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Prologue: Dread

From the black throne, Fade watched as brutes shoved the queen to her knees. Chains bit her wrists. Diamonds clung to the torn silk that exposed her supple breasts. Two hulking brutes, former Legion shock troopers, flanked her. They pushed the woman down to her knees in front of their new liberator and master: the Dread Sorcerer Fade. The captive girl looked up at Fade, her dark eyes seething behind her crimson locks. A smirk grew across Fade's face. At last, he had the Adearathian Queen. Her insolent husband, Emperor Tarthis, had been a thorn in his side ever since Fade had come to this strange world. He liked this world. It was louder, richer, and  more pliable than the last. In this world, Fade had more wealth and power than he could have imagined.

"Leave us," he said. His eyes flared purple as the command took hold. The brutes hunched to clear the door, their lumbering forms ill-suited to the narrow stone halls of the sorcerer’s tower. Fade noted that his minions had done well to separate the Queen from her escorts. He made a mental note to reward them; a few servant girls each would do. Fade considered himself a kind and fair master. It didn't matter that those under his service were compelled to listen to his every command. To Fade's tremendous disappointment, his words didn’t bend human minds, not faen, not anything that could reason well enough. Even a brute's intellect had to be blunted by magic before they’d obey. He didn't let that limitation stop him from developing other ways to ply dissidents to his will.

"I’m honoured that you have accepted my invitation, Your Majesty." Fade stood up from his throne and descended the smoothly hewed stone stairs towards his captive queen, "Would you prefer I call you Marra?"

The queen clenched her teeth. If looks could kill, hers would have blown a hole through Fade's head.

"No, no, you're right, that is a bit too familiar, we are not that close. No matter. In time, we are going to grow quite close, you and I." Fade circled the queen, his eyes soaking in her figure. "You are quite the proper young woman, I'm sure the Emperor must be very smitten with you." He chuckled wryly.

Silence.

"Nothing? Not even a whimper? I must be losing my touch." Fade sighed as he rubbed the stubble on his face. He loved this part, the gloating, the superiority. Before he came to Adearath, he never could understand why villains would give such long-winded speeches. Turns out victory tastes better explained. "Well, young Marra, after your training, your kind-hearted Tarthis won’t be able to stand the sight of you."

Marra kept quiet, rage still flickering in her eyes.

"Oh come now, don't be like that." He stroked a lock of her hair and bent to her ear. "First, I’ll take you on these steps. Then the brutes will pass your royal pussy around the barracks. Maybe the whole tower, if I’m generous. You may just end up fucking every single person in this tower. Then the real training will begin. Fade groped the queen's exposed breasts. As expected of such a fine woman, they felt tender and inviting.

"You see, I have a friend, a sorcerer just like myself. He has the ability to alter people. I'm sure you have looked at yourself in the mirror and wished for changes. He’ll grant them. Bigger tits. A fatter ass." Fade gave Marra's behind a firm slap. Not a single sound escaped the proud queen's lips. "He will make those wishes a reality. My voice might not be able to warp your mind, but his touch can warp your body."

"While he's at it, I’ll get her to add a few more changes, perhaps a fun new skin colour, cute horns to hold onto while men fuck your mouth. I personally think a tail would do wonders for your self-esteem. You will be my slutty little succubus." Fade traced a pattern on Marra's chest.

"Then, once your mind is broken, and you can't help but obey me, I will turn you into a sorcerer. Just. Like. Me. I will make you stronger than you can imagine.” Fade licked the side of the queen’s face. “Then I will present what you have become to Emperor Tarthis. A defiled, corrupt, and cock-addicted slut."

A crack of fear crossed Marra's otherwise stalwart face.

"In fact, why should we let your poor husband wait to see your transformation?" Fade called in a floating orb of energy, which pointed toward Marra. "Let's record this all for him to cry and jerk off to later."

Fade dragged Marra to the base of the throne room's stairs, her chains nosily clanging along the chamber's floor. His hands greedily tore off her already damaged dress and pulled the queen's hips up to his crotch. Fade unleashed his sizable manhood from his robe and slid it against the queen's entrance. He parted Marra's legs further apart as he positioned her on the stairs to take his whole length. Marra struggled against the chains that bound her—a futile and painful effort. With one hand, Fade gripped the long locks that fell from Marra's head and pulled firmly as he inserted himself into the queen's tight folds.

"So tight, Tarthis isn't as big as me, it seems." Fade taunted as he struggled to fit his full length inside of Marra. She let out a reserved grunt behind gritted teeth. Fade didn't care too much for the comfort of the women he fucked. He only cared for the pleasure they provided him. He continued to pound away at his new toy, enjoying the clap his body made as it slammed against hers. The sound of his enthusiasm propagated outside the throne room. Fade slapped Her Majesty's royal ass as he kept a firm hold on Marra's hair. "Fucking you like this would be so much easier if you had horns."

A grunt came from Marra, this one ever so slightly louder than the last. Her ass and breasts were not to Fade's liking; they were much too slender, much too pure. He would be sure to have her shaped to sluttier specifications.

Foul, sorcerous magic had given Fade supernatural endurance. He used this endurance for his pleasure. Regular orgies with his hosts of captive women. They could last the entire day, often longer. Although the women he fucked didn't have such energy. As they collapsed, new girls would be rotated in to replace the exhausted ones, who were then dragged out. Fade was just getting warmed up. Marra was about to endure a fucking like none she had ever experienced. This assault would last hours.

Marra's back slumped against the stairs. She looked away as Fade pounded into her roughly. After a few minutes, she was huffing. After a whole hour, she went limp. Fade grew complacent about his position, not enjoying Marra's pussy as much as he had an hour earlier. He flipped Marra over, his cock remaining buried inside of her. He flipped over Marra and continued with renewed interest. Her neck was exposed as he pulled back on her hair; her ass was easily slapped.

Fade made sure not to neglect any part of Marra's body; he indulged in squeezing and exploring every inch of her royal curves. During the second hour, she began moaning. During the third hour, her body started to quiver. Exhaustion. Pleasure. She couldn't tell the difference anymore. Fade lost track of time.

"Stop... please." Marra finally spoke, she struggled to say them between her heaving breaths.

"Oh, she can speak." Fade mocked, unrelenting in his motion. "I'll tell you what… I'll stop fucking you if you get down on your knees and use that lovely mouth of yours to suck my cock."

Marra looked over her shoulder. Her eyes were blank, her body softly bouncing from his every thrust. She gave a weak nod.

Fade let out a sinister snicker as he stood up. He pulled the exhausted queen to her knees, "Well, go on then." He slapped his length against Marra's face. Her lips parted as she clumsily took Fade's cock into her mouth. Her technique lacked both experience and enthusiasm.

"Come on, didn't Tarthis teach you how to service a man properly? Put a bit more effort into it," Fade yawned.

Marra picked up speed as she tried her best to make Fade cum. The sooner she made him cum, the sooner this ordeal would be over. She was relying entirely on her lips and tongue as her hands were still chained behind her back. No hands to help build the pleasure.

"This isn't working..." Fade grabbed the back of Marra's head and pushed her mouth all the way down to the base of his shaft. "You should have trained your slut better, Tarthis!" He yelled as he looked at the floating orb.

