment complex, going as fast as I dare. 

“You should have let me devour a few of these pathetic creatures,” says Zofia, looking out the car at a group of pedestrians walking by. “At least our Itinerant is built like a real man. These plebes are nothing compared to him.”

That kind of compliment is ready-made to excite me, and it does the trick. My cock, already hard, pushes against my trousers. 

“It's true,” admits Camille. “But do you think they are all cowards just like him as well?”

“Oh, do come off it, Princess,” says Zofia. She leans forward and grips my shoulders. “It's as you say. The travel exhausted us. And he is only mortal. He will be better after a rest. Perhaps I can give you a massage for your aching muscles, my Lord?”

She says it mockingly, knowing I am as far from a Lord as any. But all the same when her hands slide up against my neck, I feel power and virility flood into me, old thoughts of slaughter, violence, and bloodlust filling my brain. I feel almost like myself again, I feel like—

Okay. And that's a twenty on the Mettle check. You resist Zofia's Lustful Embrace. Your hold on your Savvy stays. 

I shake my head, carefully leaning forward to escape Zofia's fingertips and merge onto the highway. My mind is not entirely my own, and something about being turned on and needing to fuck lets the other part of me—the Dark Universe me—out. 

Great! 

It's not like I am around the most beautiful, provocative, exactly-my-dream-type set of women I've ever seen.

I’m driving slow in the far right lane—luckily, they don’t exactly know how fast cars should go—and trying to gather what thoughts I can. 

The most important thing is to get these women away. Away from people, away from prying eyes, away from questions, and away from the wanton slaughter they no doubt would exult in performing from what little I know about them given Madilyn’s descriptions earlier. 

Okay, where do people go when they don't want any witnesses? 

Besides like, docks or factories to kill people or whatever. 

A motel, right? To have an affair? That kind of thing? And it works out anyway because it's basically an inn—or at least as close to an inn as they would know from this world. 

The highway feeds into a loop around the city, and on the loop there’s a strip of motels and bad restaurants that I know from having to drive past it every day for work at the museum. 

I pick the motel with the least amount of working lights in the parking lot, hoping that it’s also the least populated. It's a shabby place that looks maybe three bad months away from closing. Paint is stripping off the outside walls and the rust-covered sign that reads Paradise Motel has several lights out.

“Stay here.”

Maybe they'll listen to me. Inside, the clerk is flipping through a tablet. Behind him is a board full of room keys attached to a small piece of wood; this place doesn't even have key cards. One of those fans with the streamers attached is next to his desk but even with it at full blast he's still sweating. He's a big guy, corpulent and beady-eyed, and looks up at me from beneath a shaggy head of curly dark hair. 

“In town for the League finals?” he asks.

I've forgotten how I look. Hell, I don't even know if I can put this outfit back on, I'm wearing so many things that I don't know what they are. It's mostly leather, with heavy steel plate attached at my chest and back. 

“Yeah. Yes. Right.” I nod. “We need a room.”

“How many?”

The door behind me dings. 

“These lodgings are hardly adequate,” says Camille, sniffing the air. “I have relinquished my royal trappings, but I am still royalty.” She tilts her chin at me. “And divinity.” 

“You in town for the...”

The clerk stops mid-sentence, jaw hanging down as Edie and then Zofia enter. Camille takes most of his attention, though. She approaches, smiling without teeth—an intimate, knowing look devoid of any affection in her eyes. 

“Guh,” he says.

I know the feeling.  

She points at the keys on the board behind him. “These are the rooms you have?”

Transfixed, the clerk nods. 

“And which belong to the largest two rooms you have?”

He points to the top few, grabbing the key and shaking it.

“It's, um, wow. It's fifty...I mean, per night, per guest, it's...um...”

He grabs a laminated sheet with price scales on it, trying to steady his hand. Camille leans forward on the counter; he leans forward by instinct. She toys with the long tresses of her hair and gives him a dead-eyed smile. He smiles in response, but it’s loaded with arousal and fear. 

“You require no payment, do you? Seeing my visage is payment enough.”

Her cleavage is more visible with her bending over, which he is noticing with wide-eyes. Her breasts are perfect, pale globes, pushing precariously against the millimeter-thin leather of her outfit. 

“Guh. Guh. G-guh.”

“I can pay,” I say—realizing even as I say it that I can't. My wallet is back with my body—my other body?—at Edith’s apartment. 

Camille ignores me. “It's hardly correct that someone such as myself should pay for this establishment, isn't that right?”

The clerk nods. 

“Ri-right. To-totally. Um.” He tries to look away from Camille and just looks at Zofia instead, who is enveloping him completely in her aura. Pushing her breasts up, big eyes mooning, wetting her lips. “I-it's just. There are...records? My boss will ask questions. I al-already tried to gi-give a free room once and it w-was a whole thing, a-and...”

“You need not worry about getting in trouble,” says Camille.

That's an Allure bonus to your Corruption check and...yes, okay, 25 does it easily.

“Oh.” He gulps and nods. “Right. Okay.”

“Tell me about your shift, watchman. When are you to be replaced?”

“N-n-nun. Noon. Tomorrow. Noon.”

You can totally use it. It's a twice per day ability. But he is already totally seduced. So...

You still want to? You got it. You reach out your hand to his, and he's drawn to it uncontrollably...

“A gift,” says Camille, “for your trouble.”

She takes his hand and his skin immediately pales. Slowly, it becomes the same deep white color as hers. 

“C-co-cold...” he whimpers, and falls down. 

As his body dehydrates and shrivels, I look away. Zofia gazes on, fascinated and annoyed; Edie is busy stabbing the walls and whisper-shouting about spies.

“We will stay without issue,” Camille announces. She passes out some keys.

“You could have let me feed on him.” Zofia crosses her arms and huffs, staring longingly at the desiccated thing that was a man only moments before. “I'm starving.”
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Chapter 11:
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My first impulse is to run away—again. I can feel the strength in my bones and muscles, the desire there to unleash and speed away with everything that I have. Something tells me I could easily outpace pretty much everyone on the planet, but I am among three of the beings who probably could run me down if they needed. 

Edie would just draw on the powers of the dark gods who speak through her. Zofia can fly. And Camille would just appear inside of a shadow in front of me. 

So instead I walk to our room number and try to stay in front so they can't see the terror on my face. One woman starts to walk out of her room and I growl at her, “Get inside.”

She yelps and shutters inside and locks the door. Before she snapped the door shut—before I spoke—I saw the flash of mouth-watering lust on her face as she took in my hulking, handsome form. I probably did some real psychological damage to her, forever combining my lust-inspiring image with the dark adrenaline-soaked fear for her life, but at least she won't turn into a soul-sucked husk or whatever it is that Camille did. 

Our rooms are at the corner of the building. I open the door to one before Edie has the chance to bust it down, and turn on the lights before Camille has the chance to, I don’t know, meld with every shadow that’s ever existed. 

Half of the fear with these gorgeous monsters is that I don’t even know what all they can do.

“Stay here, Itinerant.”

There’s no denying Camille when she orders. Her voice is doctrine, it’s religion. I feel a solid aching to do anything she says, for the rest of my life, to fall on my knees and—

That’s a 20 on the Savvy and Mettle rolls. You resist her Intoxicating Service. For now.

My thoughts are blurry, my cock so hard that I have to bend over just to not spill. 

Snap. Out of it.

It’s not my thought. And it’s not Madilyn as a GM either. It’s masculine, it’s...it’s the Itinerant. 

They’re just women. Don’t you get it? Just women to fuck and conquer. And then you can conquer the rest and take your name back. Don’t you want that?

I don’t know what I want. 

Camille gathers us around the small table near the bathroom. I sit and lean back, my thick bulk nearly squashing the thin plastic chair entirely. Edie kneels before Camille, frothing, eyes glazed, face twitching as she giggles and raves without speaking. 

“Oh, I don’t like that chair,” says Zofia, eyeing the one near Edie. “Do you mind?”

She slides onto my lap, her expertly muscled hips immediately and minutely gyrating herself on my erection. A succubus, she does this with the easy, comfortable cool of a movie star; completely in her element. 

“We must discuss our course of action,” says Camille, clearly not caring about what Zofia is doing. 

Zofia nods seriously, guiding my hands up onto her torso. She’s so slender and I’m so big that my fingers can nearly wrap around her waist to her back. I groan, staring down her cleavage. 

She is.

So. 

Warm.

And she still needs to feed, idiot. Don’t forget that.

The Itinerant’s voice again.  

Camille speaks—the one thing that could possibly tear me away from the glory of Zofia’s cleavage. 

“You all know that we are here on a mission of highest importance. The fate our of reality rests on my shoulders. The Entropy that has been unleashed threatens us all. If we fail, then every being with a home there will unravel. That includes the Dark Powers,” she looks at Edie and then Zofia, “and the devils. It includes the fabric of reality, the Void, its total perfect nothingness that connects all of us.” She points at herself. “We are the representatives of all that truly matters. And also you're here,” she says to me.

Dope. Very dope, very cool to be spoken to like that. 

“Succubus. Artifacts are your specialty.”

Zofia's eyes on her are a special kind of lust. She turns them toward me, and they sparkle and glitter even more. 

“I have many specialties.”

Camille remains unimpressed. “What we are looking for is the Soul Clave. I am sure you know of it.”

Hearing that name brings up some special sense of knowing inside me—but I can't locate its source. I almost think to investigate—

You can roll for Savvy, if you would like. But Sophie, don't you want to roll for Allure?

Oh, yes. Please. I want him to want me. Why else would I be a succubus? Let's see...

I can hear the dice rolling, distracting me. I know something about the Soul Clave, a distant fleeting feeling that I should follow, but—

Zofia's hands are on my chest, her eyes smoldering into mine. 

Do you want to roll a save?

“Pay attention.” Zofia's grip tightens. “Won't you?”

It's so easy to do. She's a sex demon. Every part of her demands my attention, my virility, my masculinity bumping and grasping into her. I could do it. I could take her. I know I could. I could—

What was I thinking about? 

No save, then.

I focus intently on everything Zofia. Camille’s voice fades to the background. 

“The Entropy is a powerful force. Appropriately, it sucks away the heat and life away from everything it encounters. The more it consumes, the faster it grows. We are on a clock. At this point, our best estimates say less than two days remaining.

“The Soul Clave is capable of reformulating reality completely. It will absorb the entirety of the universe's souls in one moment, pressuring them full under divine light. At that point, the wielder—should they be powerful enough—will be able to reform reality as they wish. The contract we signed to even go on to this mission is triple-binding—memory, identity, and eternity— so our 'wish' such that it is when we acquire the Soul Clave will be merely to restore everything back to its original status and restore the Dark Estate to its immortal glory. Long may She reign.”

No one says anything, and certainly not me. I’m in love with Zofia. I have been my whole life. How could I have been so stupid? There’s nothing else in my life. She’s perfect. She’s—

Oh, fine. Roll a save, Max.

I grunt, grabbing Zofia’s hand as she begins to reach down my pants, and shift her off my lap entirely. Still effortlessly cool and sexy, she makes it look like it was her idea, sliding onto the nearby bed and pushing her high-heeled foot against my body. Biting her thick, plush lower lip and staring at me like a lovestruck teenager. 

My mind is my own again. Zofia made me forget to take a save. So I guess I’m not infallible. 

The Soul Clave. Eternity and Reality. That’s what’s at stake here, not my throbbing hot hard erection filling up Zofia so fast and deep that she never does anything but think of my cock for the rest of her immortal life. 

Right. 

Sure. 

“If it's just tracking this one artifact,” I say, actively trying to channel the Itinerant, “then why are they here? I’m all the tracker you need.”

Camille raises a perfect eyebrow at me. “You question my authority in this area? I am the Empress's will manifest. She would not leave this to demons and mortals.” She almost sneers the word.

“And her?” I point to Edie, who is now patiently and pointedly fellating a bar of lavender soap she found at the sink. 

“Naturally,” says Zofia, “We must have here the Empress's will made manifest. But some might question the Empress’s...priorities, shall we say, in re-establishing reality. And not everyone trusts a contract from a devil for some reason. So we have our blithering bimbo to act on behalf of the Dark Powers. ”

Edie spits out the bar of soap at her feet. “Mind your tongue and to who you lash it at, demon, or I will lash it to my heels.”

Zofia is unimpressed. “Harsh words. If I had a soul, I may even be a little nervous.”

Camille snaps her fingers, and everyone’s attention is immediately back on her. It’s so easy for her. 

“I happen to know,” she says, “that the artifact will be delivered as the prize for a grand tournament in this area very shortly. It is a grand moot of heroes. All that is needed for us is to find it.”

“A moot of heroes?” I ask. 

They can't mean it. Can they?

“Troupes of adventurers fighting each other for one immense prize.” Camille smiles. “To my knowledge, none of them even know that the artifact they vie for possesses the power that it does. They think it is all for some...game. Some grand sport they have.”

Does she mean the Dungeon League Finals?

Of course she does. Hell. 

And the fate of the universe is at stake. Do I even have a choice? It's either let the universe die or maybe see my ex-girlfriend again. I know which one I want to choose. 

But the lives of billions, maybe trillions are at stake. Entire planets we've never even heard of. Galaxies full of solar systems full of planets full of people...

And also Zofia, who keeps pushing her heel into me and posing her body just so. 

“I think...” I sigh, trying not to look so defeated. “In fact, I know. I know exactly where this tournament will be held.”

Camille looks at me suspiciously. “And how did you come by this information?”

I feel myself channeling the Itinerant again, but this time, it’s easier. Slow, comfortable confidence fills me as I look right up at her. Regarding her not like a living goddess, but as a woman. 

“I'm your tracker, right? It's my job to know.”
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Chapter 12:
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It is not my choice, at all, but Zofia and I are sharing a room. 

She's easily the hottest person I've ever shared this much proximity with, and I don't just mean the supernatural heat emanating from her due to her infernal origins. She's mussing her hair in the mirror and preening, touching her lips here and there and ensuring her make-up is perfect. 

The very fact of our room's giant mirrors (why does a bog-standard hotel have such enormous mirrors?) seems to delight her, sending sunny smiles at herself in every direction. Every movement she makes is torture for my fully hard member, barely contained by my trousers. 

Her perfectly sculpted, pale pink abdomen flexes gracefully with every move, displayed expertly by her cleavage-baring crop top, each individual muscle twitch and tug designed by her demonic mind to elicit desire from a mortal man like me. 

Even her fucking wings are sexy. Leather, small, and aesthetically curved, they remind me of a pair of luxury heels. 

I could taste them easily, I realize. Just slide behind her and slip my mouth over the edges of them and suck and nibble. It would be like biting her neck or her shoulder in the throes of passion. And I'm sure she wouldn't mind—

I stop in my tracks, groaning, my cock pushing forward and compelling me to keep going. Still preening, she smiles at me. The mirrors are set up for infinite reflections at the bathroom and small closet, front and back and angular, and I see other reflections winking, blowing kisses, miming fellatio, smiling warmly.  She's affecting me somehow, because of course she is, because she's a soul-sucking succubus who would be only too happy to fuck me to death. 

And it's not just a fuck that the whispers of her mirrored self offer. It's lovemaking—honest-to-goodness passionate moany orgasm-rich lovemaking where she'll pour herself into me and me into her. Our souls have to touch for her to take mine, after all.  

I know I keep bringing up resisting her, falling for her, resisting her...but that’s just how my brain is right now. 

You ever try to fast? A person can make an iron-clad decision to not eat for three days on Monday, and break by Tuesday morning. It’s hormones, not willpower—sometimes your body chemistry just demands stuff out of you that your brain can do nothing to reason away. 

I stare deliberately at the ceiling while she applies some kind of cream to her absurdly hot cheekbones. 

I won’t fuck her. That’s it. That’s final. I want my soul. I’m not going to have sex with her at all. We’re not even going to kiss or snuggle or touch, even.

And then, reinforced with this unbreakable concrete foundation of will, my eyes drift back to her absolutely unreal form. Her incredible ass. The tilt of her legs. The easy elegance she brings to every motion, like casually screwing the top back on to her moisturizing cream.

Right. Not fucking her. Not once. You got it. When are we going to fuck her face, though? And then the rest of her. Forever. 

I turn away from Zofia with some trouble, again, and put my items down on the bed, looking for some food in my pack. There is a small loaf of hard bread I find right away and I munch on that, trying to focus on my sword, my shield, anything that will keep my mind focused off of Zofia's beckoning lusts. 

Camille doesn't want any of us by ourselves, citing the dangers of the merging realities and just generally being who we are. She doesn't show it but I can smell the distrust on her for Zofia and Edie, especially the latter. 

She trusts me. But, I know, that’s only because she knows I’m terrified she will hunt me down if I disobey her.  

The hard, chewy bread filling my mouth, I stare out the window at the parking lot and try to let myself remember more about Camille, Zofia, Edie, and the rest—or, rather, I try to allow the Itinerant back into my conscious mind to fill me in on everything about this insane situation. 

Hiding from a beauty again, eh? 

I can feel his unease with me, his displeasure for my cowardice, but also his steady determination and knowledge that this is the situation we are in. He is, if nothing else, someone who is desperate for an ally he can trust. I can almost hear the huff of his sigh in my thoughts:

We go to war with the weapons we have, not the weapons we want. 

Pragmatic to the core.

Information? I can do that.

And so he fills me in, piecemeal: The Dark Powers Edie serves are in alliance with the Dark Estate and Devil Corp, but it is an uneasy alliance that only the Dark Empress has been able to navigate. 

The bureaucracy managing the relationships between the three is almost its own fourth estate by itself, employing devils who don't mind communing with warlords, priests and priestesses who can manage to not offend the endlessly arrogant nobles of the Dark Estate, and mercenaries and uniquely powered individuals like myself or Camille who can work as agents for several causes at once. 

The world he comes from is brutal and unforgiving. And though his time with Zofia has been recklessly close to destruction since it began, he didn’t mind it all that much. Given the bleak view of the world subjugated by total authoritarian evil, or that bleak view blocked by the heated seductive warmth of Zofia’s visage...it was an easy choice. 

Anything not to think about the men he left behind, the ones who died while—

The thought shuts off almost as soon as it begins. 

That’s all you get for now.

A sensitive area, to say the least. I feel a kind of psychic push, shuttering me away from that corner of our increasingly shared consciousness. I don’t fight it; he’s already been helping me plenty. And in not pushing it, I can feel some other, scarred part of him relent.

Zofia drops a hairbrush loudly and repeatedly, another scheme to earn my eyes back on her. I catch just portions of her reflection in the window, but it’s not enough to make me look.  

In concentrating on the Itinerant and what he knows, my lust has abated. The Itinerant has better self-control than I do. No wonder—existing as a being with a Mettle of 20 must have helped, as well as just the normal exposure to Zofia all this time. 

And that's a funny thought, isn't it? Somehow he's real and created now—but was he real before our game? 

Say he was—didn't I change him when I rolled the dice for his stats? Didn't my actions affect the world he came from, his history, his choices? The dice rolls are just a symbol of his actions, his prowess and power—but they are real. The first rule of Dungeon League, I remember again, is all power is represented by something, even if it’s just the person wielding it. 

Zofia slips her hands across my back. I can feel how incredibly soft, large, and plump they are just from her barest touch. 

Shit.

“I wish to give you something, darling.”

Of course I am suspicious. I try again to call on the Itinerant's strength and knowledge, but he has backed off into the further recesses of my mind—and with Zofia's beguiling, warm touch filling me again with desire it is harder to access him.

“Give me some space if you want anything.”

“Do you not want a gift from me?”

Her body pushes around to my side, docking her breasts between my very large bicep. I'm still getting used to having muscles like these. Even the sight of my hardened muscles surrounded by her soft pink flesh makes me furious with desire. Suppressing a groan, I nod. 

“Sure. Go ahead.”

I'm trying to sound much cooler than I feel. 

She slides off the bed and opens her bag—the same pale red leather one where she grabbed her artifacts earlier that cut the pig beast apart. Bending over, she searches around for a moment. Wanting me to watch her body. Turning and smiling when she catches me. Encouraging my eyes on her. I can smell her hunger. 

—want to see if she plans to feed on me.

Roll for Savvy?

I hear Madilyn’s instructions from some immense distance and yet, only a few feet away. 

Dice click, clack, land. I know what they are.

Oh, she not only plans to feed on you, but she has been planning it for a long time now. She wanted you on this mission for your skills, but also because she wanted the opportunity to finally consume you after waiting for so long, in case the universe ends. 

You are attractive, Itinerant; before, your skills as a tracker had kept you safe. After this...she won't need you anymore one way or the other. Either everything dies, or she will easily be the most powerful executive at Devil Corp. So her desire has been accelerating this whole time. She is desperate to consume you completely, and in giving you this masterwork of a sword, she feels confident she will get it right back. 

She pulls from her bag a sword. The unreality of the motion strikes me for several moments; it is easily five feet tall and the small designer-leather bag is directly on the ground. 

Holding it by the scabbard, she beckons for me to pull it free. I do, and immediately am amazed by the brutal beauty of its black steel. A supernatural frost emits from the sword; the blade is perilously cold. As I test its weight, Zofia hangs back, clearly cautious of its edges. 

It can kill fiend or angel. The Itinerant's voice. That is no normal cold. That is a Void-Touched blade. Not Void-Made. Just touched there. But it's enough to pack a real wallop. Be careful what you strike. Any cuts will never heal.

“It is a weapon fit for a king. So, of course, I thought of you.”

Again I have to suppress a groan. Someone like her, talking like that to me, is like a dream come true. Or perhaps a really sexy nightmare. 

“I thank you,” I say. “I will...use it well.”

“Of course you will. Besides your missteps today, you are the most capable swordsman I have ever seen, and I have seen much.” She waits for me to put the sword back in its scabbard, and then sits in my lap. “All I ask in return is a kiss. Is that so much?”

Shit.

“That seems like a very bad idea, Zofia.”

She wraps her arms around my neck and brings herself deeply close to me. I could overpower her easily, but I feel weak in her arms.

“Do you not wish to kiss me, Max?”

A shudder runs through me. The Itinerant shares my name, of course. It's the name all the girls know. But none of them have used it yet. There is such power in a name, and I know innately—the same way I know the power and grace of the sword—that demons have more power with names than most. 

“You're a demon of lust. Of course I do.”

“Won't you try? Surely you are strong enough...you're so strong, Max. I've never met anyone like you before. I think you're changing me. Who I am. You're. So. Strong.”

It's lies, of course. Heated, perfect, ego-stroking lies fired from her like a heat-seeking missile straight to my heart. She's a succubus—and she knows that to corrupt a man, she has to be more than hot. She has to make promises, make him understand that there's something about him that no one else has ever done to her. 

I grab her by the thick, luscious mess of her hair and tug her in for a kiss. I know I'm damning myself and I don't care. She's gorgeous, and if I have to go out fucking, then so be it. I was never going to live through this mess anyway. She tastes sweet and hot, like ripe chili peppers. Her tongue feels like it is coated in slithering, warm, eager candy, and as it presses harder against mine I feel my brain bubbling in its coaxing sweetness.

She kisses me quickly several times and then pulls away just slightly, staring me in the eyes, nibbling at my chin as she speaks. Something sparkles in her eyes. The kiss was good—really good. With a Finesse of 17, she could tie cherry stems into a chain sinnet. With my higher Finesse, I could probably learn her demonic language just by sliding my tongue across hers enough times. 

She's wet; I can feel her moisture on my thigh. It’s growing hotter, wetter with every passing second.

This is about feeding, for her. But from that kiss, she just realized how much she's going to enjoy it. 

“I thought I might feed on someone else tonight. Prowl the streets and learn of this world. But now...” she groans, sliding her hands over my musculature. “I have tasted you. And I ache for your strength flowing through my veins, Max.”

She did it again, using my name. This time I can tell she definitely is using it somehow, splicing its essence with demonic energy that fills me with a compulsion to fuck. I groan. I've never been this hard in my life—not in the Itinerant's or mine. Her hand releases my cock from my trousers and takes hold.

“Perfect,” she says with a hungry whisper. “Perfect. The most perfect I have ever seen. Or held.”

More lies? I don't fucking care. Her nimble, Finesse 17 hands are stroking suddenly and adroitly and kissing me again to cover my moaning mouth. 

—for Savvy, again. 

What are you trying to see?

I can almost see Madilyn’s beautiful form leaning forward, her eyes sparkling. 

Does she really want me? Or is it all for getting my soul?

It's...all kind of the same for a succubus. But I tell you what, roll an Allure check for me. 
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Reality lurches. I feel myself firmly positioned back in Edith’s apartment, surrounded by the strange purple magic. And then I feel it—what brought me back. 

Zofia’s—no, Sophie’s—hand on my crotch, over my stiffening bulge. 

She looks at me like I’m the whole world; like she’s madly, deeply attracted to me. I realize now that the attraction I was hoping she felt toward me over the last year was just a shadow of the full range of her capability. Her former shy smiles and hurried glances were just her being shy and hurried. Of course they were. I'd been a fool to think she really wanted me. 

Because this is what a babe like her looks like when she wants someone. Urging forward, wetting her lips, eyes wide and studying me, her lips catching on her breath—I think all she needs is a slight nod of acquiescence to start going down on me here and now. She doesn’t seem to care at all that her friends are here; she looks entranced, charmed, fascinated, she looks—

I groan with realization. 

She looks like I rolled a twenty on an Allure check on her. 

Cam and Edith look completely checked out, their eyes glazed over. You know how sometimes in League games you'll ask a couple of players to leave the room for roleplaying purposes? That's what it feels like—they're here, but their minds have left the room. They just look turned on and beautiful, eyes empty and waiting their turn to play. 

And do they look...different? Edith looks kind of built all of a sudden, and Cam—

“Remember,” says Madilyn, breaking my concentration, “you can’t really seduce him.”

Sophie tugs herself into my body, flipping her hair and casting a sneering side-eye at Madilyn. Her hair is longer now. Thicker, like her succubus self.

Why is her hair longer?

“What do you mean, I can’t seduce him? I’m a hot succubus. I want to seduce him. That’s my whole thing.”

“Well, you can, of course,” says Madilyn. Her voice is so heated; she sounds as turned on as the two of us. “It’s just...if he manages to survive—”

“No one can lay with me and survive,” says Sophie. “Many have tried. Thousands, in fact.” She pushes her body hard against mine. “Thousands and thousands and thousands. But they all die, and I’m the stronger for it.”

She's speaking like she's the succubus. Not the good-natured girl I followed to this game, but the actual demon from hell. Her hand stays on my cock, gripping adroitly, encouraging a steady stream of oozing precum through my pants. 

I groan; I'm bigger down there too. And my muscles are clearly more defined. 

The realities are merging; we're becoming our other selves. And I'm the only one from my reality who seems to be left—if Cam and Edith are just as affected as Zofia, then I'm surrounded for real by monstrous beauties hungry for murder and slavery. And I don't even know what the hell is up with Madilyn besides a need to enable all of this.

Madilyn nods at Sophie. “But the one who does survive, if someone does, they become your Master. Don’t they?”

Sophie nods as if she’s known this all along. “Naturally. But it’s not like he’s going to survive. He’s a weak link. He was running away from those pathetic little pig brutes.”

I look at Madilyn. Her Master? What the hell is this?

“You can’t be serious,” I say. “She just...she just made that up!”

“I’m the GM,” says Madilyn. “It’s my job to make up backstories, histories, side quests, subplots...it’s a lot of work, actually.”

“But this is, I mean,” I shake my head. “It’s beyond the pale. This is getting erotic, and I don’t know that I signed up for something so shamelessly sexual. This is a game! I don’t...you’re talking about making Sophie my slave.”

“Sophie’s really hot,” says Madilyn, as if that explains everything. “She would make a great slave.”

“What’s the matter, Max?” asks Sophie, sounding exactly like Zofia, squeezing my cock. “Are you afraid of a little soul sucking?”

She’s never acted like this before. My head is spinning. What’s going on? 

Madilyn stares at us, her eyes glowing. Glowing. Eyes don’t glow! Not just weird purple light that I can explain away by the weird interior of this apartment. They are actually emitting goddamn spectral light. 

It’s got to be something with Madilyn, maybe the book she started using—

Madilyn interrupts my thoughts. “—The air in the motel holds an unearthly warmth. Sophie’s body is like a furnace. Her nipples stand erect. There’s—”
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—a supernatural attraction between us, something that is more ancient and basic than any of the infernal powers behind Zofia. 

Zofia—who I have crushed on for more than a year—is naked before me on the bed, kneeling and looking up at me. I'm naked and kneeling too, and my cock stands erect before me hovering toward her body. 

She’s wildly better than just Sophie. It's succubus Zofia—featuring pale red skin, horns, a tail, small dark leather wings, and sparkling hot high heels. The total demonic package of her fills me with a terrible want; I didn't think I had a thing for demon babes before today.

Her curves tantalize me, her green eyes sparkle as she looks into mine. I know she isn't truly, and I know it's just the magic of her wiles, but she looks supremely innocent despite being so wanton. Like I need to teach her how to fuck, how to be with a real man. 

I can’t deny my attraction to her, and I desperately ache for her. She reaches for me, and I give in. 

With a gentle tug, she guides my hands up her sides, then skims them slowly across the full length of her body. My heart races as I take in the sight of her lush breasts, narrow waist, and the smooth expanse of skin that covers the soft swell of her hips. The feeling of complete control makes me tremble with anticipation—I could have her if I wanted to. 

And she will swallow my soul whole if I do.

It's a crazy time to think of it, but my own body is incredible. I haven't seen myself—this new self—naked yet. But I have a fucking eight-pack and my  chest looks like it's carved out of marble. Zofia's hands on me, stroking and oohing and ahhing, are not purely the motions of a succubus's ulterior motives. 

She genuinely wants me and wants to be fucked by me, and I can see how unfamiliar the feeling is for her. She eats souls of mortals out of habit and pleasure, both—but being fucked into brainless, drooling ecstasy is not something she's had for a long, long time.

And maybe not ever. 

"Zofia," I begin. Wanting to resist. For some reason I feel dice in my hand. "We can't do this. We have to—”

She shushes me with a long, delicately sexy finger and slides up against me, pressing her soft body against mine, and I melt into her heat. The smell of her is intoxicating; it’s a combination of expensive perfume and wildflowers—it’s impossible to resist.

Will you roll to resist?

I can somehow feel Sophie’s mouth sucking my cock in one reality at the same time that my own hard, straining member pushes against Zofia’s demonic curves. Her Finesse 17 tongue slipping along my shaft. 

N-no. Shit. No.

"Don't you want me, Max?" she asks. "Don't you need my pussy?"

Ugh. I really do.

She's holding my cock in her talented hands now, stroking me.

"We can go as far as you like. You don't have to fuck me if you don't want. But don't you want to cum? If you cum, you'll feed me just a little...don't you want to help me out?"

Gods help me.

"...yes..."

The nod and verbal assent seems to magnify her power somehow, and the pleasure I feel from her touch intensifies a thousand fold. My cock, already hard, somehow becomes harder, thicker, in her grip.

"We can stop any time you want," she says, kneeling down further. "You're in control."

Her lips caress my cock. I feel in control of her. I know it's just the eroticism of her magic working on me, and I don't care. It feels so incredibly good. I lie back on the bed and soon she's completely between my legs, holding me down with the barest of touches on my ripped abs.

"Do you like this?" she murmurs against my hard length, her lips and tongue making me shiver with pleasure.

I groan in response, barely able to keep my head above the waves of sensation that race through every inch of my body. My eyes half close as her head goes up and down, bobbing along my shaft with increasing desperation. With every stroke, she moans and opens her mouth slightly wider as if to take me in further. Her body shudders and trembles with pleasure as I feel myself approaching a point of no return.

My soul. My soul. She's going to rend me to pieces.

She sucks harder, more soulfully. She's loving it, loving the pleasure she's giving me. I can't stand how good it feels—the best I've ever had or likely ever will have again. 

She moans around my member now, and suddenly I realize that she is just as lost in arousal as I am. I might have thought it was just arousal for power, to suck me dry and become an even-greater succubus, but I annihilated the Allure check so I know this immortal succubus is sucking me off like she would her long-lost husband coming home from a terrible war; she's sucking me off like she aches for me to stay at her side forever.

“Shit—” I groan, knowing they're going to be the last words I ever say. “Shit. You're so good. Oh my fuck, Zofia...”

She redoubles her efforts, knowing I am on the cusp, a burst of loving moaning magic enveloping my body. She wants me to adore this moment. 

And it is that realization—knowing her affection for me in that moment—that makes me lose all control; the pleasure bursts from my body, spilling out between us as Zofia hungrily sucks away at the last drops of cum.

I grip Zofia's hair tightly as I let out a low moan. The feeling is overwhelming. She looks up at me, eyes alight with arousal—she loved it more than I could've imagined—and suddenly I want nothing more than to fuck her hard and deep until that same look is in her eyes again and again. I feel attached to her. I feel compelled to give her more—I feel her claws sinking deep into the depths of my soul...and it feels good. 

—Roll for Mettle? And because you came in her, for Allure?—

Her claws retreat. They become caresses. My soul burns with radiant defiance. 

"Oh my..." she whimpers, her voice catching on itself in raw emotion. "I didn’t know it could taste so good and—a-and..a-are you still hard?"

She seems to realize something. She falls backwards on the bed, her legs falling open. I tug her toward me by her ankles and trap her underneath my bulk, legs crushed under my chest. 

"H-how are y-you..." her voice becomes a desperate whine as I enter her. "...h-how are y-you s-still s-soooo h-haard...oh fuck!"

Her demon-dark eyes light up like a fireworks display. This eternal succubus just came from one single thrust of my cock. Power fills me. It's hard to describe the kind of sudden and inescapable egomania that comes from so easily making a succubus orgasm. 

Her entire being is lust and power. Her every motive is to destroy the souls of men like me. To take the proud, the strong, the everlasting, the royal, the holy, and the defiant and turn them into slaves for her miles-high tower of eternal torment. 

Every promise of hers to lead souls to damnation has started with this fantasy—promising the thousands enslaved to her for eternity that they were special, they were different, they would stand out and resist and that her affection for them was true and always. 

That fantasy now quivers in helpless, shocked, agonizing pleasure underneath me. She wraps tighter and tighter, clinging me to her hellish beauty, groaning and pleading. 

“M-my first, oh my god...” There are tears in her eyes. She’s smiling as she groans, as she loses herself. “My first, my love, oh hells...”

She has never, ever orgasmed before from someone entering her. 

And I did it within seconds. 

What man wouldn't continue to rise to the occasion?

I pound her hard and fast, our skin slapping together in a hot cacophony of moans and groans. I feel something break open in both of us as each thrust brings us closer to paradise. Her eyes close tightly as her body jerks with spasms of pleasure, gripping my cock with hurricane-like intensity. I thrust further, deeper, faster. 

"Oh fucking GODS!" she screams out loud, throwing her head back in ecstasy. "Oh YES! Make me cum again! Take me! Take me!” The feminine allure of her voice, for a moment, tinges with something dark and ancient. “Make me yours!" 

My whole body shudders with pleasure at her dark words as I continue to fuck her harder, faster than ever before. She bites my shoulder with fanged teeth and it only increases the fire in my blood. Clawing me does the same. All her tricks, her millennia of experience in convincing men to give their all only make me piston my hard cock back up against her g-spot and make her cum again. 

“Please.” Her voice is desperate. Her body is desperate for my pleasure to unload inside her. “Please, do it. Do it...make it permanent. I want it. Service to you. My destiny. Please...”

I don't know what she means by that, her Destiny, but I don't care. It sounds hot as fuck and I'm riding so high that I'm certain I am her motherfucking destiny now. 

I can hold myself back no longer. I give her everything I have. Wave after wave of orgasm crashes into us both as we experience an explosion of pleasure like none other. She's screaming my name over and over now as if it's some sort of prayer, her worship for me evident in every fiber of her being. 

“Max...Max...Max...”

Max...Max...Max...

At last we both collapse from exhaustion. I hold her in my arms, still inside of her, half-hard and almost willing to go again but for the fear that somehow it would ruin what just happened. 

Zofia looks at me with equal parts awe and adoration in her eyes—as if somehow understanding more than mere words can say—and whispers softly. 

"My Master...my Master for eternity."

* * * * *
[image: image]


I'M SNAPPED BACK TO the gaming table as if some force has wrenched me away. Underneath me, bent over on the table, is the half-demonized Sophie with my cock inside her bare pussy. Her freshly-formed wings flap with exhausted excitement. 

I've just unloaded a heavy, heaving helping of unprotected seed inside her belly.

"Oh..." I groan, shaking my head. "Oh, fuck."

Cam and Edith watch us in open arousal, lips parted, eyes still glazed. Madilyn smiles at us, filled still with some dark presence. I don't know why, but this is all part of her plan, her game.

Sophie turns around and bites her lip. 

"Thank you, Master.” Her dynamite, supermodel smile shows demonic fangs, glistening white. "I can't believe I'm your slave now."
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Chapter 15:
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Somehow, I tear myself away from the sensationally hot grip of Sophie as she pushes against me with her hefty breasts, urgent whispering, and stroking hands. 

About ten minutes ago, I snapped back to this reality and found myself having finished inside of Sophie's strange new demonically hot body, much to her absolute delight. I quickly re-clothed myself and sat back down again at my spot at the table, but Sophie, naked still, immediately found a new seat on my lap. 

The other girls—Cam and Edith—don’t seem to mind all that much. Cam absently mentioned minor annoyance when Sophie, in the throes of her passion, nearly overturned her drink onto the board.

If anything, they seemed fascinated with how I fucked her. Their eyes all over my larger frame and newly-developed musculature. But they couldn’t really want to...not Cam, right? With how she looks, she would only date like star Dungeon League players or billionaires or someone of similar caliber. 

“I need a break,” I say to Madilyn. “Can we please take a break?”

I’m hoping, somehow, that by breaking in the game we can have a return to normality. You know, the normal reality where the women I’m gaming with aren’t all some form of murder-happy monster girls and there’s not alternate versions of ourselves walking around with medieval weaponry and the girl I’ve been crushing on for over a year isn’t making moon-eyes at me because I’ve banged her into becoming my slave. 

Wow, man, that last part is hard to swallow. 

I try to remind myself that I had very little to do with it—that I wasn’t the one who decided that if I made a succubus orgasm, she would be contractually obligated to be my slave, and that Sophie-as-a-succubus has apparently been so lonely without a romantic partner that my ability now to have sex with her and not be consumed like every other lover she’s ever had is making her crush on me and love the fact that she's owned by me...

...But then, it was my cock inside her, wasn’t it? And I was the one who rolled the stats to make her want me in the first place and to be able to resist her and to be able to stay alive while I banged her, unlike any other man ever in the centuries of her existence. 

I know that Madilyn is behind this—or rather, whatever or whoever Madilyn has become. It only makes sense that she's had some replacement like the rest of us, some Other-Madilyn who is pulling the strings. And I think she's been around for longer—since at least the start of the game if not earlier. 

Her eyes glow  purple and her features are heightened—the blonde hair she sports has turned slowly platinum, even white, thickening out above her brow. And...

Well, this is weird. Or weirder, I guess. But I could swear her neck is longer. Her limbs and digits too. The book she had to use two hands just to open a couple of hours ago when we began she now holds like a vanity mirror, staring into it and preening herself as she does. 

“You want to take a break from an incredibly pretty girl adoring you?” Madilyn asks. “What’s the matter? Can’t you handle it?”

Sophie’s hand squeezes down on my cock and I groan. 

Oh, I can definitely handle it. I’m worried about how much I can handle it. 

“I need a break,” I say again, more firmly. “Can you make it happen or not?”

“I can make anything happen.” Madilyn’s eyes flash with anger. “Fine. Break time. Ten minutes.”

The weaving, pulsing, purple tree-trunk-like mass of energy around us widens out to the breadth of the apartment. Sophie serenely gets up off my lap and struts to the kitchen, naked and pale pink; Cam and Edith join her and almost right away the three start chatting excitedly about the game. The flush of heat and serene, buzzed-like expression of being recently fucked hard is still clear and obvious on Sophie, and yet the other two girls are acting like all of this is perfectly normal. 

Madilyn sits across from me. She has put the game book down, though her hand is still on it. 

I wouldn’t bother. 

The Itinerant’s voice. Back again. Perhaps even a bit proud of the way I dominated Sophie?

You’ll get more information out of banging stones together. Unless you take a knife to her throat—or whatever it is that might threaten her—she’s just going to spin you a story to keep you doing what she wants.

I have to try to talk to him, to cooperate. We’ll only make it through this together. 

My brow furrows. You know her? This version of Madilyn?

I’ve known plenty like her. Do. Not. Trust. Her.

Look. We’re in this together. Can’t we just—

I feel—hear?—the psychic equivalent of a door slamming and I feel him receding once again. 

Meanwhile, Madilyn waits, expectant.

“What is happening?”

Her smile is so infuriatingly superior and so deeply hot. “We’re playing a game, of course.”

“Come on. Level with me, here. What’s happening? What’s going on with the book? Why are there other versions of us walking around?”

“You’re just really invested in the game, that’s all. I’m doing an excellent job of making it all real for you.”

“I just—” I catch myself a little. “Sophie and I were just...well, you saw.”

“You’re really enjoying the game. You’re welcome. Weren’t you attracted to her already?”

“No.” How does she know that? “I mean, you know. Sure. Yes. She’s attractive. But now she’s saying—”

“Master!” Sophie calls from the kitchen. “Would you like me to bring you a beer?”

I can’t help the way my cock swells when she calls me Master so casually. I shake my head and wave her off—I don’t want her to hear this conversation between me and Madilyn.

“I have to admit,” says Madilyn, “that I was very thrown by your rolling. At first. But I’m a good GM. I learned my way around it. Good rolling doesn’t define a game, you know. It takes good decision-making. And you’re kind of an idiot, so it’s easy to manage things around you.”

There’s something in her directness, her superiority, that sets me off. Maddie was superior and snotty, but she also genuinely meant well. There’s...malice behind Madilyn’s expression now. 

“Who are you?”

“I’m the GM,” she says casually, as if that explains everything. “And I’ve got a game to run. And I don’t want you getting in my way. So if that means one of my players has to spend all her time fucking you and sucking you and serving you in every sexual, erotic way possible, if her immortal demonic brain is overtaken with pleasure at the thought of your ‘Mettle 20’ cock shoving inside her time after time, each stroke making her more of your love slave...well. Doesn’t that mean everyone wins? You get your crush. Sophie’s happily in love and fucked beyond her wildest dreams. And I get what I want.”

“What do you want?”

“Power. What else? I’m the GM. I want to be in control of all of this. Are you ready to play again?”

I put up a hand. “Wait!”

She pauses and raises an eyebrow.

“So this is really serious? I mean the fate of the world is at stake here? We have to do the right thing or else it's all gone to hell?”

She smiles. “Well. I could be pedantic and say that it's the fate of the universe at stake. And that myself and your alter egos live in hell already. But to the essence of your point, yes. It’s all quite real.”

I stand up. “We have to do something.”

“You're adventurers, silly. This is an adventure. Just enjoy it.” 

Her eyes glow, and Sophie crosses the apartment to curl back around my body. Her lips are sweet and warm and settle me back down into my chair. My breath catches as she grips and then strokes me, sure and passionate. 

Madilyn draws up her book once again. “I can make this wonderful for you. Don't fight me. You'll regret it.”

Edith and Cam resume their seats—both of them looking more and more like their alter-egos all the time. 

“No,” I say. “Wait. Let’s talk this out.”

“What if Zofia decides to dress herself up a little?” Madilyn looks at Sophie. “Would you like that? For Master?”

Sophie grinds into my body. “Anything for him...”

Again, Cam and Edith don’t bat an eye at this. In fact, they’re looking at their character sheets again, stuck under the same spell as before. Their faces impartial, detached to the world around them, and instead absorbed in whatever fascination lies inside their sheets. 

That had worked on me as well. And surely it would have been to Madilyn’s advantage if it was still working, if she had kept the Itinerant in control, he’d probably already be knee-deep in fellow-adventurer poon by now. 

It only stopped when the Itinerant had peered inside of Madilyn’s magic field—and then I saw myself, and saw myself seeing myself, and saw myself seeing myself having seen myself, and on and on. 

I’m trying to think. There’s a way to unravel this, still, and to figure out what the GM wants from us, and what she wants at all. Why is it so important that we’re distracted? Why does she want—

“Master, would it be all right if I taste you again while Madilyn reads?” 

I groan. Sophie’s face is already right above my crotch. I don’t know if I can help myself. And—

—shit.

Her skin is even redder than before. Wings have sprouted from her shoulder blades, the nubs of horns developing on her forehead. But is she transforming, or is she merging like I did? And if she is, then which side wins? 

These thoughts and more escape me as she uses her teeth to unzip my pants. I groan as she goes further, crowding my member with kisses and attentive licks. 

“Back in the motel,” says Madilyn. “Max and Zofia are snoozing happily with Zofia’s face resting on his naked crotch.”

Reality starts to shift and bend. I can feel my consciousness being tugged along with Madilyn’s words. 

“Max?” says Madilyn. “Make some checks for me, please. Allure, Mettle, Savvy, Finesse...and heck it, let’s throw in Dynamism too.”

My hand moves of its own accord, though I try to stop myself. Why does she want me to roll so well on these? 

But then Sophie’s (Zofia’s?) mouth finds my cockhead, and it’s harder than ever to keep my edge...
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Chapter 16:
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“—edging all night when I haven’t been cumming over and over,” says Zofia. 

We’re in the hotel room. She’s casually stroking my cock—enormous and hard and straining in her beautiful, delicate grip. Her tail whips in that lazy, delighted way that cats have when they're especially pleased.

“I just can’t believe it.” She says this like she’s said it dozens of times already. “Nobody’s ever done anything like that to me. Nobody’s ever made me feel this way.”

She licks me slowly and soulfully. I groan, my head rolling back. 

“I belong to you. I’m so lucky I belong to you. I’ve had to hold back my orgasm so long in every sexual encounter I’ve had—do you know how hard that is for a succubus? Over a thousand years of abstinence while pulling out souls? And I was so afraid that I’d lose my mind and my will to some fat, ugly king or some smelly, trashy investment banker or something like that. Instead it’s you...” she licks me again, and I shudder uncontrollably. “Nobody has ever fucked me like that. Nobody has ever fucked anyone like that.”

It's the morning. I don't remember sleeping, though I feel somewhat rested and somewhat like I banged a succubus all night long. 

These shifts between my different selves seem to take their toll in time somehow.

I recall the rolls I made for Madilyn. They filled in the blanks for the time I don't quite remember, when my other-self was on autopilot. Mettle to last forever. Allure to turn Zofia on the whole time. Savvy to anticipate her needs. Finesse to fuck really well. And Dynamism to fuck hard.

I don’t think furious rutting is what the stats were made in mind for. 

But now, at any rate, an immortal succubus who is responsible personally for tens of thousands of doomed souls because she’s so absolutely smoking hot is my obsessed, enthusiastic, willing slave. 

And I’ve exhausted her. 

She’s sleepy, dreamy, moany, whispering half-awake about her love and need for me always. Imagine the way you've always wanted your deepest, hardest crush to look at you, and then multiply that by ten million years of pent-up lust.

If I wasn’t caught up in a world-ending plot and caught between two different versions of myself, I think I’d be having a terrific time. As it is, I’m having a very good time, just one that I know has to be cut short soon. 

There’s a mirror across from us, tilted forward from how we broke the cabinet it’s attached to. Apparently the Itinerant likes to bang girls against walls when he bangs. Anyway, seeing me with Zofia in my lap is like looking at some kind of porno. My body is ridiculously built. I knew from before that I was taller than normal, and stronger too—I jumped off a wall and did a back flip tumble thing! 

But now I can see that I am freaking ripped! I flex this muscle and that, just to see what it’s like, and find a reserve of strength in my flesh that surprises me. I could go another several rounds with Zofia before I come anywhere close to getting tired. 

Here’s the thing: to be honest, I’m not any kind of man’s man. Before this, I stayed in shape by using a decade-old elliptical machine I found at the deepest discount possible. I’m not a hunk or a stud or anything close to that. 

I don’t boss women around. 

I don’t want to boss women around—who has the time? 

I think there’s a type that can do that and women think it’s hot. You know, some James Bond misogynist type who can treat women like they’re disposable whores and walk away from it with no regrets and they're actually pretty happy about it too? A man who can call a woman “baby” or “sweetheart” and it's barely registered by anyone. Girls might just wave it off and be like, “oh, that's just his way.” 

If I try to call a woman sweetheart, I think she'd call the cops.  

And besides, I get romantically interested in a woman at the drop of a hat. Besides my crush on Sophie, I’ve been working my way up to asking out this semi-cute blond girl at the bookstore for two years and that’s because she smiles when she hands me my receipts and I’m sure I haven’t seen her smile like that at any other customers in front of me in line... 

You see what I mean? Obsessive. Crazy. Not this silent, brooding, ultra-hunk type with the mega-dong that tames succubi pussy just by existing. I don’t know how to live this life. 

We’re in the full daylight right now—hell, even the windows are open—and every time I’ve had sex it’s been in the bleakest possible darkness of a drink-heavy Saturday night. 

What do you do? What do you do when a woman so gorgeous she would make instagram models jealous is lavishly worshiping your cock in broad daylight and murmuring words of eternal affection to you (and meaning, because she is a demon, literal eternal affection)? How do you play it cool?

The door knocks briefly and then opens. Camille steps inside and looks at the two of us with disinterest. A tall, sexy shadow in the early morning light. Neither the new day nor a night of furious sex with Zofia has done anything to slake my thirst for everything that is the living perfection of Camille. My cock throbs at her presence, and Zofia lets out a small coo of delight. 

I think at some point I would have tried to hide myself or Zofia. But we look good; what the hell do I have to hide? 

If Camille has any thoughts about our coupling, she keeps them to herself, because of course she does. 

“We have rested enough,” she says. “It is time to go. The Evangelist has gone off in service of one of her gods and says she will rendezvous with us at the moot.”

Zofia turns over and giggles, her heavy breasts jiggling in the open air.

“I can’t go anywhere,” she says. “I haven’t rested at all. He’s too much.”

There are very few seconds where Zofia's full, mouthy attention isn't devoted entirely to my cock. I have to step away from the bed if only so I don't cum in her again, but this time from looking at Camille. Slave or no, I can't think she would be too pleased with that.

“Yeah,” I say, starting to get dressed. “There's been uh, some developments...”

Zofia giggles. “I'll say. He developed himself inside me like a dozen times. Now I belong to him.”

Camille crosses her arms, her hips shifting slightly. Her lips part just so, but her eyes remain dead and flat. She’s so fucking pretty.

Camille, roll for Lore?

I hear, somewhere far away, dice hitting a felt pad.

Okay. That's an eighteen.

Understanding fills Camille's gaze. She looks back and forth between myself and Zofia a few more times. 

“She is your...property?”

“Mmmhmm,” moans Zofia happily.

She's mooning at me like a teenager, belly down across the bed with her head in her hands and her legs crossed.

“Unexpected. But not unwelcome.” The look on Camille's face is new to me. Is it some form of admiration? Were it not for my impossibly high Mettle score, my knees would feel weak.  “But this means she is now your responsibility. Your property is weakened due to your actions, and it needs to be stronger in order to fight. We are here to fight. Take care of it and meet me outside. We have to go to the moot as soon as possible.”

Wait, stronger? She doesn't mean...

She turns away to leave, but I need to know for sure her intention. Without thinking, I grab Camille by the shoulder—just to pause and speak. She spins around and immediately tries to break my arm with a palm strike. Sliding, shifting, still not thinking, I catch her wrist and flip her over on the ground and then shoot back up just in time to avoid her knee braining me.

“Whoa, whoa!” I hold my hands up. “Sorry! Shit!”

This entire time—not to be lurid—but I was naked, so my cock was bouncing up and down. Now I’m standing in front of Camille—the honest-to-god literal translation of every agonizingly hot thought of lust and desire I’ve ever had into a living female form—and my cock is very aware of that. 

The infinite dark pools of her eyes—just for a moment, though it seems like my whole life—flicker across my manhood’s vast length and thickness, still wet from Zofia’s attention.  

“You nearly had her, Master,” Zofia sits up on the bed, clutching her body. “You could have taken her right then if you wanted.”

“He had nothing,” says Camille. Her face is calm but there is a flush under her neck. A dagger appears in one hand. “You put your hands on me. Why?”

“Oh, because I'm an idiot. And I wasn't paying attention to your boundaries. And that's my bad, and I'm sorry, and it will not happen again.”

Neither of the girls seem happy with this response. Zofia rolls her eyes, clearly wishing I was more aggressive, and Camille lowers her knife but keeps it out. For the first time, I see her marginally uncomfortable, adjusting the sleeve of her skintight outfit where I grabbed her. 

“You’re strong to survive that much, but no one touches me and lives.”

“I didn’t mean to insult you.”

“You think you insult the void.” She shakes her head. “I mean it literally. My touch destroys mortals. Bear that close in mind next time you think to gamble by putting your hands on me.”

Oh, right. I remember that from her character sheet now. And the poor dope from last night.

And yet, I was able to touch her—albeit through her skintight outfit—without an issue. 

Why does that make me so fucking hard?

It must just be contact with her, plus Zofia's obvious excitement at our conflict. And my cock, out, in front of both of these gorgeous women. 

“Okay,” I say, keeping my palms open toward Camille. “You said she needs to be stronger. You don't mean feeding on people, do you?”

“There are dozens of lonely hearts in this area, Master,” says Zofia. “I can sense their longing. It won't take long, if that's your worry.”

We're in one motel of a long strip of them on the highway; it does not surprise me that this is fertile ground for a succubus to do her work. 

Camille shrugs. “You can let her feed on you if you like. If she tried to feed on me, her existence would implode at several points along the river of time. That would be a whole new problem to solve. And I don't think she would like feeding on Edie.”

Zofia shudders. “If I caught her with the wrong god in her, I'd be sick for a century.”

Camille's dagger disappears entirely, though her eyes remained fixated on my shoulders and hands, waiting for a new threat. 