Marra struggled against his strength. Fade held her down there for what seemed to Marra like an eternity. Spots began to appear in her vision. She was finally allowed to breathe, an extended length of saliva bridging the gap between her mouth and Fade's cock. She gasped as Fade's cock parted from her lips. Fade was surprised that Marra was able to take all of his length; her pussy sure couldn't.

Fade continued to abuse the queen's throat. His cock went in and out of Marra's mouth with vigour. The queen would regret her decision to suck the sorcerer's cock. Her breathing was not hindered when her pussy was being stretched out. Fade was not worried about the queen biting down. She would be swiftly punished by Fade, and then by the brutes waiting outside. Marra had too much sense to do so.

Fade spent the next hour teaching the queen how to breathe correctly whilst slurping. Then, without any warning, Fade released his load into the queen's well-used mouth. Cum flowed into her mouth, followed by more cum, followed by more. Despite the firm seal Fade's shaft made with Marra's lips, Fade's seed began to seep out of the corner of her mouth and spilled over her tits. Fade's volume was like that of a wild beast. Marra released the rest of the load from her mouth when Fade pulled away.

Her entire front was plastered in white.

Drenched in Fade's love.

Defiled.

"Spitting? How rude! A noble woman like yourself should show a bit more decorum." Fade wiped his cock against Marra's cheek. He whistled to the brutes standing guard outside. The two hulks lumbered back in. They took keen notice of the depraved state the queen was in. Their own cocks hardened under their furs.

"Clean her up, then let her rest. In the morning, pass her around. Make sure everyone gets a turn. Don’t bring her back until she knows how to properly suck a cock like the best whore in all of Adearath. But do not damage her. You will not like what will happen to you if she is damaged in any way." Fade's eyes burned purple as he gave the command to the brutes.

As Marra was dragged from the room, her eyes glazed over. She looked forward blankly; she was defeated, she was spoiled. Her eyes didn't move as the brutes locked her away in the highest cell of Fade’s Dread Tower.

Fade strode triumphantly back to his throne; he was satisfied with how the past couple of days had been playing out. He opened a locked container that sat idly on his throne's armrest. He reached in and retrieved a dark tome. A small blue apparition appeared from between its pages.

"Phase one of the plan is going smoothly." Fade smiled.


1: Downfall

Jonathan stretched back on his chair, the glow from his phone illuminating his face. Hiding away to play games in the musty-smelling, poorly lit storeroom had become his most coveted Friday night tradition. It didn't feel nefarious to him. The game shop where he worked was dying anyway. Why would anyone purchase games in person these days? Buying games was mostly handled online anyway. It wasn't his fault if his boss, Mr Checnov, wanted to keep paying him to tend the graveyard. Jonathan's focus drifted back to the game on his phone.

Netorare Emperor, a translated Japanese title, catered to Jonathan's particular proclivities: beautiful women, tactical gameplay and, as its name suggests, sexual promiscuity. Jonathan's character was the powerful and charismatic ruler of the Silken Empire. He had transformed his realm into a paradise through conquest, diplomacy, and the astute use of economics. "If only my lecturers could see me now," he chuckled to himself as he skipped through various lines of repeated dialogue before lingering at a crucial decision point in the game. A messenger had arrived to inform Emperor Jonathan that the much larger Empire of Thorns had amassed its forces on the western border of his lands.

"Shit. Bloody A.I.," Jonathan whispered to himself. A majority of Jonathan's forces were off fighting in the East against the Bandit-King, who had been raiding the Silken Empire’s trade routes for dozens of turns. Jonathan immediately sent one of his diplomats to negotiate with the Emperor of Thorns, Pontilex, to determine his war demands. It was vital for Jonathan to avoid conflict until he was able to defeat the Bandit-King and reposition his eastern forces to face the Empire of Thorns properly. One mistake now would most likely lead to a game over.

A ping heralded the diplomat’s return, Pontilex's reply in hand. Three options appeared on the screen. The first option: "Tribute 500,000 gold pieces," was out of the question; the Silken Empire didn't have that kind of funds available in its treasury and even if it did, giving up such a large sum would cripple the Silken economy. The second option, "Give up 10 territories," was a similarly terrible choice. The 10 territories in question were the most developed in the Silken Empire and were crucial to maintaining the war effort in the East. A smirk appeared across Jonathan's face when he read the final option. "Send Queen Margery to warm my bed."

Queen Margery was Jonathan's in-game wife and shared her name with his actual girlfriend. She even shared a striking resemblance to her, long black hair, a cute, pointed nose, soft cheeks and ample breasts. In the game, she had a high beauty stat and was desired by most of the other non-player characters. 'Well, that's an easy choice.' Jonathan thought as he tapped the third option. Jonathan felt his pants tighten in anticipation of the game's impending sex scene. The screen faded to black.

When the light returned, Queen Margery was on her knees upon a white marble floor. Her delicate purple gown was ripped, her breasts cascading out. She looked up derisively at Pontilex, who was standing naked over her. His broad, muscular shoulders and rugged, scarred body were only outshone by his thick cock. The soldiers and nobles of the Thorn Empire surround the two, watching the scene unfold before them in the Empire of Thorn’s court.

"Behold the Silken slut." Pontilex shouted to the crowd as he grabbed Margery by the hair and pressed the tip of his cock up against her lips. "Open wide." He looked down at the exposed queen between his legs as she reluctantly parted her lips and took Pontilex's girth into her mouth. This wasn't the first time that Jonathan had sent his virtual queen to be subjected to the perversion of the game's events, and if the digital queen had feelings, she would have certainly been pissed. Jonathan slid a hand into his pants and began to stroke himself as Margery enveloped the entire length of Pontilex's cock.

Jonathan's heart raced as he imagined his girlfriend in the queen's place. Despite her beauty, the real Margery was rather frigid and held firmly to her traditional values. Jonathan hadn't yet worked up the courage to tell her about any of his darker perversions, and considering the nature of those perversions, he probably never would. Perhaps in the far future, if he were feeling courageous. For now, this was enough.

A proud roar came from Pontilex as he held the queen down on his cock. Cum began to flow down Margery's throat. Several drops overflowed onto her exposed breasts. She took several gulps to try to down as much of the sticky, warm liquid as she could. "That's a good royal slut." Pontilex encouraged as he stroked the defiled queen's hair. The crowd around them cheered and approached the queen, the same wicked look copied and pasted across their faces. "A good queen must be generous and serve the people." Pontilex continued as the crowd pushed up against her. The scene faded to black once again.

When the soft glow of the mobile's screen shone back into existence, some time had passed in-game. Margery had been stripped completely bare, and her gown lay in a heap beside her. In each of her hands, she handled a stranger's cock. Her tits pushed together as another man violated her breasts, sliding his excited rod between them. Her mounds jiggled with every excited pump. Margery's mouth was dutifully filled by man after man, each one finishing in her mouth. She struggled to gulp down each of their loads. A counter appeared in the top right corner of the screen, keeping track of the number of cumshots she had managed to gulp down.

Jonathan pulled out his cock from his pants and continued to rhythmically stroke it at the sight of his virtual queen being violated by so many men. The storeroom door opened with a loud crack. Jonathan jumped in his chair and smacked his body against the shelving behind him. Several boxes of game discs crashed down onto the wooden floor behind him.

"What the fuck are you doing?" Jonathan looked toward the deep booming voice. It was Mr Checnov.

"I was just... checking my phone-" Jonathan squeaked a response; he had forgotten entirely to cover himself.