And—perhaps—pointedly not looking at my naked manhood before her.

“She can't do that,” I say. “She can't. Those are...those are people.”

I already know they won't understand the point. Monsters, and all of that. 

As if reading my mind, Zofia speaks up. “Don't worry, Master,” she smiles. “I won't even let them kiss me from now on. They won't even touch me. That's reserved just for you.”

She thinks I was worried about other mortals touching her. 

“So,” says Camille. “She must feed, or she cannot fight. If she cannot fight, then our chances of saving the universe become nil. We cannot have a member of our team incapacitated at a critical moment. Do you agree?”

Souls are going to be enslaved because of me. Because of my girl—which is already how I think about Zofia. 

But I can't think of a way out of what she's saying. She's right. The stakes are just too high. 

“Fine,” I tell Zofia. “But no more than what you need. And try to make it someone no one will miss.”

She pouts. But I know she will obey.
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Chapter 17:
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The convention center is in the middle of downtown; Camille and I drive there from the highway in about twenty minutes. I don't remember exactly its address, but it's the kind of place that all the road signs point to because so many people come from out of town to be there for business conventions and the like. 

There's also a giant statue of a bull in front of the center, about twenty feet tall and rearing up like it's about to charge. It's not called Bull Center or anything, and the state animal isn't a bull, and there's no local sports team with a bull mascot. It's just a thing the architect did; if I understood it, I guess I'd be an architect instead of a weird traveler inside of someone else's body sitting across from the hottest elf in the multiverse. 

Zofia is out in the world, feeding somewhere “but not too much” at my command. I don’t want responsibility for her; I don’t entirely feel responsibility for her because I’m caught up in whatever game Madilyn has us in. All the same, I do think I am responsible for whatever souls are going to be bound in eternal torment from now on just to fuel my hellfire-hot succubus slave girl. 

Edie—according to Camille—left early in the morning to stab some grass. She said she would rendezvous with us at the center, but I have my doubts: about meeting us again, about her knowing where to go, about her knowing what “rendezvous” means or even how to pronounce it...

The speed we're traveling at doesn't faze Camille but I can tell she doesn't like it, doesn't like all the cars around us. 

“You seem practiced in this already, Itinerant,” she says as she watches me drive. “That these peasants manage to avoid collisions at these speeds speaks to their basic intelligence. That you do it speaks to your alacrity.”

I'm not going to argue with her, but she does seem to want some kind of response.  I can’t tell her that referring to normal people as peasants is rude. I can’t even tell her that I think it’s really, really hot how casual her disregard for the lives of others is when she seems to focus on me how she does. 

“Thank you,” I venture. 

She nods, just the slightest twitching of her full lips indicating some kind of pleasure from my acknowledgment of her “praise.”

Downtown looks...different than I remember. The familiar buildings, restaurants and stores are all here. But something's off. 

The windows of the restaurants are frosted over, the glass thick and distorted like the kind you might see in a painting. One horse-drawn carriage passes us in the busy streets, and then another. I see more than one person wearing a cloak. It is a chilly morning, I suppose, and I guess I've seen horse-drawn carriage rides before. The wheels didn't seem so high or thin before. 

But that isn't all. As we approach the convention center, the bull isn't there. In its place is instead a massive statue of a minotaur wielding a giant battleaxe. 

I look back to Camille for some kind of explanation. She says nothing, and instead only stares imperiously out the window. 

Of course. Why would she find anything out of the ordinary? She's never been here before at all.

It's early morning, just after seven. Carts and trucks are set up serving breakfast food and the smell of burnt sugar and fresh coffee fills the air, along with the inevitable body odor of several hundred nerds gathering outside to become a gathering of several thousand nerds inside.

We park close to the front—after Camille soullessly smiles at the attendant, we are waived the fifty dollar fee and given two hundred dollars for our trouble—and walk to the convention center inside of a crowd of people who basically look like us. 

By that, I mean that everyone here is cosplaying to some extent, even if it's a pair of fake horns to go along with their t-shirt and jeans. That I'm dressed in full leather armor with a massive glowing sword and a steel heater shield and that Camille is a gorgeous woman in a skintight outfit draws less suspicion than it might otherwise. Camille found a shawl, somewhere—lusciously soft dark cashmere, and has it wrapped it around her shoulders and head so that the full effect of her appearance is only had if someone looks her dead on.

I don’t think she would mind all the attention; rather, she just understands having an entire mob of publicly jerking off nerds is probably more trouble than its worth. 

To enter the center, most people go through a series of queues lined with stanchions and canvas strips. Camille, of course, pays no attention to these social niceties and steps right to the front. The crowd parts for her like water before a prophet. 

I wish I didn't find it so hot how she just thinks she's above everything that the little people do, but man, I really do. 

Is it because she's so hot that everything she does is hot, or because I just find that behavior hot? Probably a bit (or a lot) of both. 

No one says a fucking thing to us; if they even start to, I stare at them until they're quiet. I'm taller and bigger than anyone else here, and at my side is the deadliest assassin there's ever been; I really don't care what these dudes think of me cutting in line.

Inside the convention center are more people, more lines. Tables for shops, celebrities, gaming workshops, game-writing clubs, and so on. Banners in gold and red stream down from the ceiling announcing the thirty-seventh year of the Dungeon League finals. Long tables are organized with machine-like precision across the hall, laden with maps, dice sets, books about roleplaying games.

Walking past a small table selling knick-knacks like 3D printed cat faces and hand-carved charms for bracelets, I see a few familiar faces, and one in particular—a lovely young brunette with a gymnast’s frame and the kind of smile that makes you forget where you are. 

It's Rose, my ex. 

Dressed up like we are, in garb that's almost comparable to ours in its elaborate attention to detail. She was always terrific about that kind of thing, preparing for DungeonCon for months. Her armor is titanium white, lined with blue cloth and decorated at the edges with gold filigree. She looks sort of like some kind of battle nun. 

It's super hot. I'm looking at her so much that I almost look away when she looks at me—but instead I smile. 

She blushes and turns back to her group, and then looks back at me—and I'm still looking at her, confident and strong and in a body capable of wrecking five men at once. 

She has no idea who I am in this body. 

I see, after moments of our eye contact, some flicker of recognition in her eyes. 

But just as I do, Camille pulls my attention away from her as we step past a group of quickly-cowed nerds deeper into the heart of the convention center. It’s where all the meat of the crowd is going; where the matches will be held.

“We are late,” she says.

“Oh, Dungeon League goes all weekend,” I explain. “Our first match wouldn’t be until like ten in the morning at the earliest. So it’s all—”

“No, Itinerant. There are seams here. Other mercenaries have already arrived. Reality bleeds. Look closer.”

I do. At first I see nothing. The downtown convention center is bustling with people; hundreds of them dressed in colorful costumes, medieval-fantasy paraphernalia taking every form—weapons, badges, hats, jewelry. 

Along the walls hang more banners and flags in a dizzying display of vibrant colors and symbols. A shield here, a crown there. 

My eyes settle on a particularly breathtaking sight: between a pair of twisting staircases is an ornate fountain depicting dragons mid-flight with their powerful wings spread wide reaching up towards clouds made of brass. Bubbling water cascades over the jagged mountain peaks made from marble below them and I can almost taste its chill against my tongue. 

That's new. 

That's incredibly ornate to be so new. 

Then I remember the minotaur outside, replacing the bull. Was that from the same thing—realities mixing, bleeding together? 

There are teams gathering for matches on every corner, holding maps and discussing strategy and placement. Leaders poking and pointing, instructing.

One such leader is dressed up like an elf, at first glance. And then I look closer—seeing the curve of his ears, the highness of his features. There's no makeup, no props. Either he's got some Hollywood-level costume designer at home or...

Or that dude is a legit elf. 

I gulp, looking closer at the rest of the crowd now. Some of the people in costume—some of the adventurers—don’t seem so human anymore.

The most noticeable among them is a lizard-man monster, standing over six feet tall and covered head to toe in scaly skin. Its eyes are sharp and alert, scanning the crowd for potential victims. Razor-sharp claws and teeth glinting in the bright conference center lights. Its tongue whipping out and tasting the air every few seconds. 

It strolls through the crowd, seemingly oblivious to the stares it’s garnering as it goes.

In another direction is a grotesquely rotund masked executioner. His mass is so powerful that he blocks off the signs of two different vendors, though he moves with agility that belies his bulk. A powerlifter's body amassed with heavy gut muscles and terrifyingly strong arms.

He carries an axe over one shoulder, its blade stained with chunky glistening dried blood. 

How did it get bloody? Did this guy kill someone today? Does he just not clean his axe, ever?

But even with all that—with actual monsters actually walking around—what really grabs the attention of the nerds present is Camille.

It’s not hard to see why. She’s a supermodel-shaming Allure 27 Goddess, with a body so unbelievably perfect that she almost looks computer generated. The shawl she wears, inside the convention center, works less well than it did outside. In here, everyone’s eyes are a-swivel to take in the constant flow of information—and everything about her is eye glue.

Her outfit doesn’t help: skintight leather catsuit baring the jaw-dropping gorgeous globes of her tight, plump cleavage, a thigh-gap so wide you could run a highway through it, and impossibly tall heels that anyone with even an ounce less of grace than her wouldn’t be able to walk in (and she struts in them, effortless, not to mention all the flipping and shadow-disappearing she does). 

The men's eyes are practically spinning in their sockets as they stare at her, a look of open worship and reverence for her beauty. She’s a goddess amongst mortals, and the monsters barely get any attention by comparison. 

Every couple of minutes as we move toward the arena to sign in for our match, I see a cosplay Elven girl—or maybe just a real Elven girl?—giving me the "You can get it" eyes, the benefits of my sudden stud-ness in this new body of the Itinerant. 

But even they stop looking at me when they see Camille at my side. 

Sexuality is a spectrum, and everyone has room for Allure 27 on their spectrum no matter where they were to begin with. 

With a movement as elegant as a sun rise, she lets her shawl drop to one side and shakes out her hair. An older gentleman, watching her, faints behind the table displaying his custom maps.

The conference center around us quickly becomes her audience, watching in admiration and awe as she looks down upon them all like some kind of beautiful deity. She acts as if none of them exist; I expect she would be happier if they didn't. I notice one peculiar thing, however—a full-on smirk touching the sides of her luscious lips. 

The power she has over them is the first time I've seen her pleased. 

As we walk by yet another dumbstruck gaggle of men and women and probably other species, she holds out her hand to me.

“I do not like the gazes of these men as if they will talk to me or touch me. Put your hands on me.”

“Sorry?”

I must be hearing things. Did this goddess just tell me to put my hands on her?

“This society is male-led, yes? A long history of women being little more than property that speaks and spells? Put your arm around me and claim me. It will be...easier...that way.”

"I..." I shrug. "I don't know."

If her grip slips, if I touch her skin...

"Am I not enough of a trophy for you, Tracker? Shall I try to find someone else strong and worthy who will vie to protect me?"

—You can roll a resistance check here, if you want. She's got a plus 15 to her Persuasion, and—

I don't want to resist. It feels good to be wanted by her.

Her gloved hand slides into mine, and we walk the aisles together. 

My whole being becomes focused on that hand in mine—so focused, in fact, that the only thing that could tear me away from it would be something monstrous or terrible, like some kind of display of massive bloodshed.

We pass through a tall set of cobalt-blue double-doors and see exactly that.
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Chapter 18:
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I don’t know how else to say this—we’re waiting in line roughly fifty feet away from like twelve people fighting to the death.

The line, because I’m a smart person with great ideas, is to sign up to enter the fighting-to-the-death area.

I have two things to do while I’m in line. The first is terrific—stare at every single part of Camille until I think she’s hinting for me to stop. She knows I’m staring—frankly, I suspect she enjoys it somehow—but for whatever reason, it’s only staring too much that she doesn’t like. She dislikes...what would you even call it? Rudeness, yes, but not that. I think it’s more that she would find staring too much to be uncouth. 

The second thing to do is to bide my time until I can stare at Camille again. 

And the third thing—I know I said two, but hey, shut up—the third thing is to distract myself from the fact that there are people. Fighting. To. The Death. Rightoverthere.

I’m a lonely guy; I’ve experimented with AI generation—and no, not for “artistic purposes.” I’ve got kinks, I’ve got wants, and sometimes I want even more of those things. 

It does not help our current situation that Camille is like currently the living embodiment of all those kinks wrapped up into a single woman—a super hot, tall, deadly, arrogant leather-clad goddess who is too pristine and dangerous to be touched by anyone but me.

Anyway. 

I don’t know how the AI does it; I’m not a programmer or a coder or anything like that. But it seems to me the point of it is to train it on image after image, giving it detailed information or tags about each image, so that when someone else comes along and asks for something in particular, it’s got a pool of visual information to draw from. 

Still—it never quite seems right, does it? It’s kind of like eating cotton candy. 

First you see it, and you want it! Cotton candy! Dissolves in your mouth! Huzzah! But then after the third or fourth bite, you’re just stuck with this weird lumpy sugary thing that doesn’t seem to have the right shape or taste. 

AI image generation is, when I've played with it, kind of like that. Titillating but not quite right.

And that...

That is somehow what’s happened here at the Dungeon League. 

What Camille and I were supposed to enter through the large cobalt blue double-doors was a small arena full of tables where hundreds of players rolled it out for a shot at the finals. 

Instead, I see death and mutilation. A roaring crowd circles a small, high-walled arena dug into the earth. Two groups of adventurers—one in red, the other in black—fight each other in a sand pit. 

Pillars sprout upwards from the sand, connected by dangling rope ladders, changing height every ten seconds or so to throw off the balance of any of the fighters climbing them. Concave iron fencing surrounds the arena, keeping all combatants inside, and waist-high stone barriers criss-cross the sand forming partitions around which the lines of the battle are formed. 

The fight happening when we walk in is a classic mismatch; a heavy melee team battering itself against a coven of spellcasters. 

The warriors and mages clash in a gruesome melee. Steel clashes. Arrows fly. Spells splash in vibrant colors and terrible odors, raining down sparks on the combatants and audiences alike.

But, like some computer generation, none of it seems quite real. There’s a weight to the real world that I know that is missing here. 

I think the mage I just saw beheaded was actually beheaded, mind you. 

And the muscle-bound barbarian swinging his axe around is legitimately very mad about something, perhaps his upbringing. 

But across every one of these new occurrences is some shimmer of the uncanny valley; I just can’t quite make it align with reality as I understand it. Is it, perhaps, because of the dual nature of my own consciousness right now? 

“This is unbelievable.”

Next to me in line, Camille nods. “Yes. If this is our competition, the warriors of this world must be weaker than I could have imagined.” 

I stare at her. It's very easy. She’s still holding my hand. Tighter, in fact.

“I also am dissatisfied with this arena. Why is there so little space? A proper arena is three times this size. And the crowd?” She tsks. “There's no regality here.”

We watch a tall horn-helmed warrior spike a mage through the head with the pommel of his axe and then, from a different mage's attack, boil alive in his armor. 

“No,” I say. “There really isn't.”

She squeezes my hand. 

“You must stop hiding your power when we fight.” She straightens strangely, and squeezes my palm. “I realize now that perhaps you were disguising your might. As a ploy. You could not trust us. I would recommend you do not. But I find that method of fighting very ugly and displeasing. You must fight well today.”

Her eyes seem to shine. Is it just the light? Is there real emotion in there? She’s so gorgeous, and she’s looking right at me. This is a head trip. The need to be honest with her, to tell her everything, overwhelms me. 

“Camille,” I begin. “Look. About the way I fought. There’s a good reason—"

“Next!”

The clerk waves at us from his small table. The banner in the front of the table reads REGISTRATION in big gold letters on a field of red. He is surrounded by several small printers and a pile of lanyards and transparent plasticard.

Camille pushes me forward. “I despise rudeness. Tell me later when we are out of the line.”

At the front of the line, I quickly identify our team—Thunderstrike—and he pulls out lanyards for us. It was Cam who decided the team name, as I recall.

“I’ll take the other two,” I say. “They should catch up with us soon.”

“Uh huh,” he says, staring at Camille. “Catch up you soon.”

“I’m actually made out of taco meat,” I continue. “Once upon a time, I gave birth to an ice cream dragon and rode him into a fortress of flour.”

“Oh, fine. Fine,” he nods, jaw open, doing his best to memorize Camille’s features. 

I can’t help but tease him a little. It does make me feel incredibly powerful knowing I can keep my wits about me with Camille attached to my arm. 

“Stop being childish,” says Camille. She puts the lanyard in front of the clerk, pinning it to the table with a perfectly manicured finger. “This is wrong.”

“I-it is?” the clerk gulps. He has several layers of competing acne all over his face and neck. 

“This says Junior.”

“Right.”

He smiles, eternally grateful that they are on the same page.

“That is preposterous. Even being down the succubus and the priest, and with this one’s skills in question, I am more than enough to handle whatever is thrown our way.” She looks at me and shrugs. “Perhaps you will die. I think that would be best.”

“Awesome. Thank you.”

“If you are dead,” she goes on, “I will no longer hold your skills in doubt.”

“I get it.”

“I do not like uncertainty. I speak of—”

“Nope, I get it, thank you.” I turn to the clerk. “Hey, the grand prize is only available for the Expert League, right?”

“Y-yeah. Yeah. Yeah. Um.” He is still staring. “Yep.”

“So you will put us in the Expert League,” says Camille.

“G-guh. I...uh. G-guh. I guh. Guh.”

“Hey, Jerry, what’s taking so long?” His supervisor, a bright-looking redheaded woman, comes over. “We need to keep this to like two minutes a team, or else...g-guh.”

Now she’s looking too. It’s possible this woman was a lesbian thirty seconds ago, but I doubt it. She is now, though.

Camille raises an eyebrow at her. “You will upgrade us to your highest level of competition. Immediately.”

“I-I-I...”

Camille breathes in deeply, a calculated move. Her zipper inches downward without her even touching it. Just the heaving volume of her perfectly round tits pushes it down. She leans forward just so, her long hair cascading to one side. 

“Immediately,” she says again.

The supervisor nods, ineffectively slapping the head and shoulders of the clerk while he types madly at his small laptop. There's a rush of printing sounds and lamination and they hand us the new, updated cards on a pair of lanyards. 

“If anyone else tries to delay us,” Camille says to me, “I am just going to kill them.”

I would say something in response, but I am also too busy staring at her tits. Her body is already perfectly delectable. When her catsuit shows off her cleavage like that, it's downright breathtaking. A heavy-set fellow in a big cat suit falls over as she walks past him. 

We walk back toward the arena and she instantly loops her arm around mine again. Everything about her looks cold, from her gaze to the glacial-shelf angles of her bones and jawline, to her void-filled gaze and her so-pale-it’s-blue skin, but her touch is deeply warm. 

Her touch—because her tits push against my forearm, and the small gap between the bracer there and the tunic just beneath it where—wouldn’t you know it—I have a hole in the fabric.

So her skin touches my skin.

—This is a tough one. Camille’s been without intimate human contact for centuries, and she’s learned to steel herself against the disappointment of flesh half a millennia ago. So let’s make this difficult. You’ll be able to withstand the blistering, void-crunching entropy of her touch should you roll five twenties in a row for me. Each one will increase the pleasure of her contact for her exponentially, though. Okay...there’s one, two...— 

Her grip snakes further around my bicep. I can feel the heat in her building. Her hip pressing against mine. She drops her head into my shoulder; I’ve never felt anything as soft as her hair, not even Zofia's skin or hair. It is an abyss against my arm, an endless void of electric warmth evenly dispersing its tendrils around me. We walk in silence, but I can feel her breathing, its frequency increasing with each passing second. Her fingers, long and delicate and strong, press into the iron cords of my biceps. Her face pushes into my shoulder. It’s almost like she’s snuggling into me. 

“Tracker?” 

I can hear something in her voice that I haven’t heard the entire time I’ve known her—not from either of my lives. 

It’s soft, girlish almost. I look over at her and see her expression is one of furious lust and desire. 

Not blank. Not empty. Not void-tranced and ready to murder. And it’s not the light in her eyes. 

Lust.

Lust, on this gorgeous creature’s face. Lust, in these eyes that have been blank and emotionless for centuries, even millennia. 

Lust...for me.

“Tracker...” she whispers, sliding an index finger down my leather breastplate. “You and I, perhaps we should find...”

“Thunderstrike!” says a voice over the PA. “You’re up!”
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“Vanquishers of the Last Remnant of the Nether Dragon's Kin. Yes, that was Thunderstrike! My lips to the ears of the gods! ”

The announcer, a slender and well-dressed man with a tiny pencil mustache holding a microphone almost twice as big as his head, has been buying time like this for a while now, at my request. Or, I suppose, my coercion, as someone as powerful and strong as I now am has a hard time making demands and having them not sound like death threats.

Fighting wasn’t supposed to be part of today’s itinerary. I was fully on board with playing whatever game we needed to play—how am I supposed to lose, with the way I roll? 

With violence in store, though, we had to do something to wait for Edie or Zofia to arrive.

“Every single member of those Kin,” he continues, “they wiped out, with no outside help. You remember Brantowat the Merciless? He was Nether Dragon's Kin until they took care of them. Then, there was Houghtiwat the Heavyweight. Also, Dragon's Kin!”

Camille and I stand in the sand of the arena, ready. Or, she’s ready, and I look ready because I’m not sure I can look otherwise.

My hope is that this prolonged, fictional introduction never ends. But the crowd, even entranced with Camille’s beauty on full display, is becoming restless. 

“So many Kin, dead by their hands! Can you believe it? Another round of applause!”

This is the seventh round of applause he’s started, and of course the least enthusiastic. 

He’s not to blame; I didn't think any of this would work for so long, except that the crowd has been mostly content just looking at Camille.

God, who wouldn’t be? 

With the fight imminent, she has stretched and flexed for minutes now, a small flush heating her otherwise ethereally-pale cheeks. She looks more gorgeous than ever, no doubt because she’s thinking of killing someone soon. 

I shift in the sand next to her with no idea how I’m not trembling. I’ve never been in an arena before, and I have to say, I'm not a fan. Not only is the threat of death on the way (and the death itself threatening to be bloody and gruesome), but also there's just sand everywhere. 

Camille and I have barely stood in there for two minutes before I could already feel grains of it sneaking into the avenues between my leather armor and chain mail and sidling up against my flesh. At least at the beach, you can go into the water. And there's those showers.

And no one is trying to kill you. That's another famous advantage the beach has.

I wait with the void-touched sword in hand, unsheathed. Black currents of dark energy ripple around the edge of the blade, like shadows of smoke. Zofia made it seem like this weapon held vast combat potential; it's just a shame it's going to be wasted on someone like me.

I can use it. Let me back in. Let me in control.

I push the thought aside. The other-me pushes in like thoughts about donuts on the eighth day of a no-carb diet.

I can take them. She and I can take them. It's your only chance.

I don’t know if he’s right. But I know I’m not ready to just kill someone.

“We've waited as long as we can,” the slim announcer covers the microphone, whispering. “I’m out of pretend people you’ve killed and this crowd wants blood. We've got to carry on.”

“The wait only prolongs their lives.” Camille’s face is characteristically blank. “End it as you see fit.”

He nods and gestures toward someone in the control box in the stands.

“And their opponents!” The announcer flourishes his hands as the gate opens. “The Glanton Gang!”

The portcullis opens entirely, and twelve men stand behind it.

The standard Dungeon League group size is four, like ours. You can flex up to six. Why this one group has twice the maximum is beyond me. But that's the least of my questions.

They're covered in body parts. Human-ear necklaces. Jawbone pauldrons. Black-toothed grins. Skulls on their helmets and belts. The air smells of blood and rot. 

They are men, but they seem like the kind that society has forgotten. The kind that lives inside a fight every day of their lives. It’s difficult to tell them apart other than size and one or two features because the faces of all of them are patchworks of scars. 

One has a rusted metal plate wrapped around his forearm like a shield. Another brandishes a pair of brass knuckles on one hand and has a knife instead of a hand protruding from the other arm. Still another wears a kind of shawl made of skin and feathers, a long plague-doctor beak extending from the mask around his face. 

The leader, a tall and hairless muscled giant with a missing eye, is covered in tattoos. The inked designs depict scenes of gore and violence, with a particular focus on torture devices and the protruding bones of victims. His face twists into a sneer as he locks eyes with me.

“Defilers.” He does not speak loudly, but his voice booms nonetheless. “You have existed without my knowledge, and so without my consent.”

“Camille,” I say, my voice losing all the confidence I had when she was nuzzling against me earlier. “I really need you to know something important.”

“I know.” She has started to move and sidestep in the sand, and so I move with her, watching her feet like a first-time dancer. “You’re in love with me. All men are. It’s in your nature.”

“No. What? No. I’m not in love with you. If anything, maybe Zofia, but even then, I don’t—”

She spins on me and there is something akin to fury in her expression.

“You do not desire me?”

I don’t really know how to answer that in any way that the straining hard-on I’ve had since we started this morning hasn’t already been answering for hours. She seems pretty observant, I think she’d notice.

“I can’t fight!”

She looks at me and finally—finally—I can tell she believes me. But it's too late now. 

The bell rings—and the fight begins. 

They waste no time. Their first attack is swift and brutal. The brute with the metal plate charges headfirst, his weapon held high. I manage to dodge his clumsy strike, but before I can respond, a pox-scarred man thuds a great maul square into my gut. The impact of the blow takes me off balance, my feet turning into wet paper.

Stumbling, flailing, I hit the sand and roll, trying to think about what I’m doing—

—Don’t think. Thinking is a mistake. Attack. Attack and don’t let up and—

—and wave my sword around my head like a rally towel. The wild swing nicks one man in the arm and he howls, the void-touched blade biting deep despite the clumsiness of the attack. Around him, his team closes the gap—thrusting spears and smashing hammers down to fence me in. I back up more, hitting the wall and then rolling away, trying to make any distance at all.  

Camille's movements are fluid and graceful, unlike my own panicked flailing. She takes one out and then another, easily sidestepping their blows and slitting throats in eruptions of heavy jugular blood. Her face calm, almost bored. Another runs at her from behind, bone armor jangling,  and she somersaults over his head, scalping and decapitating him in two quick motions. 

For a moment, I think that she really can do it—that she can just pick them off one-by-one as I continue to run and scramble away. 

LetmeFIGHTletmeFIGHTletMEFIGHT—

Another blade swings by my head as I duck, trying still to push the voice away. Swinging the void-touched blade to and fro like it’s a torch and I’m fighting off wolves. 

And then tragedy. As Camille ducks and weaves, stabs and shunts, I see something on her back. Something with a fuse, smeared with sticky tar. 

My heart races as I realize what it is. A bomb. Someone planted it on her in the gray. I need to warn her. 

“Cam!” shout. “Camille!”

She's in the zone. Her eyes are fierce, her movements calculated. She doesn't even seem to hear me over the sound of metal clashing against metal and the screams of the crowd. 

She leaps, knives out, directly over the head of a lunging berserker with a crooked machete, ready to take his head off.

And that's when it happens. 

The bomb explodes, hard force concussing the air and blasting all of us down and away. The Glanton Gang are tossed to all sides, and I’m knocked clean on my back, but Camille takes the full brunt of it. Concussion waves smash her into a nearby brick wall with bone-crushing force. 

She gets up to her knees for a moment, shaking, and then slumps down to the ground, completely still. 

Blood runs down the sides of her skull, mixing with the sand. It’s coming out of her ears. I wipe my face off—bloody as well—and slowly get back on my feet.

What's left of the Glanton Gang turn to me with murder in their eyes. Seven of them, I think. 

Cheers and jeers fill the air around us. 

I pick up my sword and step forward. All at once I feel a strength surging through me that I never knew was there—the courage of someone who has nothing left to lose. Vengeance. 

With a deep breath, I rush into the mob of outlaws. A scream erupts from my lips. 

On my fourth or fifth step, I trip over the sand and go ass over teakettle in an awkward cartwheel, landing helplessly at their feet.

They laugh. Everyone laughs. The crowd. The announcer. Probably god, somewhere.

And then something worse happens. The Glanton Gang doesn’t kill me. 

No, instead, they let me up.

“Try again, tenderfoot,” says the big hairless leader. “This time with feeling.”

I rush at him with my sword held out like a battering ram. He kicks me to one side and I slam into the wall, and again they and the whole crowd laugh. 

Toying with me. Just playing with their food. 

Vengeance. VENGEANCE. 

I kick at the sand hard enough to spray their faces. That stops their laughing. 

“You ugly bastards.” I bang my sword against the arena wall. “Come on if you’re coming.”

Finally, they rush me.

I brace myself for impact.

Then, the walls explode.
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Chapter 20:
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Around Camille, it is easy to forget things. Your rules, your morals, your name, your thoughts. She’s distracting. And I had forgotten—entirely—about Edie.

Now, to be fair, Edie probably also had forgotten about Edie. But the evil gods piloting her flesh around had not, and they’re invested in saving reality whether the eternally tortured souls that power them want them to or not. 

And so right then, Edie smashes through the brick walls of the arena, snarling and terrifying. Great shadows manifest all around her, but they clearly hold weight. They’re dense shadows, real-world incarnations of the terror the dark powers she has given herself to. 

The bricks break with such velocity that one man is downed by swirling slate catching in his throat, sending him flying to the ground with blood spurting. The rest are caught inside the dust, coughing and staggering and sounding around themselves with their weapons. 

I run to Camille, dragging her motionless body behind Edie and toward the hole she just busted in the wall.  I touch her chest, her wrists, and then finally her neck, looking for a pulse. There is none. 

I don’t even think about how I’ve touched her bare skin.

Edie leaps at the Glanton Gang, all regrouped in a small circle. If they hit her, she doesn’t show it, punching and slashing and cutting in every direction. A whirlwind of ferocity. I can see their blows landing, but it doesn’t seem to bother her. 

Let me in. Vengeance. Let me avenge her. Let me do it, it’s your only choice, your only—

I shake my head, frothing with rage of my own now, and lunge after the nearest Glanton gang member. My sword slices through his torso, jammed all the way to the hilt just below his neck. In the swirling, heavy dirt, he looks just as surprised as I am and falls to the ground. 

Another sees this and approaches with his axe out. Jagged, crooked, the edge more like a row of teeth. I pull at the sword, but it does not budge. I try to anchor myself on the dead man’s waist and shoulders, but it’s nothing doing. 

Edie sees this—or one of the spirits inside her does—and lunges his way, diving in front of his axe and then splitting his head open with her own. His blade sticks in her shoulder—accompanying what I see now are several others from the rest of the gang. Her body is bleeding and bright red as the wounds from a dozen bladed blows mark her up and down.

“Itinerant.” She looks down at me, tugging at the weapons stuck inside her. “Have you seen...seen the eclipse...in the meadow...?”

Her voice is weak, trembling, and she sounds like the lost, possessed girl she is. 

The adrenaline of killing the one man, taking some kind of my own vengeance for Camille, leaves me suddenly. Edie must be dead on her feet. She is powered by her Dark Powers, but they can only last as long as her flesh, and that is obviously failing. The last blow she took was one too many, and there are five men left for us to fight.  

I watch, still trying to free my blade, as the hairless leader slams a skull-covered mace into Edie’s skull. She drops like bad luggage, and I see something in her deflate. I can only assume it is the Dark Powers exiting her before, maybe, they’re trapped too long in a dying body. 

Five men left. Edie downed and dying. Camille without a pulse. I’m all alone. 

LetmeinletmeinletmeinletmeINletmeIN—

I nod, finally, relenting. 

“Take it,” I say. “Just do it right n—”

And then I lose control. 
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Chapter 21:
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When my body returns to me—when I have control of my hands, my arms, my self again—I am gripping Camille hard to my body, tongue sliding against hers, her long arms wrapped around my neck in a passionate embrace. 

The whiplash of this—feeling her urgent passion when the last thing I remember was her being dead and myself about to die horribly—is too hard for me to contend with. I push her away. She groans, pawing my hair and shoulders, biting and sucking at my lips, and I groan as well. 

Her eyes flash at me predatorily—this isn’t done. 

The embrace ends, and the crowd erupts. 

“What a show!” the announcer cries. “Five men in less than thirty seconds and the beauty revived with perfect skill! Can you believe it?”

The memories of what happened come back to me slow, like the replay from a live sports event. I have only the highlights—cutting one man’s head in two, slicing another from bowels to shoulder, another run through with his own weapon. I can’t believe I was capable of such immediate, harsh violence. 

In a way, I guess I wasn’t. 

I also “revived” Camille—in that I picked her up off the sand after giving her enough time for her to recuperate on her own. I don’t think anything can actually hurt her for very long, so long as she has time to recover. 

Maybe that should be chilling, that someone as purely evil as her can never truly be harmed or killed. But with the way she looks at me, all it makes me think is how fucking good it feels to have someone that powerful and majestic want me. 

Edie is still on the sand on her hands and knees, bleeding but stable. I pick her up and see her wounds already starting slowly to close, the haziness leaving her eyes. Her dark pacts sustaining her life force, I suppose. 

Really, she’s always a little glassy-eyed. But she seems less concussed.

“We won?” she asks. 

I nod. 

“Oh good. Many shinies for the Grand Pile.” The thought seems to bolster her a bit and she stands up on her own strength. “Shinies...shinies...shinies...”

Her nipples, hard like polished jewels, push through the skimpy confines of her armor. Whatever god possesses her now seems to take some sexual excitement from avarice. She keeps muttering as we leave the arena. 

Our next bout is tomorrow; we advance to the quarter-finals. My only thoughts are of going to the motel and finding some quiet spot to debrief Zofia—hopefully full now—and for Camille and I to do...some...thing...?

What do you even want from a woman like her? Am I going to have to roll mettle tests every time we touch from now on?

I tell you what, says Madilyn. That sounds a little dreary. Make 10 Mettle tests right now. If you get 20s on all of them, then we’ll say you’re just immune to the effects of her Void Touch from now on. 

You know I’ll roll them.

I do. So roll them, Itinerant. 

I grip Camille and Edie close; like holding twin avatars of fire and heat-death. First it’s to help them move—but by the time we’re out of the arena, they’re both pushing into me and strutting with pride. 

Especially Camille. 

My hand digs into the hole in the back of her outfit where the bomb blasted her, revealing her alabaster skin. So perfectly toned. My fingers trace the lines of her muscle and though her expression is as blank as usual, she purrs like a cat.

Edie being handsy with me just seems to be a by-product of her current greed obsession, gripping and giggling and whispering in my ear for shinies, shinies, SHINIES. I am sure there is some kind of purse waiting for us for winning the round, and if not, I am sure she is going to attack a merchant whether I tell her to or not. 

This is how we leave the arena, triumphant, with me flanked by two perfect-bodied women attached to my hips. This is how I run into my ex-girlfriend, Rose.

Shit. 

She looks fantastic. Whatever melding of the realities has happened has transformed her from a deeply cute nerd—think like some cross of a track athlete and a librarian—into some kind of Valkyrie with winged armor and a mane of hair almost as long as she is tall. It’s the kind of armor you might see on the cover of a fantasy novel—impractical gaps everywhere to show off skin, shaping her immaculate bust and displaying the impossibly slender length of her legs. I dated Rose in Season 1 of her life; this is like Rose after four reboots during an especially permissive time in our culture and on sweeps week when the ratings really want to pull in the horniest nerds possible. 

She’s surrounded by very tall warriors wearing golden, angel-themed armor. Every helm winged, every pauldron depicting screaming faces. White robes and tabards, golden breastplates. 

“Rose.” I stop, feeling a kind of new confidence in me I didn’t know I had. “Hi. You look terrific.”

“Rosamund, please.” She tosses her hair to one side. “You know I left that name before I took my vows.”

Right. Okay. So whatever reality-melding affected her appearance also affected her memory and her name. I don’t know what vows she means, but I assume it has something to do with being a golden-clad, angelic warrior.

The air hangs silent for a moment. 

“Shiiiiny...” 

Edie’s hand reaches out toward Rosamund and the other warriors. 

I slap it down, and smile apologetically at Rosamund. 

“We’re still house-training her.”

Edie hisses and storms away. Camille clings further, seemingly finding something very interesting about whispering sweet nothings in my ear while her thigh and pelvis grind against my hip.  

“Good work in there,” Rosamund says to me. “I didn’t know you had it in you. You could even be a Warrior of Light now.”

“A Warrior of Light!” the gathered golden warriors bellow from behind her. “A Warrior of Light!”

Rosamund holds up a hand, cutting them off. I get the feeling they would keep going unless she did. 

Even her voice has changed; it’s sultry and heated now. I can tell she’s attracted to me. Hell, I can smell her attraction to me. 

Camille tugs into me possessively, her leg sliding just so up onto my thigh. 

“Yes,” she says. “He’s incredible. We’re lucky to have him.”

Just those words make my cock strain inside its tight confines. I stare deliberately at Rosamund, trying not to look at the swell of her bosom. I am afraid—almost deathly so—that the blank look I have come to expect from Camille’s countenance has turned to something like appreciation, admiration, or even lust. This scares me because I have never ejaculated in public before, and that’s exactly the kind of surprise that would do it. 

“Who are you?” says Camille, not even looking at her. Instead she’s looking at me; if I didn’t know her, I could swear she was doting. Her fingers slide down my chin and across my chest.

“I am a Rosamund, a Warrior of Light.”

“A Warrior of Light!” the golden warriors bellow again. “A Warrior of Light!”

Once again, Rosamund holds up her hand to cease their shouting. 

“To be honest,” she continues, “I could ask you the same thing. Max and I know each other from long ago. Before I even took my vows.”

Camille looks at her and then me. “You were together?”

I nod, a little sheepish. I don’t do well with awkward, but Camille’s thigh insistently rubbing against mine does a lot to ease my anxiety. 

“How unfortunate for you that he left you,” says Camille. “It could not have been easy to feel the absence of such a great warrior. Perhaps one of your facsimiles there will ease the pain, some day?”

The warriors behind her are silent, stoic. I’m not even convinced they’re fully human. Their faces are almost violet in their paleness and they carry their large great swords without an ounce of expression.

“I have no need for such easement.” Rosamund’s voice is cool. “As a Warrior of Light—”

She holds up a hand before they even start shouting this time. 

“—we take vows, as I said. Purity. Chastity. Morality. Ideas you would know nothing about.”

“There are none more pure than I. My soul was cleansed by the Void for eons. And I don’t think any vow could keep me away from him. Are you sure no exceptions would ever be needed?”

Two brilliantly fucking hot women are having  a verbal duel over me. I probably shouldn’t be gripping Camille so hard; it’s clearly encouraging her from knowing how she’s exciting me. 

“Rosamund,” I say finally, trying to create some kind of pause in this outlandish cat fight. “This is Camille. Camille, this is Rosamund. Rosamund and I are very old friends. Camille is my compatriot.”

Camille tugs into me harder, brushing her lips against my ear. She whispers with all the heat of a thousand exploding suns. 

“You don’t need to spare her feelings.” Her hand strokes down my chest. “If you left her, she’s clearly not worthy of your glory. I need you to take me, Itinerant. Soon. I yearn.”

Rosamund is beautiful. I was deeply in love with her at one point. I’ve honestly been waiting to talk to her for a thousand different reasons before now, and she’s even more beautiful now, and is somehow some kind of winged angel of battle in the service of someone. 

But. 

You know what she’s not?

She’s not a fucking Allure 27, millennia-old elven princess begging for me to be inside her. 

Maybe it’s the Itinerant in me; maybe we’re just of one mind about this. But the normal anxiety I would feel trying to please everyone evaporates. All I want is Camille.

My hand slides down to Camille’s leather-clad rump and gives it a hard, firm squeeze. Her breath exhales—was that almost a giggle from her?—and she tugs into me even harder. If I wasn’t who I am, as strong as I am, I’d probably have my neck broken. Camille knows it too, and her rapturous delight in not having to hold herself back with me is palpable. 

“We have to go,” I say to Rosamund. “I’ll see you around.”

As we leave, Edie returns from her absconding with a bag overstuffed full of gold coins and chains—I don’t ask. She passes Rosamund and scowls, doing a hard, fast shoulder feint to try and intimidate her—and great shadows spring from her being and slam against a wall of light surrounding Rosamund. 

A mystery for a different time.
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Chapter 22:
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The car we took here is now a small carriage pulled by two enormous black destriers with eyes of fire, snorting smoke. I know it's not what I remember, I know it's not how we got here, but nonetheless I recognize the assemblage as mine. 

The carriage drives itself, heading back to our motel. Edie sits on top of it—or rather, crawls around all along the top of it—cackling madly and muttering to herself (or themselves) about a dozen different horrible fates for every chip of paint she peels away with her long, somehow picture-perfect nails. 

Camille is in my lap, alternating between staring at me with awe and need and kissing my chin. The look in her eyes is intoxicating. Everything about her is intoxicating, from the shimmering length of her perfect hair in its ornate waves to every last luscious inch of her curves and the way she fills out her catsuit.

And I can't do this to her. I push her away, gently.

She raises an eyebrow; she very much knows she was doing everything right.

“I'm not who you think I am.”

She smirks. “Oh. That. Yes, I know.”

“You do?”

“I understand very clearly. You’ve been hiding your true self from us, tracker.”

“Right. Right! Okay. Yes. So, you get it.”

“Absolutely. I couldn't be more delighted.”

She is smirking; I suppose I haven't seen her more delighted than that. 

“...you...sorry?”

“You wanted to surprise me. You wanted to impress me. You didn’t want to waste your talents on those peasants. Not without an audience. You wanted to make a display.”

Dammit.  

“You knew that the bomb and the explosion wouldn't be lethal. You're very clever. You knew Edie was on her way. You waited, and waited, so your victory would be as dramatic as possible. You wanted their adoration. You wanted the glory.” She licks her lips. “A lesser woman might be shocked. Offended, even to be used as a tool in a demonstration of power.” She grips my arm, sliding her fingers up and down my iron-corded bicep. “Raw, sensual, masculine power. Of course, I am no lesser woman.”

She really isn't. Her touch alone is enough to send near-orgasmic thrills through my body.

“No.” I shake my head. “Listen. My consciousness is...it’s on fire. It’s divided between two worlds, I think, and—”

“A world before our love, and a world after. Yes, I quite understand.”

She leans in and kisses me again, with more passion than ever. Did she say love?

Part of me wants to stop her. Tell her no, that she's got it all wrong.

The other part of me—the much bigger part, and close friend to the stiff-as-hell part—tells the first part to shut the fuck up. This is the most beautiful woman probably ever and she's been an immortal virgin for like thousands of years and now she's confessing her love for me?

She unzips her catsuit and slides my hand against her bare skin between her breasts. 

That's a raw Allure check. 

Of course I pass. Her skin is wonderfully cold. Frost. Arctic. And yet, as I touch her, I feel warmth come alive inside her, and she melts deeper into me than ever. My hand sinks down past her navel and against her mound, and she melts again. Her tongue tastes like beautiful forest spices.

So what if I can see between two different versions of herself and myself? It's not like it wasn't me that impressed her. She's impressed with the entire show, right? 

Well, I had my own hand in that. And the other me—I mean, dammit, it is me, isn't it? Who's to say this Itinerant would have incredible luck with Camille if I wasn't around? 

I'm part of this equation, goddammit. 

To paraphrase Corinthians, what part of me isn't part of me? 

Her lips glide down my neck, and I am silent and wanting. My stiff bulge thrusting up beneath her hips. Her catsuit slides off her shoulders, and then further down, revealing the tantalizing display of her perfect, slender breasts. 

Ungh.

“I want you to be my first.” Her long arms wrapped around my neck. Her dark hair shimmering. “Ever. I want you to take me. And I want you to be the king I've awaited for so long.”

Name me a man who wouldn't rise to such a challenge. I'll wait.

Her catsuit goes all the way off, discarded in one end of the carriage.

My cock slides up inside of her and I clutch her tight. Her gasps, her every movement and sound are a delight to me. Her gasps are a symphony of pleasure. She speaks in some foreign tongue, completely unknown to me. 

It is tonal and sounds wildly ancient, but is beautiful to hear. The words feel like they massage my brain as she moans them against my cheeks and lips between rapid, ravenous kisses. 

Her voice reaches surprisingly high pitches with every yelp and squeak of pleasure. I can tell she wants to go slow, to ease herself in, but she is unable to help herself.

Finesse?

20.

Camille, this is beyond fucking. This is some kind of art form. You're experiencing a sexual masterpiece, and it looks like he's hardly even trying. Savvy?

20.

You know what you're doing to her. And you love it. And you know she knows you know, and you love that too.

My ego is unbound. This is the cock she's been waiting for. The one she's needed. The only one that can survive her without turning into cosmic ash. Thousands of years of longing broken, impaled by the furious length of my unstoppable manhood. 

Dynamism check from both of you, please.

20.

I um...I also got a 20. 

Camille, the only reason you aren't constantly cumming is because your brain feels like it's expanding with every stroke of his cock. Like if you can imagine a giant white space of pleasure inside the Void that is your brain? The white space is growing, and the Void is growing with it, but because he's fucking you so well, it means that everything that the Void is growing with is actually just thoughts and obsession with him.

Ungh. Yeah it is. Of course. Totally. Obsessed with him.

Roll another Dynamism check?

20.

Camille?

Sorry. Staring. I’m obsessed with him. Just so obsessed. And...

Roll your die, Camille. 

Uh...sixteen. 

All that brilliant white space of pleasure in your head? It now feels like it's bubbling. Boiling. Like it's going to explode. You look at Max and...

Her eyes lock onto me and she lets out a whimpering, shuddering scream of delight. She shifts faster, harder, gripping my cock tighter with her beautiful pussy. Her tits hard against my face and chest while she bounces up and down. 

“Oh, by the powers,” she moans. “Come with me. You must come with me. It is foretold. You have arisen. You are awaited. You must...you must...you must...oh please...”

Hot wild crazy girl prophecy talk is exactly my kind of jam, but really, it's the please that does it. This girl can bring down mountains with a wink. I've seen her murder men with a touch. And with that please, she looks at me with all the longing of a 27 Allure living goddess, existing purely for my seed emptying up inside of her. 

I release, grunting hard, groaning her name, pulling her tight and locking her in a kiss that feels like it could eclipse the end of the universe. For a moment it feels like our lovemaking could solve this whole crazy problem just from the power of our conjoined orgasm. 

Slowly calming, her hips slow. She grinds for a moment, working out another few orgasmic breaths, rubbing herself into me. Digging her chin into my shoulders and chest, dragging her breasts up and down my body, like she needs to feel as much of me as possible. 

Her gorgeous hair is tangled up in my hands, soft and brilliant. It's so thick and long. I can't help but stroke it, marveling at the shimmering cosmos of midnight black. Almost blue. I feel myself readying again, just touching this expanse of hair. 

I try to enjoy it while I can. I know it won't last.

She’s cum, and she’s emptied her passion. We’ll go back to where we were. The novelty will be over. 

Camille, this is an emotional moment. I need you to roll a raw Mettle check.

Okay...wow. That's a Nat 1. And that was for like...how good I feel now?

More like how you're able to rationalize experiencing your first orgasm with a man. A high roll would have been like—'this is a good fling.' A lower roll would have been like, 'I really want to make sure we're together from now on.' So a Nat 1 is...you know. 

Oh. Wow. God. I’m so obsessed with him. He’s soooo...perfect.

“I need you to know something,” Camille says to me. Her voice sounds almost like Cam’s. Small and shy. “Something I should have said before.”

Here it comes. This was a mistake, let's never mention it again, I was just feeling the blood rush from the battle, yadda yadda yadda...

I brace myself for the bad news.

Camille, you look at this man, this perfect man who you now realize your life revolves around. On a Nat 1, this is the only explanation for what you feel. You cannot exist without this cock in your life. What you feel is beyond affection. Beyond admiration. Beyond two warriors sharing an after-battle taste of the little death. You're now becoming certain all that time you spent in the Void, all those millennia and eons becoming the Void, assuming consciousness as the Void...it has all led to this. As you breathe in the musk of this incredible man, you are literally huffing destiny; it's the only possible way for you to comprehend what has happened. For the longest time, you’ve understood to exist only as the beacon of cosmic brilliance that needs to subjugate all before the endless maw of the Void; now you know that your brilliance is second only to your need to serve and dote on and worship this man forever.  

“My kind mates for life.”

I've just had the best sex of my life; I'm not fully processing everything yet. 

“I thought you were the only one of you? I mean. Restructured and all that by the void from the ground up. And you're eternal, so like—”

“I am the only one.” She kisses my chin. “And I am eternal. And we mate for life.”

“But how would you know? I mean, you're the only one, so—”

She puts a hand on the base of my throat. Her grip is extraordinarily strong. I am tough, but her hands are strong enough to crush god's windpipe. 

“We mated. For life.”

I look at this beautiful, elven woman in front of me. Despite her age, she look almost girlish. Vulnerable and exposed, and not just because she is topless with her thick mane of hair down. She wants reassurance. 

This goddess wants reassurance that I'm not going to bounce on her. 

With all the powers at my command, I need to not be smarmy, sarcastic, hapless, or an asshole right now. At this moment, more than any other, I need to push aside all that defensiveness and just be vulnerable.

I wait for a moment, trying to filter out the absolute flood of terrible replies that are hitting my head. She stares at me, eyes quivering and almost wet. She sighs, turning away. 

“I should have known. I should have—” 

“Camille.” I hold her flawless chin. “The universe is coming apart. But we were brought together. So believe me when I tell you, there exists nothing that could pull me away from you.”

She pulls my hand in between her breasts. Then she leans forward and kisses me softly on the lips. 

“A useless sentiment,” she whispers, “but it does warm me.” She smiles. “You must give me more when I ask.”

The carriage pulls to a stop at the motel.
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So, to call it the motel is...sort of wrong. 

For one, if anything, it's a hotel now. 

For another, if it's anything, it's like one of those theme hotels? You know, there are ones that are like half-waterpark and half-hotel, or half-golf course and half-hotel, or whatever. 

Well the theme here would be a castle. Except it's literally half of a castle and a hotel, but cross-sectioned. 

Like, a very literal drawbridge came down to let us inside of a parking garage, and the cobblestones are all marble for some reason, and the clerk at the front desk has a dagger around his belt but does his work on a computer (which is entombed in a small stone box) and pulls out our room card keys from a massive vault guarded by what appear to be Kevlar-clad mercenaries holding machine cross-bows. In the lobby with us is a crowd of adventurers, most of them staring with open longing at Camille. 

Wishing they could be her or wishing they could be with her like I am.

One of the mercenaries next to the vault checks his cell phone, making a quick series of sealing benedictions over its surface when a small demon tries to scream out from it. 

More and more of realities bleeding into each other as the Entropy continues its advance, eating our shared universes like a hulking bear pushing a cobb salad into a veggie casserole. 

“I think we’re running out on time,” I say to Camille.

She just pushes herself into my body and slides my hand down to her ass. The mercenaries and the clerk stare at her, jaws agape. The way scoffs and then whispers in my ear makes my soul throb for her; I cannot get enough of everything she does.  

“You must let them know I belong to you, or there will be bloodshed,” she says, gripping my hand on her ass to encourage the way I’m already clinching her picture-perfect musculature as hard as I can. “Of course, if you really want to let them know I belong to you, then bloodshed is the best solution. Perhaps that man next to the door? You could kill him so easily, you’re so strong,” her voice like a breeze across my brain, “and then they would all know—”

“I think reality is really breaking down.” Interjection is my only shot at sanity. “Maybe we shouldn't spend the night here. We—”

“I heard you the first time.” She is patient, almost like a school teacher. And now, Camille as a hot school teacher is another fantasy I have. “I was making a fine suggestion for someone for you to make an example of. It would really make me wet to watch you work again. Won't you? We have until the end of the day tomorrow. We will win the tournament, and that will be that, and then you will be introduced to my estate as its new lord regent.” She points. “That one. The big one, near the door. He has a hammer that you could probably shove down his throat.”

He sees Camille pointing at her and shifts uncomfortably. So do I. Her urging, sweet darkness fills me with a terrible need to accommodate her. This guy hasn't done anything wrong except existing, though, and god knows even that must be supremely fucked up given how many realities are shoved inside him...

“Master!”

Zofia comes flying—literally flying—at me across from the lobby. Where she had been sitting at a couch are three very tall, extremely pale men. They are floating in the air; but when Zofia locks her attention on me, they drop lifeless to the ground. 

I look at them again more closely.  

Not pale. Drained. No color. No life. Skin like ash. Their souls sucked from their bodies. 

Zofia tries to hug me; Camille snatches her wrist and is on top of her with a blade to her throat in an instant. 

“Feed elsewhere, demon.”

I grab Camille's arm, not quite restraining her but not letting go either. 

“You don't need to worry about her.”

Other people gathering in the lobby are pointing and talking. I suppose seeing a giant warrior holding one woman back from murdering another is worth a little rubbernecking. 

“Oh my gosh!” Zofia smiles beautifully, her hands joining together under her massive breasts. “Did you two fuck?” She sniffs the air. “You totally did! Way to go, Master!”

She’s not jealous. I hadn’t even considered it, really. Not because I’m so smart or terrific at planning, but rather because in the whirlwind mindfuck I’ve had just finding out that Camille is crazy about me, I haven’t had time to think about much else. 

Also the world is ending, and realities are being eaten, and our new hotel is some kind of nexus for all that, and then, seventeenth down the list—oh right, will Zofia be jealous of Camille?

“God, she’s so fucking hot,” says Zofia. “I’m so proud of you. You’re his slave too?”

Camille grabs Zofia by the throat, lifting her in the air. “What did you say to me?”

Zofia—who I am not sure even needs to breathe—looks turned on. Her tongue slides out from one side of her mouth and her eyes are crossed.

“Put her down.”

Camille, tall and imperious, turns to me with the kind of look that I imagine no one has ever survived very long after receiving.

“Now.”

She drops Zofia, who immediately lunges to my leg and clings to my thigh, her mouth slipping against my hard bulge in my trousers. 

“Thank you, Master.” She swallows, making a show of how difficult it is—I expect for Camille’s benefit. Then she turns to Camille. “I apologize. I meant no disrespect. I’m just excited for Master. It’s so hot when he fucks other women. He deserves so much.”  