"Hide your shame, Mr Night, you’re a disgrace." In the four years Jonathan had worked here, not once had Mr Checnov ever called him by his first name. It was always Mr Night, or more regularly, “boy.” Jonathan hastily shoved his member back into his pants.

"Mr Checnov, I can ex-" Jonathan's plea was cut short.

"Why were you masturbating during work hours?" Mr Checnov peered at the mobile phone screen, which was awkwardly tilted towards him.

"Gangbang porn?” Mr Checnov looked closer and saw the floating name of Margery above the naked queen on the screen. “Isn’t that your girlfriend's name?". Jonathan quickly tucked his phone into his pocket.

'Fuck.'

"Well, it’s-" Jonathan could barely get a word out before being interrupted once again.

"No, boy, I don't want to hear it. Get your things and go. Don't bother coming in tomorrow either." There was a tone of finality to Mr Checnov's words. Jonathan did his best to compose himself before he exited the storeroom.

'Fuck!'


2: Creation

Clunk. Jonathan's head slammed against his keyboard. It didn’t take long for word to spread about his new unemployment status. Discretion was not one of Mr Checnov's virtues. It was as if the whole world knew of Jonathan's minor storeroom indiscretion. Pervert, sexual deviant, the backroom beef buffer, these were just a few of the names he had been called. That last one might have been funny had it not been for the circumstances.

Margery had taken the scandal particularly poorly. She had initially envisioned Jonathan as a rather plain person, with rather plain desires that matched his rather plain face. Someone nonthreatening she could bring home to her strict parents. All of this she had explained to Jonathan in an excruciatingly uncomfortable chat, which had ended with Jonathan's 'newly single' status. Word of that status had also spread fast. He was single and a social pariah. Even Jonathan's own sister had been avoiding his calls.

Clunk. Jonathan's head started to throb. He decided that he had punished his keyboard and his head long enough. Standing up from his computer desk, he surveyed his bedroom. The cramped space had an assortment of empty drink cans and takeout containers haphazardly scattered across his floor and desk. He did his best to avoid looking at the small mirror hanging on his wall. The last time he checked, a thin layer of stubble had begun to overtake his face, and his eyes looked like the heavy sacks underneath them were pulling them down. He stretched out his lanky figure and let out a determined grunt.

'Alright, enough moping.' Jonathan felt a little lighter as he began to gather up the clutter around his room. He would sort out his messed-up room, then start sorting out his messed-up life.

A sudden flash of light came from Jonathan's computer screen, followed by a strange trumpeting jingle from his speakers. 'Odd,' Jonathan thought, he was sure he had powered off his monitor when he started cleaning. The screen showed Jonathan's email, one new message waiting for him. 'I must have left it open.' He thought as he approached the monitor to turn it off again, the email could wait until later. Then again, it wasn't like the mess was going anywhere. He hesitated as he glanced at the message's subject line:

Live without fear.

"The hell?" Jonathan went to mark the email as spam. He squinted as he checked the message's sender. It was from Isekguy Studios, the creators of Netorare Emperor. Jonathan sighed and checked the email. Isekguy Studios was known for sending out quirky special offers, and Jonathan was a sucker for a good deal. "This better not be spam."

To: Jonathan Night

From: Isekguy Studios

Subject: Live without fear.

Congratulations! You have been accepted to join the closed beta for Live Without Fear—a brand-new experience in the world of roleplaying from Isekguy Studios. Delve into a fantasy world where you can be yourself without judgment! Our state-of-the-art artificial intelligence directs player-driven emergent storytelling and gameplay. This game is unlike anything you have ever seen and is a great way to relax and escape from your plain and socially awkward life. As this is a closed beta, we expect a few bugs that we hope you can help us squash. Click HERE to sign our NDA and create your character today.

'Plain and socially awkward life?' Jonathan pondered 'That's an odd way of putting it. I don't think people enjoy being called plain or socially awkward, regardless of how accurate the statement may be. The marketing guys really dropped the ball on that one.' At the bottom of the email was a scantily clad girl with long pointed ears and blonde hair that flowed over her transparent, unbuttoned robe and down to her waist.

A tattoo that resembled a bulbous lily emanated a light-purple glow from her chest. It definitely looked like Jonathan's kind of game, but something about this email seemed off. He didn't remember signing up for the Isekguy closed beta mailing list. A quick internet search confirmed that the sender's email address was legitimate. It was an official Isekguy Studio promotional email. That put Jonathan's mind at ease; maybe they had just noticed his playtime and thought he would be a good candidate to test their new game.

'What the hell, why not?' Jonathan clicked the hyperlink and proceeded. He scrolled past the enormous wall of fine print that appeared shortly after. 'Accept... Accept... Accept...' All fine print was essentially the same, so he didn't waste his time on it. A few minutes later, he had finally landed on the character creation screen. It was surprisingly sparse. Only three fields: name, gender, special ability, and an image of a character that looked eerily like him.

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. Usually, he was fairly uninteresting with his character names, preferring to use just "Jonathan" or "Jon." He liked to self-insert into the game’s world, and it helped him feel connected to the character he played—no reason to change it up now. Jonathan entered "Jonathan" as his character name.

"ERROR: Please do not use your real name." The character creation screen complained in a high-pitched robotic staccato.

"Urgh, alright." They must have had Jonathan's name on file somewhere. He tried entering "Jon".

"ERROR: name too short. Try again." The robotic voice blurted.

Jonathan spent several minutes trying different variations of his name, each one returning error after error. Stubbornly, he continued until the system accepted a name that he entered, "Jonn Nightmare".

"Fine. NAME ACCEPTED..." The game conceded.

Jonathan chuckled at the character screen's belligerence. He imagined that a significant amount of coding went into making the screen snarky, hard work that might have been lost on the regular player. He wondered why the game wouldn't let him use his own name. Perhaps it was a privacy thing? The username he ultimately chose was somewhat pretentious.

'Nightmare, what am I twelve? I hope other players don't think I am weird.' Jonathan paused as it dawned on him that he didn't really know anything about the game he was about to play. Was it even multiplayer? Maybe it was just a solo experience, and he would be able to avoid the embarrassment of interacting with other humans with such an edgy username.

The following information box was easy. Gender. Male.

"Are you sure? Playing as a female might be an enlightening experience." The character creation screen chimed in.

'Nope.' Jonathan didn't really play games as a female lead when given a choice. It was probably for the same reason he named most of his characters after himself, or perhaps it was just due to a lack of imagination. Jonathan rarely pondered that thought. Besides, who would want to play as a female called Jonn Nightmare? They should have put the gender question first.

That left Jonathan with a single field remaining to fill in, the special ability. This time, it was a categorised drop-down menu. There were a hefty number of abilities listed, ranging from superhuman strength to teleportation to the use of powerful in-game artefacts. 'Balancing this game must be a nightmare.' He shook his head at his unintentional wordplay.

He scrolled down until he reached the final category, sexual abilities. ’Here we go.’ He browsed this category with more care than the others. One ability in particular stood out: Arousal Control. The ability to heighten or lower the sexual arousal levels of nearby characters. 'Perfect'. As he selected it, Jonathan's thoughts wandered to how he could use this ability, making some unsuspecting NPC girl fall, hot and bothered in the middle of a crowded street, unable to hold back the urge to touch herself. He hoped that the game allowed for this particular fetish, but considering it was from Isekguy Studios, it almost certainly did.

"SPECIAL ABILITY ACCEPTED, you pervert. Initiating." The computer said in a mocking monotone.

Jonathan's room was immediately plunged into darkness. 'A power short?' Jonathan groaned at the thought of having to redo the whole character creation process. But wait, it shouldn't have been pitch black. It was only the afternoon; there should still have been daylight coming from outside. An intense wave of white light enveloped Jonathan's body as the room around him peeled away into nothingness, leaving Jonathan alone in a vast sea of white. The light began to dim as the scent of beer, cooked meat, and the hearty warmth of a fire overwhelmed his senses.

"Where am I?"


3: Inquiry

The tavern bustled with life. Scantily clad waitresses bounced from table to table, taking orders and supplying rowdy patrons with beverages. The light in the room was faint, mostly coming from the candles scattered among the dozen or so round wooden tables and the moonlight that shone in through the windows. This was an odd place that Jonathan had found himself in. The patrons' clothes were downright bizarre. The style looked old, but the colours were vibrant. It was as if Jonathan had walked into a fantasy cosplay convention where he didn't recognise any of the characters. Swords, daggers, and other weaponry hung from the belts of many of the rougher-looking customers.

"At the Greedy Mead Tavern!" A young voice had cut through Jonathan's stunned state. He looked over to observe the source of the voice with a slack-jawed expression. She was a comely girl, slim and tall. Her white frilly waitress uniform exposed her midriff, and her nipples were clearly erect under the thin fabric of her top.

"E- Excuse me?" Jonathan stuttered, uncertain.

"You are at the Greedy Mead Tavern. Home to the finest mead in all of Cliffside. What can I get for you, sir?" the waitress said the clearly rehearsed line.

"Give me a moment to think." Jonathan stalled as he attempted to regain his bearings.

"As you wish, sir, I'll come back in a little bit." The waitress left and headed back to the bar on the far side of the room. A clearly intoxicated patron promptly slapped the girl's fine ass as she passed him. She let out a soft squeal and continued on her way. Thinking about it, Jonathan could have sworn that the waitress had pointed ears. Jonathan shook his head vigorously. Maybe he had given himself a concussion from whacking it against his computer keyboard one too many times, or perhaps he had dozed off in his chair, and this was all some really lucid fever dream. Everything was too fantastical for it to be real. The last thing Jonathan remembered was a great flash of light. Maybe he was struck by lightning, and this was a hallucination at death's door. In reality, he was still twitching, lightly toasted on the floor of his bedroom. No, that wasn't it. He could feel the warmth emanating from a nearby fireplace, and he could smell the lofting aroma of meat air. If this was a dream, it was unlike any dream he’d had before.

Jonathan looked down and saw that he was still wearing what he had remembered—a black novelty t-shirt with a twenty-sided die that read "critical failure" and comfortable elastic-waisted pants. If people cared enough to pay attention to him, he would have been quite conspicuous. A faint purple light seeped out from the top of Jonathan's shirt. He peeked down his shirt’s neck and discovered the source. The light was coming from a bulbous lily tattoo on his chest. Hadn’t he seen that same tattoo on the girl in the email from Isekguy Studios?

‘Isekguy Studios! That's right, I was filling in the character creation form and then...’ Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck as he tried to remember what had happened between creating his character and arriving at this tavern. He was coming up blank. He noticed something heavy in his pocket. He reached in and drew out a small leather-bound book. Engraved on the front in a flowing script were the words ‘Live Without Fear: A Guidebook’. Jonathan curiously pawed at the book, looking for anything else on the cover. There was no author and no blurb on the back, just a drawing of a compass. There was nothing to give him an idea of what the book was about. 'Only one way to find out.' He began to open the book.

A loud crack sounded as the front doors of the tavern slammed open. A half-dozen men clad in chainmail armour burst through the door. Jonathan eyed the curved blades and diamond-shaped shields they held. The chatter hushed, and an eerie silence filled the room. The armoured men parted into two files as a woman emerged from behind them.

She was immaculate, whilst smaller in height than the men that flanked her, the way she carried herself made her seem taller. Her tight black and red robe hugged her curves, pushing her breasts up towards her low-cut lace trim V-neck that allowed for ample cleavage. Her skin looked soft and supple. Long silver hair trailed behind her as she forcefully strode to the front of the formation, a long shimmering spear in hand. Jonathan squinted as he inspected the woman's face. Except for her silver hair, she looked exactly like his ex-girlfriend, Margery, albeit a very confident and deadly-looking version of Margery.

"I, Zigarete Silverspear, by the power of the Adearathian Emperor, Tarthis the Third, hereby place all sorcerers in this establishment under arrest." The woman announced in a forceful yet melodic tone.

An older man got up from his table and started to run towards the tavern's bar. A purple glowing bulbous lily was clearly visible on the man's chest, seeping through his shirt. Zigarete hurled her silver spear towards the man. It skewered him, pinning his body to the tavern's wall. The man let out a harsh scream before his body went limp. Zigarete motioned to one of the armoured men to check the body.

"He has the Mark of the Sorcerer, Grand Inquisitor." The man replied after removing the spear.

'Fuck', Jonathan's heart raced. That man had the same markings on his chest as he did. He quickly surveyed the tavern for an exit. Jonathan could only see one doorway out, the front entrance, and considering the number of soldiers between him and it, that way was out of the question. The armoured men spread out and started forcefully checking the chests of patrons. Time was running out. Jonathan spotted an open window behind him, away from the advancing soldiers. His body moved before his brain, and he hurled himself through the opening. He landed ungraciously on the hard, cobbled ground on the other side. Something sharp had cut into his arm during the fall. Pain shot up Jonathan's arm whilst blood trickled down it.

'No time to worry about that, I need to get out of here.' Jonathan clenched his arm as he ran down the narrow street. The buildings on either side of him, in a lot of ways, mimicked the look of the people in the tavern. They were rustic yet vibrant. He had seen similar-styled buildings as displays in Renaissance fairs and possibly a few in drawings, but those had a dull, washed-out look. The buildings around Jonathan felt alive with colour even in the dim moonlight.

"After him!" Jonathan heard Zigarete's voice cry as he fled. He darted down a narrow alleyway that shot off from the main road. He found himself dodging and sliding through a maze of interconnected back roads littered with inconveniently placed junk. It hadn't taken long before Jonathan found himself completely disoriented. He could still hear the footsteps of those pursuing him, but they were starting to grow faint. After a few more frantic minutes of running, Jonathan found himself at a dead end. He took a moment to regain his breath; this was the most running Jonathan had done in a very long time.

"Stay right where you are, beast." A melodic voice shouted from behind him.

Jonathan turned around to see Zigarete blocking his escape, spear in hand and as imposing as she had been in the tavern. Jonathan, on the other hand, looked even more dishevelled than he did before jumping out of the tavern's window.

"Don't hurt me, I’m unarmed." Jonathan pleaded. He didn't much like the idea of ending up as a human shish kebab.

"Are you trying to deceive me? A sorcerer is never unarmed." Zigarete approached, spearhead pointed toward him. "Turn around and place your hands behind your back."