Zofia, who not long ago totally drained the souls of three fully grown men, now melts into a submissive puddle at my feet. 

Camille looks at her and then me, and steps forward into my arms, her tall heels flanking Zofia’s collapsed body. In Camille’s void-touched eyes, I see a reckoning coming.

Listen, I practice quickly. You’re right. One woman is more than enough. Zofia is incredible, but we can find a way for her to not be my slave, and then— 

“You may keep her,” Camille says. “So long as she knows her place.”

“You’re...what?”

Camille kisses my chin. “It is appropriate that my mate would gather many powerful women underneath him. Why else would he be able to obtain me?”

I barely have time to consider this before Edie barrels inside the lobby, hissing and shouting at other onlookers before landing on all fours and crawling her way over to us. She stops, squatting, looking up at the three of us. 

“Is it not time to rest?” Her voice is clear and lucid. “Our beds await.”

Goddamn, she is unsettling.

“We shall retire soon,” says Camille. She wraps her hands around my neck. “Now, in fact. I require him now. You two may do what you want.”

Guh.

“Can’t we please watch?” Zofia pouts. “It's so boring to wait another day for bloodshed, and I've gorged myself all day.”

Edie stretches to one heel and then the other. 

“Shadows and spiders and silk and sheets, into the darkness alone where we meets...”

“Edie says she'll be quiet too,” Zofia translates. “Come on. Please, Master?”

I look at Camille. She looks eminently pleased when I do. 

“You are correct to seek my counsel for these two. They are dangers within dangers. We musn't let our guard down around them.”

Already she's talking like that. Our guard.

“I don't think Zofia will be a problem,” I say. “She's sworn to be my slave. She did a whole...ceremony and everything. But I just didn't know if them watching us was—”

“So long as the succubus knows that harming me will harm you grievously, as your harm would do to me, now that our bond has been affirmed, I accept her presence. And she can watch Edie.”

Zofia nodded. “I'll keep one hand on her and one hand in me. Easy.”

A murderous succubus magically bound to my will just casually bragging about her ability to watch me fuck while touching herself is somehow the least weird thing that's happened all day. 

“No.” I shake my head. “No, I meant her being there. Watching. At all. Watching us make love again.”

“You are ready again? I thought mostly to feel your warmth once more. It has been so long since I have felt true warmth. But...” 

She grips my cock. Of course it's stiff. I've got Mettle 20, motherfucker. Her luscious lips part.

“Oh my. Tales of humanity's lack of endurance were greatly exaggerated. Or perhaps you are just a demi-god?” She kisses me, squeezing and stroking me through my trousers. “Show me what a god can do in a proper bed, my love.”

I have no more protests to make.
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Chapter 24:
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I am somewhere outside of everything. Edie is with me, but it's not her—not really. 

It never is her with her, but it particularly isn't now. She stands stoic and silent, quietly gripping my hand, walking me through the abyss. Except for her hair—completely unbound, pale and dirty blonde all over—she is totally uncovered. Her breasts, pale and pink-nippled, shine in the cosmic darkness all around us.

There is nothing, everywhere. All the same, she walks with purpose, as if she's looking for a particular spot of nothing to guide me to. 

This...this is the Void, I realize. This is where Camille spent millennia, her brain sucking in the nothingness until it overtook her entirely. I can see myself and Edie perfectly, but nothing else. Outside of our small bubble of influence, I can hear the chattering sounds of thousands of spirits and demons scratching, trying to get in. They whisper and croon and promise and mock. I can tell that, were it not for Edie somehow keeping them at bay, they would be filling my mind with the madness of the Void. 

I try to wake up—back to the bed where I left Camille, back to the hotel room. It doesn’t work. I remember falling asleep with great reluctance, having made love to Camille nonstop for hours.

This place is dangerous; I need to get out of here. I need to get back to my girls. 

Right away, I try to snap back to my body—my real body, stuck still in Edie's apartment. 

But I can't. In fact, I can't even feel my new body. This is some other kind of consciousness existing on an astral plane. I walk next to Edie, but I can also feel all around me the Itinerant. I can't tell if he's wearing a me-suit or I'm wearing a him-suit. We are working in tandem, thinking together, and it feels...

...right. 

Edie stops at a certain point and holds up a hand. The air around us suddenly feels different. I feel time rushing past us, all around us, in the air and in every sound. This place feels old—older than anything—but I know that it is new. I know that this place carved outside of what I knew as existence was made just for me. 

Edie's eyes are a deep black, and she speaks with a hissing lisp.

"You have done well so far, Itinerant. We know the many obstacles in your way. The sorceress doubted you. We never doubted you."

Her face splits, doubles, a naked copy of herself with stone-white skin standing next to her. 

"We wish to aid you."

Another split, another naked copy, this one with fangs and a blood-soaked mouth. 

"We want to assist you, you."

Another split, a final copy, this one with spider's eyes and great bird-like wings stretching out from her back. 

"She won't aid you. She will only interfere."

The Edie I came here with dissolves into nothing—there are only the three new ones. Pale, Blood-Stained, Spider-Bird. Pale Edie waves her hand, and the nothingness before us distorts, shimmering like a pool. I see myself in the hotel bed with Camille. 

She is clearly asleep, but still grasping firmly to me. Her crotch grinds into my cunt, her gorgeous dense hair acting like a blanket covering most of our bodies. She whispers in her sleep, doting and adoring, unable to stop herself from moaning her love for me. 

Our relationship has lasted for about six hours, and she's already this into me. 

At the foot of the bed, Zofia sleeps and waits, eager to add her doting love to the mix when necessary. She doesn't sleep, but she does doze, sleepily licking Camille's ankles or my feet with her long forked tongue. 

Pale Edie slides up behind me, gripping my abdomen. Her hair is longer than before, and bright dead white. Her skin is frigid, but her touch floods my body with vitality, raw life surging through my veins. I ache to take action, to live.

"The sorceress gives you these women only to take them away,” she whispers. “She toys with you. She does not recognize your glory. The things you deserve."

"But we, we see you,” says the Spider-Bird, kneeling before me. “We ache for you."

I can feel the darkness around me, power coursing against me. The shadows coalesce more and more around the different Edies and I see spectral forms shifting around her. 

I don't have the wherewithal by myself to speak with these beings. And the Itinerant doesn't have the heart. 

I reach out to that part of me where he waits. Where I wait.

We have to work together, I say. Otherwise, whatever trick is here, they'll trap us in it.

Agreed.

Blood-Stained Edie drops before my other knee, joining Spider-Bird, both of them caressing my cock inside my trousers. 

“Can you imagine,” says Blood-Stained, “the loneliness of knowing, knowing, all the heated, aching, desperate sexual thoughts in the whole universe, but never finding a cock worthy enough to fuck us, us?”

Well. Right away, she's saying the right things. 

I know it's terrible and odd, the way I've described them so far, to be this attracted to them. I'm in bed with Camille, for god's sake. But despite their weirdness, these three Edies are still intensely attractive. They are still slender and busty, sporting gorgeous long hair and achingly hot bone structure. Some blood here or some spider-eyes there don't change the fact that their bodies are banging and their words and the power they promise are mesmerizing. 

"If you have an offer,” I say, “make your offer."

I say that, but it's the Itinerant saying that—but it's both of us saying that. We act as one. I can feel our thoughts congealing, and it feels right. The easy, earned confidence of his martial prowess combines with my inquisitiveness and my critical eye, my indomitable will. 

"The power you seek, the glory you deserve," the Edies answer in unison. "The women will be yours in truth, for all time, and you will be our Champion."

"We pledge ourselves to you. A covenant of power,” says Pale Edie. 

Blood-Stained licks my crotch and moans. “An alliance of rage...rage...” 

“We can make you famous,” Spider-Bird tugs at my zipper, releasing my cock before them. “Incredible. A god amongst men."

I can feel the power surge within me. 

And my cock...my cock is hard as steel. 

Pale Edie joins the other two before my cock, stroking while the other two look up at me. Goddesses of Ambition, War, and Cunning. Praying to me. Begging, to me. 

It feels right. My cock surges, hot precum spraying across Pale Edie's face. The other two eagerly kiss and lick her clean. 

"You see?” says Pale Edie. “So powerful. You command us, Champion. You decide our fate, our actions. We are bent to your will. We cannot lie in the Void. Saying what we say makes it so.” 

Spider-Bird nods, nuzzling her face into my balls. “What other man alive in any world or time could say that all the dark goddesses of power have stroked his cock?"

"Ugh. Wait. This is..."

It's an intoxicating thought. 

"Who else could say he has compelled them to suck him off?” Spider-Bird continues. This is her forte, seduction and promises. “To pleasure him in ways that beggar imagination? To utter inane and crude words begging for his favor? To obey him, and act as his willing servants?" They slide their tongues up and down my shaft. "To massage his balls and lick his manhood? No one, Champion. No one. The power is yours, Itinerant."

"Wait." I try to push away her words, her desires, but they are too powerful. I'm already getting lost in them. 

"No other man. Not even the most powerful of kings or gods," she continues. "Only you, Max."

I consumed by her words, their actions. Goddesses of power, worshiping me. Needing me. 

And Camille...

“Oh yes,” says Spider-Bird. “We can protect her. Keep her at your side. The succubus as well. We want our Champion to be Eternal. And we fear your power. You are so strong. We want you happy. And Camille will make you happy. She is desperate to keep you. She was foolish to think of you as a possible regent, and even she knows this now. You will only ever be her King.”

They know just what to say to me. It's too much, too good. Their tongues slide up and down my cock together, working like timeless team-mates to keep my thoughts compromised. 

"And as your allies, we can make you famous. Powerful. Invincible. In time, all will know your name."

I can feel their power, their promises, compelling me. But...

“You are goddesses. You will serve me?”

Spider-Bird shrugs. “We need reality to exist as much as the next being. Is it not better to exist in servitude of a great and terrible and handsome and well-hung champion than to snap out of existence clinging on to old, brittle authority? We crave your strength, Champion. We have seen the future. This universe belonging to you is the only way forward. So long as we make our service to your liking, you will want us to serve you. And we have such powers to make everything to your liking, my Lord.”

“We will reduce your enemies to red-stained rubble, rubble,” says Blood-Stained. “Violence and death shall be your closest allies, allies. You will become a whirlwind of terror, terror. You will be invincible, invincible...”

I can feel the rage bursting in my veins, the violence threatening to escape. Their soft, eternal mouths slipping over my cockhead, licking my shaft up and down, actively aching to seduce me to be their Champion.

The power and lust and rage...

It is overwhelming.

And it feels good.

Suddenly, they all inch backwards—tantalizingly close to my cock, but no longer licking and slurping. Pale Edie continues to stroke, keeping me hard and throbbing with life. Even though the pleasure is now less constant, it is somehow even harder to get my bearings. Their tits—the breasts of literal goddesses—are shiny with sweat. Sweating with the effort of desperately trying to please me. 

They want me as their Dark Champion. The incarnation of all that leads to suffering and ruin. But to be on top of it all, to be beyond the suffering, grinding the world beneath my heel with them urging me on. With Camille ruling at my side...

I didn’t know I would be tested like this. I had no idea. I thought I was just supposed to save the world.  

“Should you agree with us... 

“Should you want to honor our compact...

“Should you want us to serve you...

“All you need do is spill your seed in our mouths. Give yourself to us in this way, and we will give ourselves to you in total.”

I try to remember. Sophie. Cam. Edith. Real people. People with hopes and dreams. People who trusted me. I mean, didn’t I start off this whole adventure with a crush on Sophie?

I stare at her now, at the foot of the massive bed, curled up around my leg and silently humping as she gazes in impossible longing at Camille. 

“You wish for proof of our power?” says Pale Edie.

Blood-Stained growls with lust. “Even our Void Princess has warmth in her veins now, because of your greatness.”

They wave their collected hands at the shimmering portal where I see myself attended by Camille and Zofia. 

I groan, watching as Camille slides over to gorge her beautiful face on my cock. 

“Do you not think her service would be better,” says Spider-Bird, “better if augmented?”

Pale Edie snaps her fingers—and Camille trembles and shakes, sliding off my cock even as she still strokes its long, thick wet surface. She gazes down at Zofia with wanton, eager intensity. Then Spider-Bird snaps her fingers, and the intensity shifts, flavored with lustful intrigue. Then Blood-Stained snaps, and both intensity and intrigue slide together under the shadow of pure unbridled lust. 

Camille grabs the dozing Zofia and drags her to my cock, kissing her passionately with my cock between their joined mouths. Their fingers quickly finding their way into each other’s tight, supernatural pussies. 

And all the while, these three actual, for-real goddesses suck and stroke my cock here. 

I cannot wait any longer. I am beyond lustful, beyond wanton watching this casual display of their power. Camille and Zofia joined together, achingly hot allies in service to my cock and to the lust they share for each other. 

I take Pale Edie and shove into her mouth, releasing my seed, before turning to Blood-Soaked and doing the same. And finally to Spider-Bird, grinding into her dramatically, tugging at her hair and then her wings until I collapse on top of her face, roughly skull-fucking her into whatever passes as ground in this place. 

Their screams of ecstasy vibrate through my cock as I pump thick ropes of conquest down divine throats. Spider-Bird claws at my thighs with taloned fingers when I flood her esophagus—not fighting me, urging me deeper. I huff, tugging their divine forms into me—strength and virility flowing through me. A new, deeper clarity of who I am—the confusion of one Max and the other gone, with only this darkness-worshiped form remaining. 

When I finally withdraw from their trembling mouths, three pairs of swollen lips glisten under hellish starlight.

Pale Edie collapses first, ivory hair sticking to her sweat-slicked face as she gasps, "Yours...only yours..." 

After I cum, just like always, my thoughts clear just a bit. I see a light in the Void, approaching me fast. 

"Wait," I shake my head. 

Was this what I wanted? Truly? I wish I could talk to someone, talk to Zofia or Camille. But...

"It is done,” says Pale Edie. 

“Hail our Champion,” says Blood-Stained. 

“Hail Max. Hail...”
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Chapter 25:
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“...Max?”

Camille straddles me, kissing me gently on the forehead and urging her breasts into my body. On either side of her are Zofia and Edie, looking expectantly.

Overhead, my eyes catch on the chandelier hanging from the vaulted ceilings—over twenty feet overhead. The nearby walls are gleaming marble, inlaid with intricate carvings of animals and people entwined in battle and lovemaking alike. The floors are covered with layer upon layer of furs—blankets and bear skins and the like gathered all together before a tall roaring fireplace. Zofia has wrapped one fur around her tight, exaggerated curves like a robe. 

This was, if it’s not clear, not quite the room I went to sleep in. Everything continues to congeal and break apart. I have to wonder how many, outside of whatever circle of influence is keeping the Entropy at bay here, have already ceased to exist. Not even died, but never were. 

Camille slides her fingers through my hair, making a satisfied sound from deep in her throat. 

“You were quite asleep,” she says. “We’ve been trying to wake you for minutes now. Perhaps your endurance has its limits after all.”

My cock, straining and hard, pushes against her naked rear. She’s teasing, wanting me inside her again. Her hair is down still, so lusciously thick and long and soft, tousled out to one side and piling like a thick blanket. I grip some in my hand, marveling once again at its luxurious feel, and I don’t think she would even feel a tug unless she walked off the bed. 

You need to roll for a mettle check. 

Must I really?

That’s the game, Itinerant. 

No, I mean...with my Mettle and my bonus. Can I even fail?

...

Well?

Max, when did your Mettle become 35?

Camille is considerably warmer than I remember. Smiling over me—but a real smile. Radiant and calm. She is happy. It’s an incredible sight. 

Something carries over from my dream—my vision? But I have now an intuition that I didn’t before about Camille. 

Make a Savvy check of...oh, for fuck’s sake. That too?

What I understood and had interpreted as the Void stripping Camille of her personality was not quite that. She had, over her impossibly long time there, been forced to develop an incredible wall around the hardest, tiniest kernel of her psyche. Nothing was allowed to get through, nothing allowed to penetrate, lest she lose all that was left of herself.

But that wasn’t all. The Void itself was inside that kernel of her self—the impossible strength and beauty and eternity of time and all of magic, melding with her personality like carbon and iron to make unbreakable steel. 

Nothing could be let in, because nothing could be allowed to hurt her. To hurt her would be to hurt the Void—an ancient, immovable, untouchable force beyond all capacity for emotion. 

In Dungeon League, everything requires a symbol. All power is represented by something, otherwise it can't exist. For Camille to represent the Void how she does means she is the Void. 

But. 

Camille’s touch can’t hurt me. Her heart cannot be broken if she rips me apart, because I’m actually too strong for that to happen. 

And as that’s the case...I can be let in. And her armor can crack.

The realization sends more blood to my loins. I grab her and tug her to me, rolling over on top. She mocks surprise, locking her thighs around my waist and pushing up with her hips, eager to have me inside once more. 

“Oh, so much endurance.” She runs her hands down my chest. “And so...big...?”

My cock slips up against her thighs and I understand the question in her voice right away. 

I am bigger. Much bigger. Girthier, longer, and definitely somehow harder than before and right away. 

Max, why are so many of your attributes different than when we began? I didn’t allow this.

You’re the GM; you tell me. I was supposing it was a game mechanic that you couldn’t stop.

There’s nothing happening here I can’t stop, Max. Don’t get smug.

Precum jets from my member and lands on Camille’s belly, and she moans instantly in pleasure. Like—way more pleasure than my precum hitting her should inspire. So even that has been upgraded. 

“Oh...oh darling...”

She tugs me in, whispering sweet worshipful nothings, kissing my jaw and chin. Zofia nearby pushes in to us, whimpering something barely intelligible about the smell. 

I’m bigger all over. I used to be taller than Camille; now I make her look short—and she already made everyone else look tiny.

“It is their gifts,” says Edie, her voice tinged with madness. “They have...chosen you, my lord. Their champion. And they are showing off their power within you.”

Camille pulls away, her composure snapping to something serious even as her pale skin stays flushed from my touch. 

"Is this true? The Dark Powers visited you? Chose you? That was the nature of your...trance?"

Her expression is impossible to read. 

“Yes. At least, I think so. It felt very real at the time.”

Camille's eyes flash with greedy desire. “Let us hope that it is.”

Is she...glad that I’ve been chosen by them?

“All three?” she asks Edie, sitting up slightly beneath me. Her thighs clench my abdomen—I think a mortal man might have had ribs broken. “Each one dedicated to him?”

Edie’s muscles twitch, her eyes rolling back in their sockets. A hush falls over the room, the lights dimming. Naturally, neither Camille nor Zofia are bothered by any of this. 

“We are devoted.” Edie speaks with three voices at once. “Compelled, now. Our word binds us. Each and every one.”

“How interesting.” Camille bites a plush lip. “How truly delightful.”

I sit up now—or as much as I can, with Camille still wrapped around me. I don’t like having the Dark Powers influencing me so openly—and frankly it’s a turn-off, even with everything else happening. 

“I know it sounds...a little late. But,” I shake my head. “I think we can handle this without them.”

Camille poses languidly before me, wrapping herself tighter around my hips with her legs. “Perhaps. But even if we can, there has never been a champion of all three of the Dark Powers at once.” She begins to caress my body. Possessive. Adulating. “Such a strong, capable, indomitable man is a fitting partner for the Princess of the Void, no?”

Ugh. Well. It was a turn-off, at any rate. 

She continues. “Our partnership, our marriage, shall be feared all across creation. The stones of every castle shall quake in terror. The Empress will beg for our presence, give up her lands and holdings to us, and cede all her armies and endless wealth for mercy we will never allow her. Your reign, our reign, will be eternal and perfect.” She rubs her belly where my precum splattered. “And fruitful. I know I am fertile, Lord. I just needed to be found by the right...Champion.” 

Fuck. She just does not stop. 

“I don’t know,” I interrupt, if only to stop myself from immediately fucking Camille when she says the next hottest thing in the world, “if we can trust them, these Powers. But they do seem to respect me. Fear me. Or at least...”

Voices snicker from Edie’s throat. “We adored you, Champion, if you’ll recall. You need not bend the truth to the Void-Singer.”

Camille smiles. “Is this true?”

I’m strangely bashful. Zofia grinds herself on my leg and lower body, her horns pushing into my sturdy midsection. Her touch keeps my heat up. 

“Y-yes. They uh...”

“We tasted of his essence and it was good,” say the voices in Edie. “We would do it again. It clung to us, to our minds. The Entropy has weakened us in many ways, our reserves of strength lacking. In such corporeal forms, we cannot help but feel the pleasure he gives...and the gift of his seed is a pleasure indeed. And with our gift, we only made it more pleasurable...which only made us want to give him more.”

Again—everything requires a symbol. And the symbol must obey the rules of its form. 

Camille, beneath me me, stirs and slides with deep passion. One hand on my cock, guiding and sliding.

“Champion.” Her dark eyes light up impossibly bright. “None seem to be able to resist you.”

Max.

It turns her on, the power I hold over the Dark Powers. There doesn’t seem to be a limit to the kind of power I could hold and how much it would turn her on. I don’t think she would be totally satisfied if I were God; it’s quite the challenge. 

“We need to tread carefully,” I say. “You told me they can’t be trusted. I don’t think—"

“You said these goddesses fear you. Do you really think that is true?”

Max...

“They sure acted like it.”

She laughs richly. It's the most gorgeous sound I've ever heard. 

“Darling, these are manifestations of the Void. Of me.” She shakes her head. “They each tried to tempt and cajole and coerce my being into becoming their property alone. They have tried for millions of years. They know now that even with all the power you will have, I will have your ear. And they fear that I will convince you to do something...unspeakable to them.”

“Will you?”

Her hand, on my cock, strokes once. “That depends. Would it make you hard?”

My cock pulses in her hands—is it because of her implication, her touch, her eagerness to please, or all of that all at once? 

Max, we have to talk.

Edie hisses. “We have made a compact, a deal, Princess. To go back on it now—”

“Hush,” she snaps. “Your deal will last as long as I say and no longer nor shorter. Do not test me.”

Edie, cowed, turns her eyes down. But Camille, not satisfied, pushes herself up, grabs Edie’s head and pushes her down onto my cock, silencing her all the same but in a much more pleasing way. 

This perfect beauty, holding court like this, is a bit too much for me to process. I can hardly believe this is happening.

Max! 

“I rather like this,” Camille says, turning back to me even as she guides Edie up and down. “This burgeoning harem of yours. It is fitting for one such as you.”

She means “one who has fucked up my head and heart as much as you.”

Basically, she believes firmly that anyone who is good enough to fuck her must deserve to fuck his choice of the most perfect women available. And of course, for her to say that means the most evil women around. 

“Zofia especially I enjoy being yours,” she says, playfully tousling Zofia’s hair. “Her loyalty and love for you are admirable qualities.” She considers Zofia’s sinful form lying languid between us. “So long as you have her swear to be my slave as well.”

“He can’t do that.” Zofia sits up. She looks at Camille with hardly restrained lust. “Can you do that?”

“He’s your Master. You’ll do anything he says. And myself, from now on.”

Max, you can’t ignore me. Don’t you dare ignore me!

Camille sits down in my lap and calmly presses Edie’s mouth down harder on my cock.

“This babbling bimbo is hardly a threat to you or me, but a succubus...she has real power and real connections. Devil Corp will be a serious foe if they learn of your burgeoning power, my love. I don’t mind you fucking other gorgeous beauties, Max.” She pulls herself close to me, her eyes deep and dark and burning. “But I won’t have you harmed by them, and I won’t have anyone come between us.”

Her obsession with me is real and it is crazy hot. 

“You hesitate,” she says. Then her expression becomes scary. “Why do you hesitate?” 

Edie audibly chokes as Camille presses harder.

“I just can’t believe this is real.” It’s the truth. “You’re an actual dream come true.”

“You doubt me?”

“No. Not that.”

“You doubt my feelings for you?”

“No. No, of course not.”

Max, this is your last warning.

She climbs on top of my chest, pinning me down and sliding her crotch against my chest before leaning over me. Her long hair like a curtain, blocking out the light—but her eyes light up the space between us. 

“You wish to hear me tell you?”

Her nose is pressed against mine; I don’t want to say it again, but I cannot believe this is happening. I nod, slowly, enjoying every second of my skin against hers. Zofia pushing against me. Edie still choking herself on my cock. 

“I love you,” she whispers into my ear. So quiet and urgent; it feels like she barely can believe it herself. “I adore you. I love you, my champion. My champion. I love you. I love—”

Great talons of psychic energy grab my mind—sudden, violent, and unwelcome—and pull me back into the real world.
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Chapter 26:
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We're back in the apartment. Or "apartment," I should say. 

Outside of the confines of the arena and the hotel, reality has broken down completely. Beyond us, the Entropy devours and disintegrates everything. We are inside of a tight sphere of that same purple energy from when this began—its massive intertwining roots now forming a cocoon inside of which, presumably, the Entropy cannot yet eat. 

We sit at the gaming table—now also made of the same vibrant neon purple roots. Madilyn is on one side, and I am on the other flanked by Edie, Zofia, and Camille. The opposition is clear.

Just beyond the gaming table is the inside of the sphere, and beyond that, there is a vast field of nothingness, chaos, and in the very far distance, stars that have yet to be eaten by the endless maw. 

So, no snack breaks, I’m guessing. 

I don’t know why I was chosen for this insane task, this insane role. Isn’t it supposed to be someone who has strived for goodness and morality and justice? Someone who has turned their whole life into being the perfect instrument of war? 

The only thing I’ve dedicated myself to is cheating games of chance. Why does that make me the one to be? If anything, I’ve cheated myself into having a perfect body, a perfect set of skills, and now a perfect set of perfectly monstrous lovers. 

Is that really what the universe needs? Someone who can rig the game in their favor?

Someone who abandons his post to serve the greater evil, someone ruthlessly pragmatic?

Camille, Zofia and Edie are with me—but not the ones I once knew, in my original, false reality where I was a pathetic nobody working a nowhere job at a museum. 

No. Now they're their premium selves, their true selves, their hottest selves. They exist now entirely as a demonic succubus, a divinity-fueled psychopath, and a slice of infinite cosmic beauty in elven form. 

Now, each of their wills is more powerful, now merged with their new selves and pumped full of pleasure. I can feel the surging energy of their newfound beauty, ability, and confidence urging me to join them further in the depths of depravity. They cling to me, cooing and adoring. Zofia on one side. Edie on another. Of course I pay the most attention to Camille, who sits on my lap above the others as is her right.

She wants to be my queen. I think I'm likely to oblige her. 

Across from us, Madilyn is transformed entirely. Her hair thick and long, a wild fiery purple mass that floats around her like shining neon light. Her whole form vibrates with sorcerous power. Her previous outfit is gone, replaced with bands of leather that criss-cross over her lusciously tight frame. Cleavage. Heaving, leather-band-bursting cleavage. Her waist and torso supremely tight. 

I can't help but want her serving and adoring me the same way as the other girls.

And because of the other girls—I can’t help but think I deserve it.

Somehow, despite all the universe-ending power of the Entropy, Madilyn holds it at bay with her magic—and has enough attention and power left over to look at me now in that hot, imperious way with her nose turned up just so. 

Surely, in the world of the Dark Estate, there were other great wizards and mages and the like. All gone now, I expect. Madilyn, I assume, was preparing for this for a long time. 

Camille will kill me if I fail to live up to her expectations—not that that's possible anymore. But Madilyn would wipe me from the face of existence if I don’t play this right, remove the memory of me from the ocean of time by simply turning off her spell.

So, yes. I’m pissed at her. Interrupting a living dream with Camille on top of me confessing her eternal love. 

But, priorities, yeah? 

I tread carefully.

“Working hard or hardly working?”

She rolls her eyes. “You are a loser. Gods. I can’t believe it had to be you.”

"You really think your little campaign is still going to go your way, Madilyn?" I smile. “I think I’ve cracked it, to be honest with you.”

I’ve been thinking about it a lot, to be honest.

She raises one gorgeous eyebrow. “Is that right?”

“I think you put this together to end things entirely. You might be behind the Entropy to begin with, even, if not just the one who set it all loose. And they’re here, we’re here to stop it from ending, and you want to make sure it all goes the way you want, so you’re corralling the major players with your game.”

She doesn’t deny it. “And why would I want to end the universe?”

That’s the part I’m not sure of, to be honest. Won’t she die too?

“Oh, that’s easy.” Zofia’s laugh is rich and throaty. “She’s bitter she’s not on the winning side.”

Madilyn sighs, taking a breath before answering. 

“You shouldn’t fight me, you know.”

“You’re trying to unmake reality, and I shouldn’t fight you?”

“Only the forces of evil are trying to save reality, and they’re doing it so they can suppress, oppress, and torture billions.”

Camille grinds into my side and kisses my ear. Man, she’s hot.

“Take your little yandere wife there. She’s royalty. Do you know what that means in her world? She has thousands of serfs.”

“Millions,” says Camille. “Soon enough. With our forces combined, we’ll eliminate my competitors...”

“You see? She wants millions of serfs. Those are slaves, Max. Killing, maiming, and slaughtering is all she lives for.”

“Yes,” Camille moans in my ear. “It was. Now it’s all that, and making you hard and happy.”

Her grip lands on top of Zofia’s on my cock. Now, the hottest woman in at least two universes is stroking me off with a succubus who would rather die than not be my eternal slave. 

"Can't you make them, like..." I groan. They're terrific. "...not?"

"Not be all over you?" Madilyn shrugs. "Not really. I've contained them, and you. I can't control any of you. Why do you think we're playing a game? You're really slow on the uptake, do you know that? It amazes me that of the eight of you, you’re the one who managed to stay in control."

She means, of course, that my original personality from this reality is the only one from this reality that is dominant and absorbing the other. I suppose she didn’t know how much Other-Max wanted a good reason to end things, the shame he carried with him everywhere he went. 

"You're the one..." I suck through my teeth. Holy fuck, Camille is incredible at stroking my cock. The way she pushes into my body, like her whole perfectly-proportioned existence depends on my approval...it's intoxicating. "...who is dead-set on making me as distracted as possible."

"I suppose I am." She turns toward Zofia. "And then there's the succubus. She’s truly twisted.”

“Thank you.” Zofia giggles, entranced with the beauty of Camille’s hand as it works. 

“Camille is evil by redesign, but Zofia is evil by first design. She’s a succubus. Do you know what that means? She doesn’t just suck out souls and convert them into power like calories or burn them off like gasoline. Souls are eternal. They live forever.”

“Like my love for you, Master.” Zofia drops to her knees and whispers against my cock and Camille’s hand. Camille lets her lick her fingers one by one. The wet, nimble dart of her tongue slips up against centimeters of my hard cockflesh. I can feel my Mettle being tested over and over—but of course, I succeed each time. 

“So she has thousands of souls, yes?”

“Hundreds of thousands.” Zofia nods, her head bobbing along Camille’s fingers, hot lips so preciously close to my cock. “And millions when we join forces in proper. I'm sure I can arrange a merger that benefits me tremendously, given that I have now have direct access to the Dark Powers via Edie. Devil Corp has honestly been waiting for an opportunity like this for ages. They have banks of souls for me to access... and they’ll all bow to you, Master...”

These two incredible babes promise enough power just by owning the beauty they advertise. But knowing there's power behind that, and that both are so eagerly supplicative to me...

I'm just a man. At the end of the day. Aren't I just a man? 

Madilyn is playing a dangerous game, I realize. She took control of us—or "contained" us—to run her ritual. But in doing so, she's put me face-to-face with multiple faces of utterly demonically gorgeous temptation.

Madilyn leans forward. Earnest, sincere. Also—holy shit, that cleavage. 

“She keeps them, don’t you understand? Those souls, they’re in constant torment. The more they try to escape, the more she hurts them. The more they give up, the more pain they’re in. She’s a magical being of pure sadism. The sexual energy she gets from their immortal torture makes her more powerful.”

“So powerful,” Camille whispers in my ear. “Your powerful succubus slave...our slave. Maybe she could teach me how to be your slave too...”

I grunt, my control slipping, and push my cock into Zofia’s mouth entirely. She takes it eagerly, desperate for more.  

“And all those dark powers that have pledged their service to you? So that you’re their champion?” Madilyn rolls her eyes. “Never mind that they’re going to betray you just as soon as they can figure out a way to do it and not have each other one try to cut their throat. They’re evil gods. Gods, Max!”

Gods! Zofia is so amazing at sucking cock. And Camille looking at me, heated from her efforts, only makes it more erotic. I can’t believe my future wife is so beautiful. Leaning back, my head lands in Edie’s tits, who is chanting with empty, red-shining eyes. 

I really need to learn who exactly these gods are.

Probably. 

Maybe?

“That means they derive their power from suffering, slaughter, deceit, death...they’re the most evil beings in the universe, Max. But I’m not.” She leans forward, and Camille hisses at her. Madilyn ignores her, clearly unimpressed. “These beings...this world that was made that has them, it’s the worst, darkest, most awful timeline imaginable.”

“It is,” Camille whispers in my ear. “For everyone beneath me. Beneath you. Beneath us.” Her voice slides over the last word as she grips Zofia’s head and holds it down tighter on my cock. “We’re above it all...”

“And billions aren’t,” says Madilyn. “And if they have their way, bringing realities together like this every time the force of their evil makes another reality collapse? It will be trillions. Trillions of innocent lives lost or doomed just for sadistic pleasure, blood lust, and greed.”

“Trillions,” Camille whispers. “Just imagine. Trillions of slaves worshiping you, needing your cock. Slaughtering for You. Praising Your name. Our champion. Our King...”

"I understand," says Madilyn. "I know that I have made things...difficult for you. And I know that I have put you in this position, and that you asked for none of this, and that some parts of it are dreams come true. But the world doesn't end with you, and I really do think you're a good enough man to know that."

That’s an awfully big assumption.

"But,” I say, “you do want the world to end."

"With all of us. To make something better for everyone."

"She talks of wasting the lives of trillions for a scheme that won't even work," says Camille. "There's no changing the nature of man and gods. There is only winning. And look at me, my darling. My Man. My future Husband." She says it with such eager, intense love. "Look at the immortal demon you have soulfully, submissively sucking Your Brilliant Cock. You. are. Winning." Her lips slide to my ear. I see the fear in Madilyn's eyes, and it makes me even harder. "And the two of us? Together? We will make sure we win forever. Do you truly care about others when You can have me?"

This kind of decision really should have gone to another person.

“It will just happen again,” says Camille. “Again, and again, and again. It’s the nature of things to put someone in charge, to put people in power who exploit those beneath them. That’s how it works. It doesn’t matter if she restarts anything.” She strokes Zofia’s hair. Her succubus tail whips with delight. “All that will change is that it will be someone else in charge. When it could be you.”

There’s silence for so long I can’t tell if it’s erotic or absurd. Just Zofia sucking and suckling and Camille crooning and softly encouraging her. My eyes are shut, trying not to cum in the middle of this very serious conversation. 

It is serious, right? There’s...a moral here?

Something about...big endings?

Fuck.

"It's entirely possible he doesn't care about almost anyone else, Camille," says Madilyn. "But the Entropy continues to eat everyone not confined in our play area. It makes the divination of the past a simple thing. When there are only a few large fish in the ocean of time, it is easy to catch the one you want. And I have seen your past, Max. I know someone you truly care about. I know someone you won't know how to fight."

I groan—both because Zofia and Camille are bringing me to my climax, and because I know exactly who she means. 
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Chapter 27:
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We’re on the way to the arena.

The transport rumbles beneath us, a beast of metal and shadow, its engine growling like a demon hungry for the hunt. Imagine, I don’t know—a dragon crossed with a rhinoceros, made out of shadow and twisting, screeching, forget-hot steel. Also, for some reason, the rhino’s horn is an artillery cannon. 

But inside? Inside, it’s a throne room on the move. Plush velvet seats line the walls, their deep crimson hues contrasting sharply with the cold, metallic sheen of the interior. A chandelier hangs from the ceiling, its crystals catching the dim light and scattering it in a cascade of shimmering colors. The floor is polished marble.

My throne—because of course it’s a throne—is carved from black obsidian, jagged edges catching the dim light as if to remind everyone who’s in charge. 

The girls are arrayed around me, each one more breathtaking than the last, their new outfits a testament to the darkness we’ve embraced...or really, that has embraced us. 

Our outfits and armor all match now, each of us wearing charcoal-black leather with blood red accents. Skulls hang off a long chain down Edie’s impossibly long legs. She’s looking out the window, licking the glass like it’s made of sugar. Her pauldrons have thick, blood-covered spikes. 

I don’t know why they’re blood-covered. I assume she just has a supply, somewhere. Vials and flasks of various obscene tinctures, on call. Like you do.

Zofia’s hot succubus-gym-babe chic has turned into a kind of sultry rogue’s armor, something clearly inspired by Camille’s skintight catsuits, except with tactically-placed gaps revealing perfectly tight, toned pink demon flesh and lacy mesh over her cleavage. 

She is at my feet, curled like a contented cat, her tail thwapping down every few seconds in domesticated bliss. Her shoulders are bare, but the top wraps around from her back and provides a collar, where she has a small lock bearing my name.

My own outfit has changed like theirs. Black and deep dark blood red. Spikes on my pauldrons now. Is that even practical? A long chain dripping from my waist over my tabard, featuring a large skull. I recognize its lack of teeth from the leader of the cannibals yesterday.

And where did they get all this? The armor? The outfits? The weird hellbeast cannon-thing we’re riding inside? You tell me. I’m just playing this game.

Camille’s outfit remains mostly unchanged. Why mess with perfection? It has blood-red trim now, as opposed to the pure Void-Black it was before. Strategic in its presence, long lines emphasizing the length of her torso, the width of her fertile hips, the curve of her heaving tits, and the smallness of her shoulders and waist.

Just a normal, regular group of skull-covered, spiky, blood-red and black sporting heroes ready to save the universe, that’s us.

“Three fights,” I mutter, more to myself than anyone else. “Three fights to save all life from a reality-eating menace. Simple. Easy. Good.”

I don’t want to fight anyone. 

I mean I do. Fighting is in my blood. I want to crush whoever stands before me and grind their guts into ash. And I can. And that makes me want to do it more.

But also—you know. A lot can go wrong in a fight. I’ve got three incredible girls to look after. 

Camille’s voice slices through the tension like a whip, her tone dripping with that mix of superiority and possessiveness that always sends a shiver down my spine. 

“You worry too much, darling,” she purrs, her gorgeous eyes narrowing as she steps closer. Her boots click against the marble floor, each step deliberate, predatory. She’s wearing that expression again—the one that says she’s already ten moves ahead and I’m just catching up. “The arena is ours. The fools who step into it are already dead. They just don’t know it yet.” She leans in, her breath hot against my ear, and I feel the sharp edge of her fingernail trace along my jawline. “The man who rules me,” she whispers, her voice low and dangerous, “could never lose.”

I take a long steadying breath, trying to ignore the way my body reacts to her proximity. She’s intoxicating, this woman—this monster—who would burn the world down just to keep me warm at night. 

Fuck, but I think I do love her.

Zofia giggles softly, her fingers trailing up my calf in a way that makes it hard to focus. “You have nothing to worry about, Master,” she purrs. “I took care of the competition.”

I raise an eyebrow, glancing down at her. “Took care of them how?” 

Her smile is wicked, supermodel glamour with shark-like intensity. 

“Drained their souls,” she says casually, like she’s discussing the weather. 

I blink at her for a moment, processing that. “You... drained their souls?” 

“Mm-hmm.” She nuzzles against my knee, her tail wrapping around my leg possessively. “But, I was sure not to let them touch me,” she adds with a pout, as if I might be upset about that part specifically. 

She would probably be right.

“They’ll suffer forever for their insolence,” she continues. Her tail flicks lazily, the tip brushing against my boot. “You should’ve seen their faces when they realized what I was doing. So... desperate. So pathetic. They thought they could have me. Me! As if I’m not hopelessly yours.”

I exhale sharply, my jaw tightening. She’s so casual about it, so fucking smug, like she’s just told me she picked up my dry cleaning instead of draining the souls of our competition. My hand twitches, and for a moment, I consider pushing her away. Then I look down into her cleavage, and my resolve disappears. 

God, she’s hot.

I should probably be horrified. Concerned at least. But instead? That deep look into the depths of her infernally hot cleavage delivers a surge of possessive pride so fierce it borders on feral. My fingers tangle in Zofia’s thick hair, tugging just enough to make her whimper—a sound that sends heat straight to my core. 

“They’ll live on,” her voice soft, like she’s whispering sweet nothings, “in eternal agony.”

Edie giggles from her perch by the window, her tongue tracing patterns in the fogged glass. Dark shadowy tendrils around her writhe lazily, like serpents basking in the afterglow of some unspeakable horror. “They scream so prettily,” she coos, her voice childlike and innocent in that twisted way of hers. “They’ll be crying even when the sun blinks away. Isn’t that funny?”

I close my eyes for a moment, again trying to steady myself. The air is thick with their presence—Camille’s cold dominance, Zofia’s sultry arrogance, Edie’s unhinged glee—and it’s suffocating in the best and worst ways. My cock twitches in my armor, betraying my conflicted horror and arousal. Because no matter how much they scare me, no matter how much I wish they weren’t so fucking evil, there’s no denying the way they make me feel.

“You didn’t have to do that to them,” I say finally, my voice low and rough. 

It’s not exactly a reprimand—more like a half-hearted attempt to cling to some semblance of morality before it slips away entirely.

Zofia tilts her head up at me, her dark, red-tinged hair spilling over my lap like molten lava. Her lips curl into that infuriatingly seductive smile. 

“But Master...” she says softly, almost sweetly, “they looked at me like I was something they could take from you.” Her hand slides higher up my thigh, her fingers grazing dangerously close to the growing bulge beneath my armor. “And you know what happens to people who try to take what’s yours.”

“You were with us all night.” Camille raises a perfect eyebrow. “When did you even have the time?”

“Who do you think I fed on yesterday? Master said he wanted me to be selective. So I thought this was the best way to reduce harm for his...evolving sensibilities.” She stares up at me with coy eyes. “Or...would you have preferred to hack them to bits in a showcase of terrible violence all by yourself, Sir?”

At least then they wouldn’t be in eternal torment. Shit.

The transport lurches to a stop, and the side-wall doors hiss open like the bay doors to a hangar, revealing the wild opulence surrounding me inside to anyone looking. In the near distance, the Dungeon League arena looms, a majestic structure of obsidian and green marble. 

A lot has changed overnight. 

We’re at a bridge over a small, green-bordered river leading into the arena. Behind our massive, building-sized transport shadow-beast is nothingness. 

No one seems to mind or notice except for me. 

Every few moments someone appears inside our bubble of reality, walking in from the nothing. I see a small group walk through and a halfling rogue doesn’t quite make it, burning up into purple mist while they watch their friends continue on without them. Their brains quickly re-adjust, changing their narrative, no longer remembering that the halfling was ever there.

Overhead is an ominous purple sky that seems to be illuminated from within. 

Just in front of our transport, a group of beautiful elven adventurers walks toward the arena. Immortal, tall, perfect-bodied and golden-haired. 

I feel the heat of their collective gaze as they see me on my throne. For a moment, I forget about the task at hand, and simply enjoy being admired for who I am—powerful, confident, and flanked by murderously loyal compatriots.

Their momentary captivation is all it takes for Edie's aura of competing divinities to infiltrate their weak, mortal minds and turn them to my cause. They stop walking, turn on the point of their heels, and swoon towards me like cartoons entranced by their favorite foods.

"Our champion," one whispers. "Our King..."

I don't think I can stop Edie from doing this. Either way, I'm not trying. Fighting the Dark Powers is a problem I just don’t want to have right now.

Either these girls will be corrupted by my presence, or this universe and every other will end. Kind of puts a hard line on your morality around injecting sexual obsession and obedience into random hot women, doesn't it?

The entrance is guarded by a dozen-and-a-half heavily armored knights with glistening swords drawn in greeting.

Just beyond the knights, the absolutely-packed stands of the massive coliseum are eerily silent; no cheers, no jeers, no sounds at all from the massive, gathered crowd.

I stand up slowly; Camille sliding off me with effortless grace as I do so. Zofia rises too; tail flicking in anticipation; while Edie drifts behind me like a storm cloud of crazy.

Something occurs to me. Madilyn’s threat. 

“There’s no teams left?”

“Well...” says Zofia. “All except—”

She doesn’t have time to finish. Lightning cracks, the ground before us exploding in a shower of electricity and flame. 

When the smoke clears, in the middle of where the lightning struck is a slight figure flanked by several tall, broad-shouldered warrior angels. She's wearing a white dress with sky blue trim and a hood over her head. Her face is framed with a mass of dark curls, and her eyes are black and blazing. Soft, delicate wings shroud her body, making her already thin, busty form seem somehow even more delicate.

No longer just playing an angel, she is one in truth.

Rosamund.

The Warriors of Light have arrived.
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Camille and Zofia squeeze my arms tighter, intense energy buzzing beneath my skin. They are as arrogant as queens, empresses. Their bodies are so impossibly tight and beautiful, and both grind into my body with every long strutting step. 

Edie alternates between giggling, raving, stoically striding, and snarling at anyone who is too close.

Even with a purple sky, it’s a cloudy day. I mean, can you call it overcast when there’s a fucking reality-eating storm full of clouds sucking away entire universes? 

Anyway. It’s gloomy. Honestly, my favorite kind of day.

Where Rosamund stands, though, is brilliantly lit. The daylight doesn’t emanate from her, nor does it shine down on her...she’s just illuminated by something that isn’t there, standing in a perfect sphere of incredible light. Like she’s underneath a hundred ring-lights, except there are none there.

Hell, there might not even be any ring-lights at all, anymore? 

Or cars. 

Trucks. Box stores. Cabinets. Reality has a lot to eat.

Anyway. 

Rosamund looks fantastic. It’s a special kind of hurt when your ex looks fucking terrific without you.

Her beauty is wholesome and soft—she's a glass of wine on Valentine's Day, a Christmas morning in matching pajamas, a fiftieth anniversary watching grandchildren frolic.

It's such a stark contrast between her and the harsh angles and dark urgency of my three girls, I can't help but want it belonging to me.

And corrupting it.

I don't know if that's Camille's voice, Zofia's, Edie's, or my own. But I do want that, yes. I want to take her goodness and wrap it around my cock until she's begging to be bad for Master.

I can feel Camille's eyes on me, and I can sense her warm jealousy and need for this beautiful woman—for any beautiful woman—to kneel and serve me.

We approach, and the eight-foot tall warriors behind Rosamund ready their halberds. We keep our weapons sheathed; the fighting will happen inside.

"Captain," says Rosamund. "I didn't think I would see you again."

She refers, of course, to the only "me" she knows anymore—the disgraced Captain. Channeling his memories, his tone, his cadence is easier and easier the more I do it and the more we become one.

"Not a Captain anymore, Your Holiness. Just a tracker and traveler."

Camille and Zofia press their bodies against my muscled form, their warmth enveloping me with an electric intimacy. Their curves mold perfectly against my form, making every breath a shared experience.

"You keep interesting company, traveler.” There’s jealousy in her eyes, her voice. “A succubus...a demon-infested strumpet...a living statue.” She sniffs. “How did you come across such notable companions?"

Camille and Zofia take her snobbery in stride. I mean, besides Zofia groping my chest and Camille licking my ear.

I smile. “A man takes all kinds of companions to stay alive. They can’t all be Warriors of Light.”

“Warriors of Light!” Edie cackles. “Warriors of Light! Warriors—”

I tsst at her, like a naughty kitten. She cuts it out, giggling still behind a hand. 

Rosamund’s smile is curt. “It is a shame you gathered them only to lose now. The Soul Clave will remain the property of my goddess, as it should.”

Camille’s whisper is audible only to my ear. “Would you like me to skin her pets alive while I make her kneel for you, darling?”

Zofia’s whisper is audible to everyone:

"How is it that she remained holy with Your Cock inside her, Master?" asks Zofia. "You did fuck her, didn't you? Or...oh, no. I forgot. She took vows of chastity and purity, something like that?"

Leave it to the succubus to be immediately lewd. Her words hang in the air, challenging Rosamund to respond. 

"My goddess places no special status on virginity," says Rosamund. "Only piety."

Zofia scoffs. “So...wait. You fucked him, and then you took vows?” She looks at me with wonder. “You really broke her heart, huh? I mean, how could she possibly have had your cock and walk away?"

"My..." Rosamund turns red. "...My goddess is very strong."

We’re getting off track here. I step away from Camille and Zofia both; their proximity is just a recipe for me to get more and more aroused. More and more stupid.

I beckon Rosamund to follow me a short distance away, and she obliges. 

“Please listen. You don’t understand. The Soul Clave isn’t just some relic—it’s the key to stopping this whole reality from collapsing. I’m not your enemy here. I’m trying to save everything.”

Her eyes narrow, but there’s a flicker of something else—something soft, something she’s trying to bury under her righteous facade. “And yet you surround yourself with darkness,” she says, her voice trembling slightly. “A succubus, a vessel of chaos, and...that Void-thing. You expect me to believe you’re the hero in this?”

“I didn’t choose them,” I snap, frustration bubbling up in my chest. “They chose me. I know about this, really. I know better than you do. You have to believe me.”

Her lips part, her breath hitching as if she’s about to say something, but then she stops herself. Her gaze drops to my chest, and I can see the struggle in her eyes—the way her body tenses like she’s fighting the urge to step closer. 

“You’re so arrogant, Max. You’ve always been so full of yourself. You think you can just... what? Seduce me into betraying my goddess? Into joining your little harem of monsters? Is that it?”

Is that...desire flickering across that cool expression of hers?

Surely not. 

I groan, running a hand through my hair. “No! That’s not what I’m saying. I don’t want you like that. I just... I need you to see the bigger picture here. We’re on the same side, whether you want to admit it or not.”

She laughs bitterly, but there’s no real humor in it. “The same side? You, who cavort with demons and wield dark powers? Don’t make me laugh.”

Zofia chooses that moment to step forward, her hips swaying with deliberate sensuality as she drapes herself over my arm. “Oh, come now, little saint,” she purrs, her voice dripping with mockery. “We all know why you’re really so angry. You can feel it, can’t you? The way your body betrays you every time you look at him. The way even your watchful goddess can barely keep your legs closed when he speaks.”

Rosamund flushes scarlet, her hand tightening on the hilt of her sword as if it’s the only thing grounding her. “You dare—”

“Oh, I dare,” Zofia interrupts with a smirk. “Because we both know it’s true. You want him just as much as I do. The only difference is that I don’t pretend otherwise.”

I step between them before things can escalate further, my hands raised in a placating gesture—though honestly, I’m not sure who I’m trying to calm down here: Rosamund or Zofia... or maybe myself.

“Enough,” I say firmly. “This isn’t helping anyone.”

Rosamund glares at me, her chest heaving with barely contained emotion—anger, yes, but something else too. Something that makes my pulse quicken despite myself.

"I’m not trying to seduce you, Rosamund," I say, my voice firm but edged with frustration. "This isn’t some twisted game of conquest. I’m trying to save reality—all of it. Including yours. The Soul Clave is the key, and if you don’t step aside, I’m going to have to hurt you.”

Rosamund tilts her head, her dark curls catching the light like a halo. Her lips curve into a soft, almost pitying smile. "Oh, Max," she sighs, her voice dripping with condescension. "You always did have a way with words. But you can’t charm your way out of this one. The Soul Clave belongs to the goddess, and I won’t let you take it."

I grit my teeth, my frustration boiling over. "For fuck’s sake, Rosamund, this isn’t about charm! This is about survival. Do you think I want to be here? Do you think I want to fight you? I didn’t ask for this—any of this!" 

I gesture sharply at Camille, Zofia, and Edie, who are lounging nearby like they’re at a fucking picnic rather than the edge of oblivion.

Rosamund’s gaze flicks to them briefly before returning to me. 

Her eyes narrow, and her voice drops to a whisper that somehow carries more weight than a shout. "Then why do you keep them? Why do you let them cling to you like... like parasites? If you truly wanted to escape the darkness, you would cast them aside."

I laugh bitterly, running a hand through my hair. "It’s not that easy. They’re not just followers—they’re bound to me in ways I don’t even fully understand. Yes, okay? Yes, they’re cruel. They’re wicked. But they’re also... mine." The admission leaves a bitter taste in my mouth.

Rosamund steps closer, her delicate hands clasped in front of her like she’s praying—or preparing to strike. 

"Admitting that doesn’t absolve you, you know," she says softly, her voice tinged with something that might be sorrow or longing—or both. "You could still choose to walk away from all of this. You could still choose the light."

I stare at her for a long moment, my jaw clenched so tightly it aches. "The light?" I echo incredulously. "The light won’t even admit that reality is crumbling. Look, there!” I point up at the sky. “That is fucking purple. That’s not weird blue. That’s not a storm coming in. That is Grimace-level purple.”

She gives me an odd look. “It’s always been that way.”

“No, it hasn’t. And if you look far enough that way,” I point out past the limited horizon of our bubble, “you can see nothing.”

“Of course I see nothing. You’re babbling.”

“Nothing, as in—empty space! Eternal darkness! The death of everything. Entropy.” I shake my head. 

Rosamund’s lips quiver for a moment, her composure cracking like thin ice under pressure. She takes a step closer, her voice low and trembling with a heat she can’t quite suppress. “You think I see nothing? Do you think I don’t see it?” 

For a moment, I dare to hope that she understands. And then she says the rest of it. 

“The way they look at you, the way they worship you like some kind of god. It’s... it’s obscene.” Her eyes flicker with something darker now, something she’s been trying to bury. “The way they...the way they pray and pray and pray for release, and need to feel pleasure again, all the time, and how they feel your presence sliding between their legs and pushing in and thrusting and spraying and filling and how no one, no one is good enough, no one is ever...ever good enough and...”

A little drool appears on her lips and slowly slides down her chin. She wipes it, quickly, with the back of one long hand. 

I raise an eyebrow, my pulse quickening. “Are you all right?”

“Shut up.” Her voice elevates to a shriek, clutching her head. “Shut up!”