Jonathan complied and took the time to study the area, looking for some way to escape his predicament. Fortunately, Zigarete was by herself and with a bit of luck, he might be able to overpower her. Considering the strength with which she threw her spear earlier, she wouldn't be a pushover. Jonathan continued to survey the area, but nothing of use stood out, just boarded-up houses and a dead-end alley. He felt Zigarete grab his wrist from behind. His time had run out.

"Holy goddess, yes, yes!" Zigarete moaned suddenly. Jonathan was not expecting such lewd noises to come out of her; she must really love her job. Perplexed, Jonathan looked over his shoulder to see Zigarete on her knees. Her face was flushed with passion, and her lustful silver eyes looked up into Jonathan's. She pulled at Jonathan's wrist as her spear dropped to the ground beside her.

"I need your cock." Zigarete cooed. She grabbed at Jonathan’s pants. The elastic made it easy for them to be pulled down, revealing Jonathan's member. It was somewhat awake from a mixture of arousal and fear. Jonathan stood stunned, uncertain what to make of the situation as Zigarete's warm mouth welcomed his cock inside her. She maintained eye contact, her eyes piercing into Jonathan as she slid the entirety of his member down her throat.

"I have never tasted a sorcerer's cock before," Zigarete said as she came up for air. Her hand started to forcefully, and rhythmically, stroke Jonathan's now very erect member.

'What is going on?' Jonathan dared not interrupt Zigarete's passion. Although she looked just like Margery, she was clearly better at giving head than Margery ever could. Zigarete began to touch herself as she went back down on Jonathan's manhood. She paid special attention to the head, sweetly kissing it and running her tongue around the tip. Enjoying the pleasure he was receiving, and despite his confusion, Jonathan decided to go with it. He placed his hand on the back of Zigarete's head and guided her up and down his length.

"Yes, use my mouth," Zigarete demanded.

Those words were all Jonathan could take; he unloaded into her mouth, filling it up with his warm cum. She looked up and maintained her gaze as she swallowed down every last drop. After a contented sigh, Zigarete promptly collapsed to the ground next to her weapon. Jonathan leaned down and nudged her; she was out cold. Jonathan hastily pulled up his pants and grabbed Zigarete's spear. He took one last puzzled look at his ex-girlfriend's doppelganger before hightailing it into the night. He didn't know what had just happened, but he wasn't going to stick around to find out.


4: Guide

The night air sent a shiver down Jonathan's spine. He had hunkered down in the corner of an abandoned building that he stumbled across whilst escaping the stab-happy Inquisitor and her armoured buddies. The house wasn't much to look at. The furniture lay in heaps on the floor, the wooden walls were rotten, and a pungent stench of mould wafted around him. Jonathan would not be leaving a positive Yelp review.

The nagging pain in Jonathan's arm was starting to fade. He had fashioned a bandage by tearing off the bottom half of his shirt and securely fastening it around the open wound on his arm. The cut was shallow, and fortunately, the bleeding had stopped. He never thought he would be thankful for that mandatory first-aid course his boss, Mr Checnov, made him take—the old bastard.

Zigarete's spear lay against the wall next to Jonathan. It glimmered, providing a dim illumination to the destitute room. It was unlike any metal Jonathan had ever seen. Along the weapon's surface, silver lines shimmered and flowed like waves in the ocean. It was also surprisingly light and easy to manoeuvre, to the point where Jonathan was worried that the spear would break if he swung it too hard. Hopefully, it would hold up if he were ever cornered again. It was about time to wake up from this bizarre dream; he was very much done with it. Any moment now. But with every second Jonathan spent in the cold, broken house, he grew less and less sure that the things he had been experiencing were merely hallucinations. Everything was too visceral. If only he knew what the hell was going on.

Jonathan remembered the leather-bound book in his pocket. He pulled it out and reread the title. "Live Without Fear: Guidebook". The title was somewhat ironic. Ever since he had arrived in this place, all he had felt was fear, well, fear and confusion. He placed the tome on his lap and opened it.

"Hello! Jonn Nightmare!" A high-pitched staccato voice greeted Jonathan.

A six-inch semi-transparent blue figure popped out from between the guidebook's pages. It was the same character that Jonathan had seen at the bottom of the email from Isekguy Studios—a slender girl with pointed ears and a semi-transparent, unbuttoned robe.

"Welcome to Live Without Fear. I'm Lily, your guide." She curtsied.

"Guide? What do you mean? Where am I?" Jonathan looked down, puzzled at the little blue girl.

"You’re in Cliffside, the largest port city in the Adearathian Empire!" Lily said unhelpfully.

"No, I mean... How did I get here?" Jonathan asked.

"You signed up to be here!" Lily said confidently as she materialised an extended length of parchment that she proceeded to read.

"I, the player— That's you by the way. Agree to forfeit my life in the earthly realm and be relocated to the unearthly realm of Adearath— You clicked accept to all this." Lily showed Jonathan the parchment and pointed to a small, marked checkbox at the bottom, labelled 'I ACCEPT.'

"Forfeit my life?" Jonathan said nervously. "Am I dead?"

"You look pretty alive to me. Maybe not the sharpest quill in the goose, though." Lily said offhandedly.

Jonathan noticed writing on the pages underneath the girl's feet. He read the pages through Lily's transparent blue form.

Name: Jonn Nightmare

Age: 22

Gender: Male

Occupation: Sorcerer

Special Abilities:

Arousal Control - The ability to heighten or lower the sexual arousal levels of nearby characters. To use this ability, touch the person you wish to target after chanting "erectus" (to heighten their sexual arousal level) or "conievo" (to lower their sexual arousal level). The default setting, if no words are chanted, is to heighten the target's sexual arousal. WARNING: Exposure to the player's semen whilst in "erectus" mode may cause the target to lose conscientiousness temporarily. You may alter this ability through magical means. With the use of the null—

Lily waved both her hands in Jonathan's face. "Hey! It is rude to read through someone you know." Lily pouted.

"Um, right. Sorry." Jonathan apologised as he rubbed the back of his neck.

"I mean, it is bad enough that I got stuck with a pervert that couldn't even think of a good name. You could at least listen to me when I am trying to help." Lily grew more frustrated.

"Pervert? You are the one barely covering your tits." Jonathan pointed at the open robe of the blue girl.

"It's called fashion, you commoner!" Lily stomped her foot on the guidebook's pages. "Anyway! I am here to answer any and all questions you may have. Be aware, I can only manifest myself for a few minutes a day, so make sure to ask what you want promptly." Lily smiled and waited for Jonathan's response.

"That limit seems arbitrarily unnecessary." Jonathan quipped.

"Time is ticking," Lily stated.

"Alright, how do I get home?" Jonathan asked.

"You can't." Lily grinned.

"What do you mean I can't?" Jonathan started to raise his voice.

"I mean that you are unable to return home to Earth. No takebacks. It was in the contract you agreed to as a beta tester."

"What am I supposed to do now then?" Jonathan banged his head against the wall behind him out of frustration.

"Whatever you want to! The whole world is yours to explore. A world way more interesting than the boring place you came from. I would suggest you do your best to stay alive, though. While this world holds a lot of wondrous things, some of those things are likely to try and kill you, and we don't have any methods of resurrecting someone from the dead." Lily started to fade away.

"Oh! It seems we're already out of time. Check back with me tomorrow after I have had a chance to recharge. Also, at the back of the guidebook, you will find ten crowns that you can use to buy food and get started in this world. Whatever you do, you should definitely—" Lily vanished.