She shoves me aside with such force that I nearly stumble backward into the looming shadow-beast transport behind me. Her eyes lock onto mine with an intensity that’s hard to decipher. Though her glare is sharp, it lacks true malice—it’s filled more with exasperation and a fiery, undeniable emotion that simmers just beneath the surface. 

“Yes.” Her calm returning. Her voice barely above a whisper. “Nothing has changed. I will defeat you, Max. And when I do, I’ll make sure your corruption is purged from this world once and for all.”

I laugh softly, but it doesn’t reach my eyes. “Good luck with that.”

But as I watch her go, I can’t help but feel a spark of something dangerous flicker to life deep inside me. Because now I know the truth: no matter how hard she fights it, Rosamund wants me just as much as the others do.

And sooner or later, she won’t be able to resist anymore.
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Chapter 29:
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I stand at the center of the vast arena, my cock already half-hard from the way Camille keeps looking at me. Her eyes—those impossibly deep, elven eyes—promise things that make my breath catch.

Around us, the mindless crowd chants my name. I am pretty sure they are just puppets to Camille’s will—given the way that she kept asking me if I was proud of her for gathering so many for me.

I shouldn't enjoy this twisted display of power, shouldn't get off on how these three deadly women have sworn themselves to me. But fuck, I do. The raw energy of the coliseum makes my skin tingle, my muscles tense with anticipation.

Across the sand, Rosamund's holy light burns like a challenge. She stands between me and the Soul Clave—between reality and total fucking annihilation.

The sand beneath my boots shifts, almost alive. Each grain pulses with the energy of the converging realities. We don’t have much time.

In one world, I'm standing here, a warrior-king with three of the deadliest women in existence at my back. In another, I'm sitting at a gaming table, dice in hand, the probability of each roll warping the fabric of this merged reality. The thoughts make my head swim, but my cock stays hard. There's something about standing on the precipice of cosmic destruction that gets me going, apparently.

"Nervous, darling?" Camille's voice slides into my ear like silk, her breath hot against my neck. Her hand traces my armor, fingers lingering at the joints where flesh meets metal.

"Fuck no." The lie comes easy, even as my pulse hammers.

Camille laughs, the sound crystalline and cruel. She steps in front of me, her immortal beauty almost painful to look at. She owns every person in this arena, she’s made them all serve her.  

And she serves me.

The thought makes my chest tight, a mix of lust and something deeper that I refuse to examine.

"Look at them," she purrs, gesturing to the arena stands. "All those empty eyes, all those meaningless lives, chanting your name. Do you feel it? The power?"

I do. The crowd pulses like one massive organism, thousands of mindless servants that Camille collected from her vast estates. They're nobody—peasants, farmhands, minor nobility—all reduced to vessels for her will.

Now they roar my name in unison, "MAX! MAX! MAX!" The sound vibrates through my bones.

"You made them do this," I say, both accusation and praise.

She leans in closer, her lips almost brushing mine. "I needed you to see your worth. What you deserve." Her hand slides down my chest, resting just above my belt. "A god needs worshippers, doesn't he?"

I pull away, uncomfortable with how much I like the idea. "I'm not a god."

"Not yet."

Her smile is a beautiful promise of terrible things.

Behind us, Zofia inspects her nails, apparently bored with our exchange. But I know better. Every molecule of her succubus form is attuned to the sexual tension between Camille and me. It feeds her.

Her red-tinged hair falls in perfect curls around her shoulders, and her devil mind is already calculating angles of attack, probabilities of success.

Always three steps ahead. It makes her dangerous.

It makes her fucking hot.

Far to one side of us, Edie snarls and twists. Her features shift subtly, never quite settling into one form. Sometimes her eyes are too wide, sometimes her smile stretches inhumanly far.

"Pretty lights," she giggles, pointing across the arena to where Rosamund and her warriors wait. "Break them-them? Please please please?"

Across the arena, Rosamund moves forward with her circle of light and warriors. Holy fuck, she's beautiful.

Not in the otherworldly way of Camille or the infernal allure of Zofia or the chaotic draw of Edie. Rosamund is beautiful in the way that truth is beautiful—harsh, uncompromising, and absolute.

Behind Rosamund's righteous facade, there's hunger. Her fingers clench and unclench at her sides. Her chest rises and falls too rapidly. Her eyes never leave mine, not even when she speaks to her warriors.

Those warriors flank her like living statues. Dozens of them, though I don’t know when they became so many. Their armor gleams with holy light, and their weapons hum with divine purpose. They look invincible, but I know better.

Everything bleeds if you hit it hard enough.

"Last chance, Rosamund," I call out, my voice carrying without magical aid. "Give us the Soul Clave. We'll use it to stop the Entropy, then you can go back to judging everyone from your holy pedestal."

Rosamund raises her hand, and her warriors draw their weapons in perfect unison. The sound of metal clearing scabbards echoes across the arena. "Take them," she commands. "But bring Max to me... alive."

The hunger in her voice when she says 'alive' makes my cock throb traitorously.

Beside me, my three women tense, ready for battle. Camille's daggers appear in her hands as if conjured from thin air. Zofia's bag of artifacts glows with contained power. Edie's form begins to shift, the Dark Powers rising to the surface as she chatters and snarls and drools, axe and sword in hand.

I draw my sword, the weight familiar and comforting in my hand. The blade catches the light, reflecting Rosamund's holy glow back at her. For just a moment, our eyes meet across the battlefield, and I see something beyond righteousness there. Something wounded. Something wanting.

Then the moment breaks, and the warriors of light charge forward.

The world explodes into violence, and my body responds with a surge of primal hunger. I launch myself at the first angel, my muscles coiled with strength beyond mortal limits.

...Okay, natural 20 there...

My sword cleaves through divine armor like it's fucking tissue paper. Blood—golden and luminous—sprays across my face, and I lick my lips without thinking.

Tastes like batteries, if you were wondering..

The sound of Camille's daggers slicing through armor, Zofia's artifacts humming with soul-draining energy, Edie's mad laughter as she tears limbs from bodies—it all blends into a symphony of erotic violence. It’s bizarre; it’s absurd; it’s this whole situation.

The first angel falls to his knees, his perfect face twisted in agony and confusion. He's probably never bled before. Never known what it feels like to fail his goddess. I almost feel sorry for him.

Almost.

My sword arcs down again, separating his head from his shoulders. More golden blood erupts, splashing hot across my chest and arms. In some distant part of my mind, I register the arousal I’m feeling from this—from the killing, from the power, from the way my women are decimating holy warriors all around me.

...that’s a Nat 20...

My body surges with impossible strength as I cleave through another angel with a single strike. His body falls in perfect synchronicity, like dominos made of flesh and divine light. My cock twitches, rock-hard now. There's something about perfect rolls that turns me into an unstoppable fucking god on the battlefield.

So many down. And I'm just getting started.

I turn, searching for my next opponent, and that's when I see Camille.

Holy fuck.

She moves like water, like shadow, like sex made flesh. Her twin daggers flash in the arena light as she dances between four angels. They can't touch her. She flows around their attacks with a Finesse of 20, her elven body performing moves that would shatter human bones.

One angel thrusts his sword at her heart. Camille bends backward at an impossible angle, the blade passing inches above her face. She somersaults beneath his guard, comes up behind him, and slashes her daggers across the backs of his knees. As he falls, she's already moving to the next target, her daggers finding the gap between an angel's breastplate and backplate. The angel screams as Camille twists the blades, her face a mask of cold pleasure.

I’m surprised my codpiece doesn’t sound off like a fucking gong. Shit.

There's something insanely erotic about the way she kills—precise, elegant, cruel.

The third angel tries to flee. Camille leaps, wrapping her legs around his waist from behind. Her daggers plunge into his neck, one on each side of his spine.

Our eyes meet across the battlefield. She licks golden blood from her dagger with deliberate slowness, knowing exactly what it does to me. Even in the midst of battle, she's performing for me, showing me what those lips, that tongue could do to my cock later.

A battle cry pulls my attention away from Camille. Three more angels rush me, working in tandem. I meet them head-on, my sword a blur of motion.

...20...20...20...

Block, parry, thrust. The first falls with my blade through his throat. The second loses an arm, then her head. The third manages to slice my cheek before I disembowel him.

The cut stings, but I barely notice. My body is a furnace of adrenaline and lust.

"Max! Look at me, Max!"

Like a little girl aching to impress Daddy. Zofia's voice draws my gaze to the right side of the arena. She stands before a group of angels, her bag of artifacts open at her feet. The bag pulses with eldritch light, items inside shifting and clinking against each other.

She reaches in, her motions graceful and practiced, and withdraws a crystal orb. It glows with inner fire as she holds it aloft. The angels hesitate, sensing danger but bound by their oath to advance.

"Come to me, pretty lights," Zofia purrs, her succubus nature shining through. "Let me taste your souls."

The orb flares, tendrils of energy shooting out to wrap around three angels. They struggle, but it's useless. I watch in fascinated horror as their bodies begin to wither, their holy light dimming as Zofia's artifact drains their very essence.

But it's not quick. It's not merciful. The orb is designed for torture, for drawing out the process to maximize pain. The angels scream, their voices harmonizing in a terrible chorus that makes my balls tighten. Their bodies contort, bend, break from within as their souls are slowly extracted.

"Renounce your goddess," Zofia commands, her voice resonating with power. "Swear loyalty to the darkness, and I'll end your suffering."

One by one, they break. These holy warriors, these paragons of light—they renounce their vows, curse their goddess, beg for the sweet release of death.

She doesn’t grant it, of course. She ends one suffering—true to her word—just to begin another more permanent kind. She sucks their souls—the souls of actual Angels—into her own personal skyscraper in hell.

A piercing giggle cuts through the din of battle, drawing my attention to the far end of the arena. Edie dances among a group of angels, her form shifting and changing with each movement, the Dark Powers moving through her. One moment she has six arms, all wielding different weapons. The next, she's grown spines along her back that impale an angel who tries to grab her from behind.

"Pretty lights go out!" she sings, her voice echoing unnaturally. "Master happy! Edie happy!"

Two angels fall to her frenzy, their bodies torn apart with such savagery that even I wince. Edie doesn't just kill—she butchers. Her victims don't look human or angelic when she's done. They look like abstract art painted in golden gore.

Angels try to predict her movements, but how do you predict madness? How do you counter an opponent who doesn't follow the rules of physics or biology?

Blood—both golden and her own crimson—covers Edie from head to toe. She looks like she's been dipped in metallic paint, and somehow it makes her more beautiful, more terrible. She catches me watching and blows me a kiss, leaving bloody lip prints in the air that hang there for a moment before dissolving into black smoke.

I should be horrified by the slaughter. Some distant part of me is. But that part is drowned out by the primal exultation I feel watching my women fight, watching them kill for me. It's fucked up, and I know it's fucked up, but my cock doesn't care about morality. My cock responds to power, to violence, to the sight of three deadly, beautiful creatures who have pledged themselves to me.

What kind of monster am I becoming?

Before I can think much on it, a blast of pure light erupts from the center of the arena. Rosamund stands there, arms raised, her body glowing with divine energy. Her robes have been partially burned away by the power she's channeling, revealing curves deeply perfected by her divine prayers of fasting and worship.

A wave of searing light erupts from her palms, sweeping across the battlefield toward us.

Fuck!

I dive to safety, and Camille leaps away with easy grace, but Zofia and Edie aren't fast enough. The wave hits them full-force, lifting them off their feet and throwing them against the arena wall. I hear the sickening crunch of impact, see their bodies slide limply to the ground.

"No!" I scramble to my feet, rage and fear warring in my chest.

Zofia lies motionless, her pink skin burned and blistered where the light touched her. Edie twitches and spasms, the Dark Powers within her howling in agony as the divine energy burns them from the inside out.

Blood roars in my ears. My vision narrows to a tunnel focused on Rosamund. She's hurt my women. She's hurt what's mine.

Camille appears at my side, her breath ragged. "They're alive," she says, reading my thoughts. "Barely. But they'll die if this continues."

I nod, my decision made. I never wanted to fight Rosamund—not really. I just wanted the Soul Clave to stop the Entropy. But now? Now I want to make her pay for hurting what belongs to me.

"Stay with me," I tell Camille. "We end this together."

Her answering smile is cold and perfect. "Always, my king."

Rosamund transforms before our eyes, her divine power cracking the arena floor beneath her. Her skin glows with holy light that should be painful to look at, but instead makes me throb with want. Her brown hair flows upward as if underwater, each strand outlined in gold.

Her breastplate shatters, replaced by armor made of pure light that clings to every perfect curve of her body. Massive wings of energy unfurl from her back, spanning twenty feet of brilliant feathers that aren't really feathers at all but manifestations of her goddess's power.

Really don’t want to kill this girl.

Oh well.

I run at her with everything I have. Summoning all Dynamism. All Mettle. All Savvy...

...20...20...20...20...20...

My blade comes down with all my strength behind it, aimed at Rosamund's heart. Divine energy surges through my muscles, adding impossible power to the strike. The sword connects—

And stops, caught in Rosamund's bare hand.

"Perfect again," she whispers, her face inches from mine. "Just like always."

I stagger back, my sword shattering in her hand.

The Void-Touched sword, I recall. The one that is supposed to especially kill, you know, her.

“...how?”

“Was I supposed to be unprepared, Max, for the way you always seem to win?”

Rosamund smiles, her face bathed in divine light. The energy pouring from her grows brighter, her divine connection strengthening with each passing second. I can feel the heat radiating from her, scorching the very air between us.

"Did you think I would simply wilt?" she asks, her voice resonating with multiple harmonics. "That I wouldn't fortify myself against your power?"

She flicks her wrist and the shards of my sword turn to ash. With startling speed, she lunges forward, her hand closing around my throat. The touch burns.

"I know your patterns, Max. Your perfect strikes. Your uncanny luck." Her eyes bore into mine, something dangerous and hungry flickering behind the holy light. "My goddess has been watching you. She knows what you are."

Behind me, I hear Camille's footsteps as she rushes to my aid.

Without looking, Rosamund extends her free hand. A blast of pure white energy erupts from her palm, catching Camille mid-leap. The force slams into her chest with the impact of a freight train.

Camille's body arcs through the air, a graceful trajectory of broken beauty. She hits the arena wall with a sickening crack, her perfect form crumpling like discarded paper. Blood—black as the Void—spatters the sand as she slides down, leaving a trail on the stone.

No.

Only after several seconds do I realize that the roar I hear is me. 

Primal. Torn from the deepest part of my being.

Something snaps inside me. The careful control I've maintained, the thin veneer of humanity I've clung to—it all burns away in an instant. Rage floods my system, pure and clarifying.

I break Rosamund's grip with a surge of strength that surprises even me. My fist connects with her jaw in a blow that should shatter stone.

She absorbs it without flinching.

I follow with a flurry of strikes, each one powered by berserk fury. Left hook, right cross, uppercut—my fists become a blur of motion, each impact releasing shockwaves that crack the arena floor beneath us.

Rosamund takes every hit, her body barely moving under the assault. With each blow, her divine light pulses brighter, her smile growing wider.

"Yes," she breathes, and the word is heavy with desire. "Show me your strength. Show me the power that made you worthy of the Dark Powers' attention."

I slam my fist into her stomach with enough force to liquefy internal organs. Her abs tense beneath my knuckles, hard as diamond and just as unyielding.

“You can’t beat me.”

Maybe she’s right. 

Oh, fuck it then.

I tackle her. 

I don’t know, what the fuck would you do?

I grab her—not punching, not kicking, not even throwing—just picking her up and then down.

We hit the ground hard, golden blood from her fallen warriors splashing around us. I pin her beneath me, my hands capturing her wrists, my thighs straddling her hips, my face against hers.

Her divine armor still covers her, but I can feel the heat of her body through it, feel the rapid rise and fall of her chest as she breathes. My cock presses against her through our armor, rock-hard and throbbing.

Her breath...hitches.

I push down harder—and it hitches again. 

“This is preposterous. You’re...you’re so...arrogant, Max...”

I can smell her heat. God, I want her. The only thing keeping my desire in check is the fury and fear I have about my girls. 

"You cast me out," I whisper into her ear. "You rejected me. But you never stopped wanting me."

"That's not—" she begins, but I cut her off by rolling my hips, grinding my armored cock against her core. The motion draws a gasp from her perfect lips.

"Don't lie," I growl. "Not now. Not when I can feel how wet you are, even through your armor."

She has no answer. Or rather, she has one, but can't bring herself to speak it. Her divine wings flutter beneath her, an unconscious movement betraying her arousal.

Her breathing quickens, her chest rising and falling in rapid succession. 

"Max... I can't... this is heresy..." Her voice is weak, trembling with desire and shame. “The goddess...the light...”

"Fuck the light," I snarl, my lips brushing against her neck. She shivers beneath me, a soft moan escaping her lips as I nip at her skin. "You don’t belong to her anymore. You’re mine."

Her breath hitches. "I...can't, Max. I can’t...betray her."

Her face turns toward mine, nose sliding into my cheek hesitant, as if expecting divine punishment for the contact.

"You'll damn us all," she whispers, but there's no conviction in her voice—only wonder. “I’ll damn us...if I give in...to your infernal temptations...oh, Max...”

This is a fantasy of hers, holy shit.

To be corrupted, taken, and made to worship the darkness after it being taboo for so long.

"One can only abandon a goddess," she whispers, "for a god. A fallen...disciple." She’s breathing hard. “No zealot like the converted.”

“I am...”

Fuck. It’s hard for me to say. It sounds so absurd.

But the Dark Powers call me Master. A devil is my slave. The most beautiful woman in the world—in two worlds—wants me to fuck a kingdom inside her belly.

It’s time to face facts. And if I’m varnishing the truth a little to save reality and fuck my ex? Fine.

“Babe? I fucking am god.”

Her breath hitches again, and for a moment, she hesitates. Then, with a soft whimper, she surrenders. Her lips crash against mine in a searing kiss. Her tongue tangles with mine, desperate and hungry as if she’s been starving for this moment all her life.

She gives me everything.
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Chapter 30:
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The arena detonates in light. 

The brightness is blinding at first, forcing me to shield my eyes with my free hand. When I lower it, she stands before us—Celestine, goddess of light and order, patron of Rosamund and everything I've been fighting against.

She unfolds from the heavens like God's own origami project—all radiant curves and impossible geometry. Her breastplate carves space itself into prismatic shards, golden armor clinging to divinity-soaked curves that make Rosamund’s light-infused beauty seem merely comely. Feathers from her multiple sets of wings drift downward. 

Holy fuck.

If Camille is ethereal, if Zofia is seductive, if Edie is wild—then Celestine is all of these and more, refined and purified into something that shouldn't exist in the same reality as me. Her beauty isn't dark or dangerous—it's clean, pristine, perfect in a way that makes my chest ache. Golden hair flows around her like living sunshine, framing a face that seems designed by some cosmic artist to represent the platonic ideal of beauty. Her body, draped in diaphanous white that reveals as much as it conceals, radiates light from within. Each movement is grace itself, fluid and purposeful.

And her eyes—gods, her eyes. They're the blue of a perfect summer sky, the blue of hope and promise and everything I gave up when I embraced the darkness. But there's something else there, something that sends a jolt of electricity down my spine.

Desire. Unmistakable, barely restrained desire.

For me.

Even as she manifests in her divine glory, even as she stands as the embodiment of everything opposed to what I've become, she wants me. I can see it in the slight parting of her lips, the flush that spreads across her cheeks, the way her gaze lingers on my mouth before snapping back to my eyes.

Hell yeah.

She approaches, each step leaving glowing footprints that slowly fade behind her. The air around her smells of honey and lightning and clean sheets. It's intoxicating.

"You have something that doesn't belong to you," she says, her gaze falling to the Soul Clave in my hand. “You carry the stink of voids and whores, Itinerant." Her voice vibrates in my prostate. "Relinquish the Soul Clave before you doom us all." 

The Soul Clave in my hands pulses in time with my heartbeat. Obsidian edges gleam like a lover's nails. 

Rosamund, speechless and wrapped around one leg, is no use here. I don’t want to risk testing her loyalty already—and certainly not without even having fucked her yet. Camille, Zofia, and Edie are all alive—healing—but still not battle ready. 

Edie is most conscious—or at least moving the most, doing some deranged cat-cow posing that belongs in a horror movie, moaning about winning the shinies.

“Don’t you know what’s going to happen if I don’t use this?” I ask her. “Aren’t you all-knowing or something?”

They don’t make gods like they used to, I guess. 

Celestine scowls—gorgeous. 

Before she says anything, black lightning strikes. 

Edie, not far from me, levitates and howls, shadows drifting through her and from her. Her dark gods singing through the arcane feedback. 

What begins as jagged forks of obsidian energy slowly gathers itself, twisting and stretching into a humanoid form of such perfect malevolence that I feel my breath catch in my throat. The Dark Powers, previously scattered and chaotic, have merged into a single entity of overwhelming beauty and terror. Her skin is midnight purple, her hair a cascading wave of darkness studded with what look like distant stars. Her curves defy both logic and physics, more perfect than any mortal woman could hope to achieve. She is eternal night given flesh, the seductive call of oblivion in female form. And she's looking at me like I'm the only man in existence.

Celestine’s breath withdraws in what could only be called a hiss. 

“I did not think to see you again, sister.”

The midnight goddess turns to Celestine, and then turns back to me. Smoldering. 

“It has been a long time since I’ve been...myself. Instead of myselves. But here I am.”

Her smile is a crescent of white against her dark features, revealing teeth that are both perfect and slightly too sharp for comfort. When she moves, reality seems to bend around her, as if the universe itself is eager to accommodate her whims. Each step she takes leaves behind a brief patch of nothingness—pure Void—before normal space reasserts itself.

"Max," she hisses, and her voice is a symphony of whispers, moans, and secrets. "My champion. My king. You know we...I...worship you. I promised it. I have many names...so many..." She gestures at Edie, still levitating, babbling and splattering drool across her blood-shining cleavage. “...call me Lysandra.”

This is a lot to take in.

Where Celestine radiates light, Lysandra absorbs it. Where the goddess of order moves with precise grace, this dark deity slithers and undulates, each movement designed to draw the eye to the impossible perfection of her form. Her breasts are full and high, barely contained by what appears to be living shadow wrapped around her torso. Her hips sway with hypnotic rhythm, and her legs—endless and toned—seem to promise paradise to anyone fortunate enough to find themselves between them.

But it's her eyes that truly capture me—pools of liquid darkness that reflect nothing, yet somehow contain everything. Looking into them feels like staring into the abyss itself, with the terrifying knowledge that the abyss is not only staring back but is aroused by what it sees.

"Abomination," Celestine shakes her head. “You must not listen to her, Max. She will guide you into damnation. You will never recover. Please. The Soul Clave, before she speaks again.”

Lysandra laughs, the sound like velvet dragged across exposed nerve endings. 

“Why don’t you tell him your offer, you righteous cunt. Or the lack of it, I mean.” She smirks. “Max has probably already figured it out. He’s so smart. And handsome.”

She slides up close to me, casually kneeing Rosamund off my body. “I’ll suck your cock while you burn galaxies for Camille, Max. Would you like that?”

Fuck. 

“I offer the right thing to do,” says Celestine. “What else is there to know?”

“You’ll lose your power,” says Lysandra. “Just be another loser. No harem. No strength. No one adoring you...”

“No billions dead,” Celestine ticked her fingers. “No eternal suffering for innocents. No stained morality...”

The air tastes different where Lysandra stands—not just the ozone crackle of Void energy I remember from our dreamscape tangles, but something richer. 

More real. 

Her shadows don't swallow light so much as fuck it into submission, bending photons until they moan. 

"Max," she purrs, "you deserve your throne. Keep your harem, bend Celestine to your will, and claim the world under your reign. Annihilate all who dare oppose you."

Her words stir something primal in me—the part that has reveled in the power, in the worship, in the perfect rolls that have carried me to victory after victory. The part that loves having these gorgeous, powerful women submit to my will.

Behind me, I hear movement. Camille has struggled to her feet, her wounds now fully healed but her body still wracked with the aftereffects of combat. Her perfect face is drawn tight with pain and something else—fear. Not of me, but of losing me.

Her eyes lock onto mine, and the message is unmistakable. Stay true to the darkness. Stay true to us. Stay true to me.

Something clicks in my mind then—a realization that's been building since this whole mess began. The timing of everything, the convenient appearances of both divine forces, the way every choice seems to push me toward one of two predetermined paths.

If there is one thing I know—one fucking thing in this whole stupid world—even two of them...it’s when a game is rigged.

Not just because I’m the one who rigs them. Not just because inflated stats and ungodly rolling are rigging games—but because I’ve lost everything to rigged games, fixed battles before. 

I could roll for Savvy. Try to figure it out that way—but what would that prove? 

At the end of the day, that’s just information coming from Madilyn.

Cunning, amoral Madilyn, the game master who decreed that the Entropy should devour everything. 

Even with victory at hand—it still doesn't sit right with me. 

Madilyn is the game master. Why would she even set this up? Why put me in this situation at all if I could win? A skillful GM would never do that if they wanted a certain outcome. They railroad.

But what if I was being railroaded?

I feel the tension in the air shift as both goddesses wait for my decision. Celestine's light and Lysandra's darkness create a chiaroscuro effect across the battlefield, highlighting the recovering forms of my harem.

Symbols of light, symbols of darkness. 

The symbol is the thing. 

First rule of Dungeon League, right? How else do you kill a sorcerer by hitting in its amulet? 

A twenty is not just a twenty; it is absolute conquest.

And there it is, the key to everything. 

The realization hits me like a lightning strike, electrifying every nerve in my body. My mind races, piecing together the puzzle with a clarity that feels almost divine. 

Let’s take Rosamund, all right? Wiping blood from her mouth from Lysandra’s knee. Lysandra, who is still grinding on my fucking hip begging me to annihilate everything, by the way. 

Rosamund is real.

She exists in both worlds, her essence anchored in flesh and bone, in the tangible and the intangible. The Itinerant knew her, and Max the Gamer knew her. I had her, I lost her, and now I’ve seduced her again. 

I did that to a real person.

I know, I know. It’s pretty cool.

But Celestine? Lysandra? The Dark Powers? They’re constructs of the Void, sentient metaphors that no one has actually ever met. To give them form, they have to be figments of Madilyn’s imagination given material presence through her will alone. Lysandra—whatever the fuck Lysandra is—is a construct of a construct. 

In other words, they’re NPCs. 

Characters Madilyn is playing to push the narrative forward. And that’s why the Dark Powers felt different in the Void, why Lysandra’s presence seems so... odd. It wasn’t just the coalescence of the Dark Powers; it was Madilyn herself, stepping into the role.

Madilyn knows there are three Dark Powers, three who gave themselves to me. But has she communed with them? Almost certainly not. So, to avoid a bad imitation...

...she made this Lysandra. Her own improvisation, trying to get around my own intimate knowledge of the Dark Powers in my dreams.

“Give me the artifact,” Celestine says again, her voice steady but with a faint tremor beneath the surface. “We can undo this. We can make it right.”

“No,” Lysandra counters, her voice a sultry purr that sends shivers down my spine. “Keep it. Take what is yours by right. Claim your throne.”