"My own personal tutorial fairy. Just great." Jonathan sighed.

Jonathan flipped to the back of the guidebook and retrieved the ten rounded coins nestled in a pocket attached to the inside of the rear cover. In the centre of each silver coin, a royal crown was embossed. Around the edge of the coins read the words "For the Empire, for the Emperor.". He stashed the coins into his pants’ pocket and put away the book.

Sunlight peeked over the top of the buildings and through the shattered window beside Jonathan. He leaned back and closed his eyes. It had been a long day. He needed a moment.


5: Report

Zigarete stood before the immense, intricately carved stone doors leading to Emperor Tarthis's Cliffside lodgings. Not too long ago, it was rare for the emperor to travel, especially for an extended period of time. He had everything that he needed in Heartland, the capital of the Adearathian Empire. His Imperial Palace was the largest and most extravagant building in the known world. Artworks framed in pure gold lined every inch of the palace walls, and servants waited on the emperor’s every whim. There had been no reason to leave. That all changed when Emperor Tarthis' wife, Marra, was captured and corrupted by the Dread Sorcerer Fade. 

Sorcery had always been outlawed in the Empire; it was unwise for those in power to let such dangerous people run about, but it wasn't until the emperor had seen what Fade had done to his precious queen, how her body and mind had been corrupted and warped, that the emperor decreed that all sorcerers must be cleansed. Thus began a grand inquisition to rid Adearath of the sorcerous scourge once and for all. The emperor desired to witness this cleansing firsthand, and it fell on Zigarete to lead that effort in Cliffside.

"The emperor will see you now." The royal guard announced as he pushed open the doors with his diamond shield.

The chamber was of suitable indulgence to house the emperor. An inordinate number of golden decorations lined the outer edges of the room, and even though the chamber was significant in size, it felt crowded with the wealth that was on open display. A long white carpet with gold trim led down the centre of the camber to an ornate, gem-encrusted throne. It was not as grandiose as the royal throne in Heartland, but it was nevertheless dazzling. Upon the throne, Tarthis sat naked, his lean, muscular body exposed. Zigarete thought he was a rather attractive man; she liked the emperor’s gentle features and short, blonde hair, but his excessive hedonism had soured his appeal in Zigarete’s eye. Upon the emperor, a dusky red southern girl sat, naked and in ecstasy. Her hips rolled against the emperor's lap as she was penetrated by his royal sceptre. Tarthis was firmly pulling back on the southerner's hair as his hand explored her perky breasts and brushed against her pierced nipples.

Zigarete strode confidently down the white carpet that led towards the throne. She placed a clenched fist over her heart, saluting the emperor. This sexual display wasn't an unusual sight; in recent times, most female subjects who spent any amount of time with the emperor were often subject to his carnal desires. The girl currently pleasuring Tarthis was an ashborn ambassador from the Red Isles. An archipelago of islands that held the largest iron mines under the empire's dominion. It looked as if next season's tax negotiations were shaping up to be quite generous for the Islanders.

"For the Empire, for the emperor!" Zigarete shouted with zeal.

Tarthis bent the ambassador down parallel to the ground, her hips continued to rhythmically grind up and down the length of his cock.

"Ah, Grand Inquisitor, I have been expecting you. Are you ready to give your report?" Tarthis's smooth voice seemed unaffected by his sexual activities. He had a knack for multitasking.

"Yes, my emperor." Zigarete stood firmly at attention as she continued. "The Inquisition was able to track down a total of five sorcerers hiding throughout Cliffside this week. One was found in the catacombs underneath the city and was promptly eliminated after he threatened us with the use of magical force. Two were eliminated in last night's tavern raids, and two were apprehended trying to leave Cliffside on a spice merchant's vessel. They are currently locked up in Cliffside's dungeon." Zigarete favoured brevity in her reports. As did the emperor.

"Excellent!" The emperor firmly slapped the ass of the ambassador riding him. "That's the most successful day we have had in months. Good work, Grand Inquisitor, your emperor is pleased." The Red Isle's ambassador let out a moan as the emperor continued having his way with her. "Have the two sorcerers thoroughly interrogated and unbranded. If either of them is female, give them to the city guard as a token of appreciation for their hard work. Otherwise, put them to hard labour."

Zigarete held her tongue about the final piece of the report until the emperor was done with his praises. It was dangerous to interrupt Tarthis, especially when bearing bad news. "Yes, of course, Your Majesty, the men will be grateful.” She paused. “There is one final thing to report."

"Go on," Tarthis said expectantly.

"One sorcerer is still on the run and is being hunted as we speak. He managed to escape from last night's raid on the tavern. " Zigarete did her best to hold back the disappointment in her voice. "A male sorcerer wearing odd black and grey clothing eluded capture and fled into the lower district."

The emperor rose to his feet, and the ambassador fell from his lap, stumbling to the ground in front of the throne. She quickly scrambled to make sure the emperor's cock was not left unattended, promptly stroking and sucking on Tarthis's length as he spoke. "There is still a sorcerer on the run? How did he escape?"

"I’m uncertain, Your Majesty. I had him cornered. As I was about to apprehend him, he used some manner of mind control magic to disable me before..." Zigarete paused. "Violating my mouth and rendering me unconscious. When I awoke, he had fled… with the Spear of Narcese."

"You were careless." The emperor stated coldly. "And your carelessness has empowered a dangerous criminal with an old realm artefact. Let us hope he doesn't know how to wield its full power."

"Yes, Your Majesty. We have patrols searching the entire Cliffside area as we speak. I will make sure to apprehend and eliminate him for the good of the Empire." Zigarete replied, fervour dripping from her mouth.

"You'd better, if you can't do your job, I will find someone who can, and you will find yourself doing tasks for which you may be better suited. It would be a shame for a talented woman such as yourself to end up as a bed warmer to the royal guard or even a pleasure slave for the Brute Legion. I needn't remind you what happened to your predecessor, Grand Inquisitor Aurra". Tarthis gripped the ambassador's hair and pulled her lips off his length. He maintained eye contact with Zigarete as he came over the ambassador's face and breasts. "You are dismissed. Both of you."

The Red Isles ambassador quickly excused herself without cleaning her face or covering her body. She brushed past Zigarete, avoiding eye contact. Zigarete stood stunned for a moment, taking in Emperor Tarthis's words. Her predecessor, Inquisitor Aurra, was a mighty and beautiful warrior; she had taken Zigarete under her wing and looked out for her throughout her months of brutal Inquisitorial training. She was strong, attractive, and kind. Zigarete had always looked up to her. Right until it was discovered that she had been aiding sorcerers instead of apprehending them. She had snuck countless sorcerers out of the empire and away from the justice they deserved. As punishment, she was stripped of her rank and sent to the Brute Legion as a pleasure slave, where she, to this day, spends her time tending to the savage humanoid soldiers’ needs. Raising their morale and, in time, breeding more forces for the legion. Zigarete was determined not to succumb to the same fate.

Zigarete saluted, fist clenched over her heart. "For the Empire, for the emperor," she announced and took her leave. She was going to find the sorcerer that humiliated her and bring Tarthis his head.


6: Aurra

The tent was musty, but at least it was warm. Grand Inquisitor Aurra, or rather, former Grand Inquisitor Aurra, lay exposed entirely on the fur carpet that lined the floor.

"The least they could have done was give me a bed." She sighed. She blew a strand of her long, blue hair out of her face. This all would have been avoided if she had been more careful. If she had just left that sorcerer girl behind. But no, she had gotten sentimental, and that was her undoing. It didn’t take long before the emperor got word of what she had been up to. After that, her fate was sealed.

A Brute Legion pleasure slave. Believe it or not, that was the euphemistic term. Women sent to the legion were little more than breeding stock. Their bodies used to bolster the ever-increasing number of brutes. For what purpose, Aurra couldn’t fathom, it is not like there were any enemies left in Adearath to conquer. Perhaps Tarthis had now set his goals on those lands across the Burning Sea. Either way, Aurra didn’t care; she had done well, and she had lost count of the number of lives she was able to save from the emperor’s wrath.

The flaps to the tent opened, and the Legion’s commander entered. Brutes, by their very nature, were big, but this one stood a head taller than most. Even in the oversized tent that was built specifically for his kind, he had to lower his head to enter. He looked down at Aurra, licking his lips as he unfastened his plate armour. Before long, the commander was completely bare, the scars that covered his body showing off the story of his various battles and his inhuman-sized cock standing at full mast. Aurra didn’t bother to try to retreat; she had too much pride for that. Besides, there was nowhere to run. Despite his immense size and strength, she was pretty sure she could kill the commander. She would just need to hit the right pressure points, stunning him enough that she could grab his weapon, which lay on the floor next to his armour. It would ultimately prove to be futile. Outside, there were hundreds of other brutes, multitudes more than she could handle. She would endure. Bide her time.

The commander knelt over Aurra, his cock resting heavily on her chest. Aurra’s usually ample-sized breasts were dwarfed by the brute’s colossal member. The commander pushed together his captive’s mounds, enveloping the sides of his cock. Aurra felt the rod pulsating as it slid against her. She looked away and let the commander continue his business. From the sounds he was making, it was clear that the brute was enjoying her tits. Aurra thought that it was likely an oddity for the brutes to receive a woman with such a full figure as hers. The slender women they were used to probably didn’t have large enough tits to make fucking them worth it.

The commander trailed his cock down between Aurra's legs. Whilst it was big, it did seem like it could still fit inside her with a bit of effort. However, without lubrication, it was going to be a struggle. Aurra had to think long-term. She gently placed her hand on the commander’s chest.

“Please, wait.” She said in her best passive voice. Brutes didn’t like strong women. Aurra ran her hand down from the brute’s chest to the base of his shaft and guided it towards her mouth. There was no way she was letting that thing go inside of her without making it wet. She began to lick the entire length of the commander’s cock, doing her best not to think about it. This was purely for practical reasons. Several moments later, she felt like she had done a sufficient job. As she went to allow the brute to continue, Aurra felt his hand on the back of her head. He didn’t seem satisfied with just licking. He plunged as much of his cock as he could into the former Grand Inquisitor’s mouth. She could barely fit; her jaw was as wide open as it could go. She could taste the commander’s precum that was beginning to drip from his tip. Aurra couldn’t help but let out muffled noises of resistance.

When she was finally allowed back up for air, the respite was short-lived. The commander immediately brought his cock back down between Aurra’s thighs and pushed at her entrance. It was struggling to go in. Aurra did her best to relax her hips and widen her legs to accommodate the girth; struggling against it would only cause her more difficulties. That seemed to do the trick. The brute’s length delved into Aurra’s depths. She couldn’t help but feel a bit surprised that it actually was able to fit inside her. Impressed even? Aurra was no stranger to having someone between her legs, but this was the largest she had ever taken in. She let out a stifled grunt as the commander began his rhythmic thrusting. 

The commander's motions were forceful; it was a bit of an awkward situation for Aurra, as she had always enjoyed her lovers being rough with her. She found herself feeling tinges of pleasure. This was followed immediately by guilt for enjoying herself, even if the small amount of pleasure she was feeling was unintentional. She wrapped her legs around the commander’s body, finding it the most comfortable position for them. More and more, Aurra found the thrusts becoming pleasurable. She couldn’t believe her own masochistic tendencies. She found herself breathing heavily from each thrust, but before Aurra was genuinely able to start enjoying herself, she felt the commander unload his seed inside of her. When the brute pulled away and stood up, the liquid that had filled Aurra began to spill out. Aurra thought it would have been odd for her to be disappointed, so she pushed that thought to the recesses of her mind.

Without a word, the commander redressed and left the tent. A minute later, another brute entered, this one with the regalia of a lieutenant. With the same fervour as his commander, he undressed and entered Aurra’s pussy. Fortunately for Aurra, the lieutenant’s cock was a bit smaller than his commander’s. Unfortunately for Aurra, the lieutenant's cock felt a lot better than his commanders. Her unenthusiastic grunts were beginning to resemble pleasurable moans. Just like his commander, the lieutenant finished inside of Aurra, his cum mixing with his superior’s, and just like his commander, he left without a word.

Aurra looked up through the flaps of the tent from her prone position in the middle of the floor. There was a long line for her.


7: Market

The heat of the midday sun beat down upon Jonathan's face as sweat dripped from his forehead. He was bruised, hungry, and exhausted. As far as Jonathan could tell, he was stuck here, and it was about time he started surviving. He looked out into the bustling market square in front of him. Hundreds of people flowed between the stalls, buying and selling an assortment of goods, equipment, and other oddities. Perhaps he could find some decent clothes that weren't in tatters or, at the very least, find something to eat. Jonathan had scoured his previous hideout for something to wear that didn't make him look like a daytime TV car crash victim, but had only found a large burlap sack. He opted to use the burlap sack to hide his newly acquired spear. He didn't want the strange weapon to draw any unwanted attention.

Jonathan waded through the sea of people. Most of the crowd seemed familiar enough, an assortment of men and women of all ages going about their business, but now and then Jonathan would get a glimpse of some bizarre-looking person with fiery red skin, or some elf analog with pointed ears and sharp features. The market patron was a figure that towered above the masses, almost twice the size of those around him. He had bulky muscles, barely hidden by his furs and chiselled jawline, sharp enough to cut the skyline. The ground shook as he lumbered about. 'Better not get in the way of that guy.' Jonathan thought as he journeyed far away from the giant's path and toward a nearby clothing stand.

The stand was lined with garbs of all shapes and sizes. Almost all of them were of the same medieval designs as the people around him. They were all completely oversaturated with colour. The people here were into bright, tacky clothing. Jonathan cycled through the clothes rack, looking for something that would obscure his face, preferably something with a hood. He picked out the only piece of dark clothing that he could find. The cloak was a deep and dreamy midnight blue, complete with a riding hood that would work well to hide his face. After a few more minutes of searching through the various racks, he collected the blandest shirt and pair of pants that he could find. Both were a dull off-blue colour and made of rough fabric. He approached the flamboyantly dressed middle-aged man running the stand.

"How much for these?" Jonathan asked, handing his selection to the shopkeeper.

"The shirt and pants are 40 bits each, the cloak is 200." The man said as he rifled through the garments.

Jonathan's eyes widened, he had no idea what a ‘bit’ was, he didn't know the value of the coins he had on him. Lily, the annoying blue fairy, had called the coins he had “crowns”. He really hoped that each one of them was worth more than a 'bit'. He pulled out a crown from his pocket to examine it.