But I’m not listening to their words anymore. I’m listening to what’s beneath them—the subtle inflections, the cadence of their speech. It’s all Madilyn. Every breath, every syllable is hers.

The way she's always one step ahead, the way she anticipates my every move—it's not because she's all-knowing. It's because she's manipulating both sides of this cosmic chess game.

Either I do the right thing, and give it Celestine, and everything ends. Or I do the bad thing, and I keep doing it, eternally seduced by Lysandra until—I can only imagine—I’m annihilating everyone just as she is begging me to do. Except actually everyone. Resetting everything. 

Two faces. One goal. 

"Before I decide..." I say, loud enough for both goddesses to hear.

"Yes?" 

They respond simultaneously, the word laced with identical notes of irritation. 

As if I needed more proof.

In a sudden, surreal moment, my own desires surge to the forefront. Not just the physical attraction to these divine beings and my dark harem, but a deeper hunger for autonomy, for true control of my destiny.

"I want to roll for seduction," I declare, the words thick with raw, defiant lust.

Both goddesses blink in confusion, the perfect symphony of their movements faltering for the first time.

"You... you can't do that," one of them says—Celestine? Lysandra? Madilyn? The voices are blurring together now.

"Watch me."

That’s a 20. 

Madilyn’s voice sounds broken.

The universe itself seems to hold its breath as the implications ripple outward, crossing dimensions to impact this battlefield of gods and monsters. I see both divine entities shudder as the roll hits them—hits Madilyn through them—with physical force.

"Let's go ahead," I think, my confidence growing with each passing second. "Roll for how hard it hits—Dynamism. Allure. Mettle. Finesse. Education. Savvy."

I can feel clatter across the table in rapid succession, each one landing on its maximum value. Each perfect roll sends another shockwave through reality, causing both goddesses to sway on their feet, their expressions shifting from confusion to something far more primal.

The voices of Madilyn-Lysandra-Celestine become an erotic litany of commands and pleas: "Oh... oh shit... please... don't..."

The boundaries between them are dissolving now. Celestine's golden light begins to streak with threads of darkness, while Lysandra's midnight form now glows with points of divine radiance. They're merging, just as the realities around us are merging, becoming something new and undefined.

Merging, because Madilyn’s grip is fading.

"Don't what, Madilyn?" I challenge, my words merging desire and defiance. "Don't seduce you into becoming my lovestruck plaything?"

Their perfect bodies tremble, divine powers fluctuating wildly as my rolls continue to reshape the fabric of reality. Around us, the battlefield wavers like a mirage in desert heat, the very cosmos struggling to adapt to this fundamental change in the rules of engagement.

In response, both divine forces—Light and Dark, Celestine and Lysandra—writhe before me, their voices a simultaneous, breathless chorus: "Oh fuck, you're so hot."

The crude confession, so at odds with their divine stature, sends a jolt of pure arousal through me. The raw power of having goddesses kneel before me, of having Madilyn herself submit through her avatars, is intoxicating.

Their whispered confessions tangle with my own wild fantasies as I look down at them. Celestine's golden hair has come undone from its perfect arrangement, now falling in wild waves around her flushed face. Lysandra's midnight skin glistens with something like sweat.

Do goddesses sweat?

They do today. 

I speak directly to them, to Madilyn, rewriting the game she's taken so long to create: "You've dreamt of this all along—being consumed by your champion."

They nod in unison, their eyes—one pair endless blue, one pair bottomless black—wide with revelation and need. Madilyn’s eyes, one way or the other.

"You made it so every woman fucked by me falls madly, deeply in love. That was your doing, Madilyn. You could have done so many different things to mess with me. But you wanted to make the kind of man you needed to fuck.” 

Again—I’m just making this up as I go along. I kinda thought Madilyn was a lesbian, to be honest.

“Oh divinity...” they moan. “My god. You’re right. You’re so right...”

“You needed to be seduced by me all this time," I continue, my voice growing stronger with each word. "You just needed me to earn it."

I feel the surge of power in every syllable as I rewrite the narrative with my very being. This isn't just a game anymore, if it ever was. This is creation itself being reshaped by will and desire.

My will. My desire. 

"And you wanted, this whole time, to own the Soul Clave just to hand it over to me," I tease, my voice rising in a fervor that blends pain, pleasure, and absolute control. "To let me choose our fate with your power—godlike power over the universe—at my command."

Their combined reply is a fervent, almost animalistic moan: "Fuck. Shit. Shit. Yes."

Madilyn’s lost total control, her self completely inserted in these goddesses she has manifested. 

Behind me, I hear gasps from my recovering harem. Camille's eyes are wide with a mixture of shock and arousal. Literal Goddesses serving her man. Zofia's wings pulse with excited energy. Edie giggles and claps her hands like a child witnessing a favorite magic trick.

Lysandra and Celestine link arms, pouring their energy into the Soul Clave. 

“Take it, Max. Take everything. Make everything. Oh, god, my god, such power. I want you to have all of it...”

The Soul Clave transforms, unfolding like a flower blooming in high-speed footage. Geometric patterns shift and realign, revealing layer after layer of cosmic complexity until, at last, a small, floating, rotating golden light hovers at its center.

This, then, is the true artifact—not the physical form I held, but the essence it contained. The power to reshape reality itself, to decide the fate of merged worlds and shattered dimensions.

They drop before me in unison, their divine heads bowed in submission. On their knees, where they belong.

"It is yours, my lord," they intone together, their voices a perfect harmony of divine and profane. "My king. My god. Do what you will. Forever."
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Chapter 31:
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The power now belonging to me is massive, intense, beyond almost all comprehension. I possess it, and it's hard even for me to know its bounds.

But the sight in front of me now—now that I have won, and the day is truly mine—brings it home for me. 

Two sets of kneeling, preening, perfect-bodied females are before me. Their hair luscious and shining. Their breasts heaving with desire, barely contained inside of lingerie that is custom-built from cosmic dust just for their proportions. Tall heels elongate the already long, luscious lines of their lovely legs. Each one wears a different set of gloves—opera length, wrist-length, lace, silk. 

One set are my darkness girls. My monstrous harem of sadistic, psychopathic nightmares. Edie bows the deepest, her tight, thick ass high in the air as she placates herself entirely to Lysandra. Kissing her feet and rubbing her face against her ankles even as she stares lustful worship at me; there is so little of whoever once was Edie left that it's almost as though Lysandra simply operates with two bodies. 

And Lysandra herself—well. She's a goddess of lust and beauty, a living embodiment of seduction and corruption. Her tits are massive, her eyes bright shining burning voids, her lips full and moist. Every part of her promises a lifetime of anguished, hot, toxic love and clingy affection and homewrecking allure. And she belongs to me. 

Zofia is of course what brought me here. For that, I will always be grateful. She owes no particular allegiance to Lysandra, but she is deferent to her all the same—though not as much as she is to Camille, her real Goddess. Her body wrapped tight in a sheer sky-blue lace bustier and frilly, luxurious thigh-high stockings, high heels the exact thrilling pale red shade of her skin and wings and tail. Her eyes are black and bottomless oceans of passionate yearning, her lips full and lush, her hips wide and ample and begging for my attention. She's so hot—and so submissive, so ready to serve. She is a delicious icon, a wild beauty who can make the deep desires of any man well up in an instant.

And finally, Camille. A half-angel, half-goddess. Her body is perfection incarnate, achingly perfect in every way. Her physique, her delicate lingerie she wears that accentuates every curve of her breathtakingly sensuous form—it's almost too much. 

Her skill, her intelligence—and her willingness to subdue others for me and to carry out my will—they both only serve to deepen my burning admiration. The way she moves, the way she looks at me, as though seeing something in me far beyond my physical form. Her voice when she finally speaks—goading, teasing, promising pleasure beyond anything I can imagine—it's all too much for me, and I nearly forget everything else around me.

"We are yours, my King," she says, and her voice sends a shiver through me. I know she is mine, forever.

The other side, the Light side, holds less women. They are no less beautiful for it, but it is apt that their influence is so much deflated, and even on their gorgeous, pure faces I can see that lust has completely taken over. They will not remain pure for long; they will be visions of darkness and wanton need soon. There is no evangelist like the convert, and they will be empresses of nightmares and cruelty if I let them. 

And I see no reason not to let them. 

It would make Camille really, really turned on, after all.

Celestine clings to Rosalind before me, both of them kneeling. Both of them in bright white bridal lingerie, their heavy breasts heaving into each other's. Their lips, powdery and plush, tremble with lust before my might. 

The sight before me is overwhelming. The raw, primal energy in the way they surrender before me, the raw, potent desire in the way they rightfully acknowledge my right to them—it takes my breath away.

Yes, I am their king, their god. I have won. All is mine, as it should be. Even the lingerie they wear is from my imagination—recreations of countless jerk-off fantasies to magazines and photoshoots I obsessed over when growing up surrounded by images of women I could never have. 

I am going to fuck all of them until their submission is assured. 

No time like the present. 

With a thought, I arrange them—pushing Celestine down to the ground underneath Lysandra. The ground itself I transform into a massive bed, sunken into a hollow in the ground. Cozy and intimate, except for the massive mind-controlled crowd of breathless, besotted cultists still watching us and chanting my name.

And then—no encouragement or time needed—I am hard, and inside Lysandra’s no-longer-virgin divine pussy.

I hold the universe in my hands, and it feels like nothing compared to the sensation of my cock plunging between divine flesh. Lysandra moans beneath me, her midnight skin shimmering with starlight as I thrust into her, while Celestine writhes beneath her, awaiting her turn, her golden body undulating in perfect synchronicity with her once-enemy.

"Harder," Celestine whimpers, her divine voice reduced to a mortal plea. "Please, my lord, my king, my god..."

I grab a fistful of her golden hair, yanking her head back as I withdraw from Lysandra's slick heat and drive upward into Celestine's waiting divinity. The transition between them is seamless—hot void to burning light—as I alternate between cosmic opposites now united in submission to me.

"Look at them," Camille purrs from beside me, her voice thick with pride and arousal. "The goddesses of creation, reduced to your cocksheaths." She trails her fingers down my chest, her touch electric against my sweat-slick skin. "Was I not right about your potential, my love? Was I not right to see the god within you?"

I grunt, words unnecessary as I drive deeper into Celestine, making her scream in ecstasy. The sound echoes through the arena, amplified by some divine resonance that makes the very foundations tremble.

"Master breaks the pretties," Edie giggles, clapping her hands as she watches from her perch atop a fallen angel's corpse. "Breaks them all apart and puts them back together wrong. So beautiful!"

Zofia's tail flicks with excitement as she circles us, her succubus nature drawing sustenance from the overwhelming sexual energy. "Their souls will never leave you now," she whispers, her voice husky with desire. "You own them completely. Forever."

I withdraw from Celestine and slam back into Lysandra, whose midnight eyes roll back in her head as she comes for what must be the twentieth time. The crowd roars my name in response—"MAX! MAX! MAX!"—a thunderous chant that reverberates through the cosmos itself.

Rosamund watches with wide eyes, her former piety shattered by the sight of her goddess being fucked into submission. "I... I never knew," she whispers, her fingers trailing between her thighs. "I never knew such power existed."

Through it all, Madilyn kneels at the edge of our divine orgy, her body trembling with each uncontrollable orgasm that wracks her frame. Her eyes—once so calculating, so manipulative—now shine with hopeless adoration as she watches her carefully constructed game crumble beneath the weight of my will.

"Please," she begs, her voice breaking. "Please let me serve you too. I made this all for you. I created everything for this moment..."

I laugh, the sound rich with power as I continue alternating between div

I thrust into Lysandra's tight divine cunt, her midnight-purple flesh quivering around my cock as I drive deep inside her. Each stroke sends ripples of power through reality itself, the very cosmos trembling with each slap of my balls against her perfect ass. Her moans harmonize with Celestine's desperate whimpers beneath her, the light goddess's tongue exploring Lysandra's mouth with frantic need.

"Fuck her harder," Camille commands from beside me, her fingers digging into Lysandra's tits, kneading the impossible perfection of her flesh. "Show this evil whore who owns her."

I grab Lysandra's hips and slam into her with renewed vigor, my cock stretching her divine pussy to its limits. The crowd of warrior women erupts in ecstatic cheers, their chant of "MAX! MAX! MAX!" thundering through the arena like a heartbeat.

"My lord," Lysandra gasps between kisses with Celestine, "your cock... it's reshaping my very essence!"

I pull out of her with a wet squelch and reposition myself at Celestine's entrance, her golden pussy lips glistening with divine nectar. She sobs with relief as I thrust into her, her light-infused cunt clenching around me like a vice.

"That's it," Zofia purrs in my ear, her succubus tail wrapping around my thigh. "Make the goddess of light your personal fucktoy. Think of all the souls who've prayed to her, all the temples built in her name—and here she is, just another slut in your collection."

Rosamund crawls forward on hands and knees, her angelic face flushed with arousal. 

"Please, my king," she begs, "let me taste your essence from their divine holes."

I nod my permission, and she eagerly buries her face between Lysandra's legs, lapping at the juices dripping from the dark goddess's used cunt. The sight drives me harder, my thrusts becoming savage as I pound into Celestine.

"Look at her," Edie giggles, pointing at Madilyn. 

It's delicious to watch Madilyn squirm. Caught between desperate need and the horrifying realization that she's lost control of everything, her face is a masterpiece of conflict. Her pupils dilate with each thrust into the goddesses, her lips parting in involuntary gasps that match my rhythm. Some flecks of her consciousness probably still linked with theirs even now that the game is over. 

Sweat beads on her forehead as she fights against her own creation—the game mechanics she designed to make women worship me now turning back on their creator.

"You did this to yourself," I call out to her, voice thick with dominance as I pound into Celestine. "Built a perfect trap and fell right into it."

Madilyn's hands tremble as they hover over her own body, wanting to touch herself but refusing to surrender that last shred of dignity. Her expression shifts rapidly between horror, disgust, and unbearable arousal. She keeps shaking her head, mouthing "no" even as her thighs press together, seeking friction.

"He's going to own you too," Zofia whispers in Madilyn's ear, trailing sharp nails down her spine. "Just like the rest of us. Just like your precious goddesses."

"I was supposed to restart everything," Madilyn chokes out, tears streaming down her face even as her nipples harden visibly beneath her torn clothing. "Make it right—make it fair—not turn it into... this."

I laugh, the sound echoing with newfound power as I grip Celestine's perfect ass and slam into her one final time. "Too late."

My climax builds like a supernova, cosmic energy surging through my veins as I empty myself into Celestine's divine womb. She screams—not a human sound but something that transcends language—as her own orgasm hits with reality-warping intensity. Golden light erupts from every pore of her perfect body, merging with the darkness pouring from Lysandra as both goddesses convulse in unified ecstasy.

Their divine climax tears through the fabric of reality itself, reshaping matter and energy according to my will alone. The arena trembles, the sky fractures, and for one breathtaking moment, all of existence holds its breath—waiting for my command.

Then it settles, remade in my image.

Rosamund crawls forward as I withdraw, her once-proud eyes now soft with worship as she takes my still-hard cock into her mouth. She cleans me with reverent precision, moaning as she tastes the mingled essence of goddesses on my flesh.

"I was a fool," she whispers between licks, looking up at me with desperate sincerity. "I betrayed you, rejected you... how could I have been so blind? Please, my king, my god—forgive me."

I run my fingers through her hair, considering her plea as she worships my cock with increasingly frantic devotion. The power to forgive or punish, to elevate or destroy, is entirely mine.

Camille’s voice cuts through the air, sharp and deliberate, her green eyes glinting with cold approval as she watches Rosamund grovel. "Forgive her," she says, her tone laced with a calculated indifference. "She’s beautiful, and she’s already on her knees. Wipe her mind clean if you must—make her obedient, submissive, nothing more than a pretty pet in your harem. But don’t reward her too much, my king. She broke your heart once. She doesn’t deserve your generosity."

Rosamund whimpers around my cock, her dark curls spilling over my thighs as she nods fervently, her eyes wide with desperation. "Yes, my god," she mumbles, her voice muffled but trembling with sincerity. "I’ll be whatever you want me to be. I’ll worship you, serve you—please, let me prove myself."

Camille smirks, placing a hand on the back of Rosamund’s head and guiding her up and down my hard length with practiced precision. "Good girl," she purrs, her voice dripping with condescension. "Remember your place now—forever beneath him, forever beneath us."

I close my eyes for a moment, letting the sensations wash over me as I feel the power of the new reality thrumming through my veins. The two worlds have finally fused into one—a permanent dominion under my control. Sophie is gone, Edith is gone, Cam is gone—all replaced by their superior counterparts: Zofia, Edie, and Camille. The weaklings have been erased, their inferiority scrubbed from existence, and my own second-thoughts about my own divinity are gone with them.

Why had I fought this for so long? Why did I pretend like I was noble or good?

All I want is power. All I want to do is win.

My fucking life is a Natural 20, now.

The new world spreads out from the arena like a virus—one reformulated square mile at a time. A grotesque amalgamation of modern greed and medieval tyranny. Skyscrapers gleam with predatory capitalism while demonic warlords enforce brutal hierarchies in the streets below. The air hums with the chaos of a society designed to serve me and me alone. 

Billions suffer—starving, fighting, clawing for survival—while only the most beautiful women might earn the privilege of joining my harem. Even then, they must be cunning enough to impress me and Camille, zealous enough to win Edie’s approval, and strong enough to resist Zofia’s soul-draining allure.

The arena crowd of all-female warrior cultists chants my name in unison—a sea of flawless bodies clad in battle armor that clings to their curves like a second skin. Their eyes are glassy with devotion, their voices trembling with adoration as they praise their god-king. The Maxrosoft Gladiatorial Arena glows with an otherworldly light, its crystalline structure reflecting the twisted beauty of my new world order.

I open my eyes again, looking down at Rosamund as she works diligently between my legs. Her lips are swollen from her efforts, her chest heaving as she struggles to catch her breath between strokes of her tongue. She looks up at me with tear-filled eyes—eyes that once shone with righteous defiance but now burn only with submission.

"Merciful of you, my king," Camille purrs, her fingers tangling in Rosamund's dark curls. Her lips curl into a cruel smile as she guides Rosamund's head down onto my cock. "But she is exquisite, isn't she? And already so... compliant."

Rosamund moans around my shaft, her eyes glazed with mindless devotion as she takes me deeper. Tears of gratitude stream down her face, mingling with the mess of spit and cum coating her chin.

With a thought, I push the earth beneath us up, a pillar of rock forming a sudden butte of jagged volcanic rock beneath us. I can see deep into the transformed world—through smoke plumes of soul-harvesting factories and neon lights advertising magical cosmetic surgery, somewhere out there is something green, beautiful, and just for my girls and me.

Naturally, I could make it all green and beautiful and for everyone. But then Camille pushes hard against me, and I remember why I don’t. 

She fucking loves this shit. 

Besides...I can change it all back. I can make it so no one even remembers it being bad. Isn’t that good, to keep something like that in my back pocket just in case?

Camille’s emerald eyes widen, her full lips parting in a gasp as she takes in the dark utopia I’ve crafted just for her. Her dark hair cascades like a waterfall of shadows, framing a face so perfect it’s almost blasphemous. The way she looks at me—like I’m the only thing that matters in this twisted cosmos—makes my pulse quicken. 

Her cheeks flush with a mix of awe and desire, her chest rising and falling with every breath. She’s a goddess in her own right, but she melts before me worshipping the ground I stand on.

The sensation of her adoration is intoxicating, like a drug I can’t get enough of. She’s mine, utterly and completely, and knowing that sends a surge of power through me. I reach out, my fingers brushing against her cheek, and she leans into my touch like a starved thing. Her lips part further, a soft moan escaping as I trace the curve of her jaw. 

“You’re perfect,” I murmur, my voice low and commanding. “More than any other.”

Her eyes flicker with something—hunger, maybe pride—before she smiles that wicked smile of hers. 

“Only for you.”

I don’t tell her what I’m doing as I reach into the fabric of reality itself, plucking the threads of power from Lysandra and Celestine without them even noticing. Their strength flows into Camille, invisible but undeniable. Draining them slowly, leaving only enough to keep them gorgeous and young forever. Giving all the rest to my favorite girl. 

Camille doesn’t feel it yet, but she will. And when she does... well, I can’t wait to see the look on her face when she realizes she could crush worlds with a thought.

For now, though, she just gazes up at me with those mesmerizing eyes, her body trembling with need. She doesn’t need to know yet. Let her worship me a little longer as her old self, before she does it with universe-altering power. 

Rosamund whimpers around my cock, bringing my attention back to her for a moment. Her tears are still flowing, but there’s a new kind of desperation in her eyes now—a craving for approval that borders on pathetic. Camille notices too and sneers down at the former angelic warrior.

“Pathetic,” Camille murmurs, her voice dripping with disdain. She pushes Rosamund into my crotch until her gagging is audible. “But useful.”

God, I love her so.

I grab her, hold her the way I’ve been aching to hold her since I first saw her. Without restraint, without caution.

My fingers tighten in her hair as I feel it—the addicting rush of celestial mechanics bending for my cock-hard focus. Power thrums in my palm pressed against her spine while Rosamund gurgles praise-songs around my shaft below us. All that sweet stolen divinity from Lysandra’s midnight darkness? Celestine’s inspiration and righteous power? Trickles through my veins like mercury before I shunt even more of it into Camille’s trembling form.

Camille’s gasp becomes a scream that shatters three nearby reality layers. Stars birth and die in her emerald eyes as she clutches my armor—clueless to the cosmic fork I just shoved up existence’s ass for her. Cracks spiderweb across the sky when she accidentally flexes a pinky finger.

Her hips grind desperate fuck-yes circles against my thigh, knowing only that I am powerful, I am here, and I am hers. 

I watch her, my chest swelling with satisfaction. There’s nothing like the sight of perfection itself—Camille—captivated by my power. Her beauty is unparalleled, a masterpiece that makes even Lysandra and Celestine seem like crude imitations. 

Camille strokes my face, her gaze soft and vulnerable in a way that only I ever see. Her lips tremble slightly as she speaks, her voice barely above a whisper but dripping with raw adoration. 

“Max,” she murmurs, her hand brushing against my chest as if to anchor herself in the vastness of what I’ve created for her. “You do love me, don’t you? Even with all this power?”

There’s not too much to say.

Camille melts into my kiss like warm wax taking new shape —pliant flesh molded by my hands claiming both her waist and divine right. The crowd's roar vibrates through her ribs into mine, ten thousand throats screaming adoration through glossed lips as their programmatic devotion firmware overwrites any lingering free will.

I pull apart only to answer her once.

“Always,” I growl before crushing my lips to hers in a kiss that steals her breath and leaves her clinging to me like she’d dissolve without my touch.
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Chapter 32:
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Light, fluttering footsteps break the pleasant, well-earned doze I had been enjoying inside the grip of the half-dozen loving arms of my future wives. Around the butte I erected in the middle of the arena, I formed an impromptu residence—really, just a massive marble-floored bedroom with tall ceilings and one of those cool infinity pools on the balcony to fuck Zofia against while she asked me to give her more executive power at Devil Corp. 

The bed is most of the room. It’s easily larger than my old apartment. Some fifty feet away from where Camille and Zofia and Edie doze on me, fucked into euphoric dozes, a brain-wiped Rosamund licks away at Lysandra’s pussy at the foot of the bed.

"Oh. Oh wow. You're real? You're really real. Wow."

The voice is high and light, a sweet melody that fills the air with joy. I open my eyes to gaze upon a small, petite figure floating over the bed. Her skin is pale and her hair is bright blue - wavy and voluminous—cascading down her shoulders like the moonlight reflected off of lake water. Her eyes are an electric purple that radiate mischief and jo.

She's wearing a crimson robe that flares outwards from her hips, revealing a pair of delicate horns on either side of her head as well as two devilish ears.

She's a succubus. One rather less dramatically beautiful than Zofia, but hot all the same. 

"I'm a messenger?" she says, eyeing me with rapturous need. "From like, Devil Corp?"

She steps carefully among the gathered bodies and presents an envelope. I open it and read quickly. 

To The Supreme Creator, it begins, followed by another three pages of honorifics. 

I suppose I do deserve them. And Camille probably already wants me to add more. But I should have them shorten it, yeah?

"It's a declaration of fealty," the succubus explains. “From the joined executives at Devil Corp.”

"Fealty?"

"They want to ensure you do not destroy them, my love."

Camille's sleepy hand wraps around my cock. Perhaps I should be used to it by now, but I'm immediately turned on beyond belief and have trouble thinking of anything but fucking her. Even in the presence of other goddesses, she is my whole heart. 

"They fear you." She kisses my ear, stroking harder. "As they should. As everyone should. They will submit to you." She smiles—a smile that is beyond the beauty of anything else on earth, and that she uses only on me. "And that reminds me. We do have all of my estate to officially hand over to you. Besides the estates of the rest of the world...and you will want to assign governors to manage them. There will be billions in servitude for you."

"Right," I nod. "About that. I mean, do we need serfs?"

"No one needs serfs. That's why owning them is so sexy."

Ugh. She's so impossible to argue with.

“You don’t suppose we could make them happy or anything?”

“Make them happy?” Camille’s grin widens. “Oh, that’s devious. Make the slaves love their own slavery? I can’t imagine anything more cruel. Oh...yes, please...”

"I told you," says the succubus.

Only it's not her. It's Madilyn. Her face, her voice have come through using the succubus as a vessel. The succubus’s body twitches, restrained and frozen in the air, a puppet for Madilyn’s spell.

Sometime in the middle of the night, Madilyn fled. I knew she was fleeing, and I didn’t stop her. Something in me found it much more satisfying to allow her to flee and return...just as she’s returned now, even if it is remotely. 

"I told you that you would be responsible for the suffering of billions.”

"That's just the start," Camille whispers in my ear. "So many more will suffer, just for you. Just for us. Imagine it, my love. Imagine the power. What you deserve..."

"You lost, Madilyn," I say. "So get lost."

"I'm still here," she says. "So you haven't won completely."

I shrug. I'll fix that in time.

“I'm still going to find a way,” she says. “I'm going to destroy everything.”

“Even now that you're in love with me?”

She whimpers. Even mentioning how much she loves me turns her on to no end.

“Especially now. I owe it to you. I can’t let the man I love be evil when I know there’s...there’s goodness inside you.”

That debate is over. 

With a thought, I tug the succubus to the bed and—taking her by the shoulders—force her underneath me. Another thought, another expression of power—I trap Madilyn in the succubus’s form for as long as I would like. Already I can feel her trying to get away, however weakly. Already I can feel her melting beneath my presence, rejoicing that she can’t fight me any longer. 

I embrace her, kiss her. Camille whispers in my ear that I should use the power to break her mind and break it again and again, shattering it until any piece that isn't useful to me is powder. 

Her devotion is unreal; there is no end to the depravities she will sink to so long as it makes me happy and keeps us protected.

But where is the power in destroying a beautiful enemy? An enemy you want for yourself, an enemy who would be a perfect fit for your harem? Madilyn wants to end me; I want to end her desire for the end.

So instead I just kiss Madilyn. I taste the end of the universe on her tongue, and I kiss her harder. 

Not even the end can stop me.

# # #
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