"Whoa, big spender, are we? Got anything smaller than a crown? I got to keep change on hand, you know." The merchant twiddled his moustache as he spied the coin.

"Uh, no, sorry. This is all I have." Jonathan handed over the coin to the man. The merchant sighed as he opened up the small fur pouch attached to his belt. He counted out various square and triangle-shaped coins and handed them over to Jonathan in a separate coin pouch.

"There you go, my dear boy, 710 bits. I charged you 10 for the pouch. Next time, you would do best to carry around some change with you. Flashing crowns around is a sure way to draw attention from the wrong kinds of people." The man lectured. "Where are you from anyway? You aren't wearing any sort of clothing I've ever seen before."

"Ah." Jonathan hesitated. "I’m from a faraway place, you probably haven't heard of it."

"Try me," the merchant insisted. "I've travelled all over Adearath."

"Gotham." Jonathan spurted out the first place that came to mind.

"Goth-am?" The merchant sounded out the words. "Alright, you win, never heard of it. Is that across the Burning Sea?"

"Yeah." Jonathan lied.

"Well, you'd best learn how things are done in Cliffside, lad. If you're not careful, you won't last long here." The merchant pointed to a small, rickety-looking room attached to the side of his stall. "Feel free to use that changing room. You'd best cover up your glow, if you get my meaning." Jonathan looked down at his chest and noticed his sorcerer mark's purple light seeping through his ripped shirt.

"Ah, yes, thank you for your help." Jonathan hurried to the changing room and donned his new clothes. He placed his old, tattered shirt and pants into his burlap sack alongside Zigarete's spear. The shirt and pants were a touch too tight, and the coarse fabric made Jonathan's skin itch, but they would do for now. He raised the cloak's hood over his head as he left the changing room. The new outfit hid his mark well, barely a glimmer to be seen. He placed another crown on the table next to the merchant.

"For your troubles," Jonathan said as he left. The merchant had definitely seen too much, but Jonathan hoped the generous tip would incentivise him to keep quiet.

"Thank you kindly, lad. Come back anytime!" The merchant said with glee as he took the crown and burrowed it away into his coin pouch.

By Jonathan's reckoning, each crown was worth 1000 bits; that would mean that Jonathan had around 8710 bits on him. However, that number meant very little without knowing the buying power of a single bit. Jonathan explored the market square, taking note of everything that had its price listed. He noticed that bread, meats, and produce were around the 1 to 20 bit range. Something like a piece of fruit was a single bit. He didn't recognise many of the foreign-looking produce on display, but that was a problem for later. A whole cooked bird that resembled a chicken, but it seemed a bit on the lean side, cost around 20 bits. After a few more minutes comparing other items, Jonathan had determined that 2 bits were roughly equal to a dollar back home. At least Lily had given him a significant amount of money to work with.

Jonathan purchased an assortment of food from various vendors. His appetite was fierce; he hadn't eaten a bite since he had arrived in this strange new world. He retrieved a small milky blue orb from his sack. The elderly lady at the fruit stand he had purchased it from had called the peculiar fruit a frostdew. He bit into the fruit cautiously; its flesh was soft, and it tasted sweet and minty. It was good. He devoured the whole thing, almost inhaling it. Three frostdews later and Jonathan's hunger was satiated. At least he could look forward to trying out some unique food whilst he was stuck here.

The sun was starting to set by the time Jonathan decided to return to his hideout. He purchased various items that he thought would be useful in the days to come. Rope, flint, steel, rations, a small dagger, a bedroll, and a proper backpack to store it all in. The classic roleplaying adventure essentials. He had barely even made a dent in his funds; he still had 8 crowns and 550 bits left. But if his economics degree had taught him anything, it was that funds, no matter how large a pool, would eventually dry out unless they were properly invested, and he was probably going to need to use some of that money to get out of Cliffside. He did not relish the idea of running into Zigarete and her men again. After he was safely out of Cliffside, he might be able to find a job.

Jonathan continued to ponder as he turned down an alleyway that connected to the market square, he had taken great care to memorize the way back to his hideout, down a series of twists and turns. He had almost made it back when he heard a voice from around the corner.

"No... Please, stop," the gentle and reserved voice cried out in anguish.

Jonathan hesitated; it wasn't safe for him to be getting nosy right now, but he wasn't the kind of person to ignore that kind of plea. He looked around to see if there was anyone else nearby who could help in his stead. No dice. He was the only one there. Mustering up some well-hidden courage, he approached the alleyway where the sound of the voice was coming from. He pressed himself up against the edge of the rundown house that bordered the alley. He pulled out the magical spear from its burlap sack and held it at the ready as he peered around the corner.

A red-skinned woman with ghostly blue hair was pinned against the wall by a weaselly-looking man. The woman's once modest tunic lay in tatters on the dirty ground. The man had his dagger pressed up against the woman's back and his pants around his ankles. He was firmly groping the young woman's breast, which seemed to overflow in his hand. The man's cock savagely thrust inside the woman, who struggled against his length.

"Shut up, you ashborn whore." The man grunted, his wiry voice matching his weaselly look. The woman whimpered meekly. Her face was pushed firmly up against the wall, and in her struggle, she noticed Jonathan peeking out from around the corner. Her glowing white eyes pleaded for help as her assaulter continued to indulge in his lust vigorously. Jonathan pulled back around the corner for a moment, grasping the spear, and further steeled his resolve before stepping out from behind the wall.

"Let her go!" Jonathan shouted, pointing the spear towards the assaulter. 'What the hell am I doing?' He thought, a split second after the words came out of his mouth.

The man glanced over towards Jonathan "Fuck off, I'm busy," he said as he pulled back the ashborn woman's hair. He was just about done and wanted to fill up the red-skinned whore he had in front of him nice and well. 

Before Jonathan could think, he was charging towards the pair. He pointed the magical spear in front of him as he closed the distance. Jonathan stopped just short of the attacker. The tip of the spear pointed at the rapist’s chest. Could he really attack another person? The weaselly man grasped his dagger and turned towards Jonathan. The sudden sound of flesh tearing reverberated within Jonathan's ears. The man’s dagger clinked harmlessly to the ground. The spear had pierced straight through the man's chest, but Jonathan didn't remember thrusting it forward. No, the strike wasn't of Jonathan's doing; the liquid-like metal had extended through the attacker and pierced his heart. Jonathan watched as the spear moulded back into its original shape, the man falling limp to the cobbled ground.

The Ashborn woman turned to face Jonathan. She picked up her tattered tunic and covered herself ineffectually.

"You saved me." She said with uncertainty filling her words.

"I don't think it was me who saved you, it was the spear." Jonathan was overwhelmed. "I... I have to get out of here." He turned and fled the scene. He didn't look back.


8: Debt

'Damn it, I'm an idiot.' Jonathan thought as he steadied himself against the dangerously unstable wall of his hideout. The panelling shifted against his weight.

'I need to keep low, not play the damn hero.' Despite his circumstances, and trying to convince himself otherwise, this wasn't a game. People here died, and he was wholly unprepared to face that reality. Jonathan took several deep, calming breaths. He needed to focus.

After a few minutes, Jonathan was able to bring his breathing and his heart rate back down to a somewhat regular level. He didn’t know what his next move would be. A dead body was going to garner a lot of unwanted attention from the Cliffside guard. It could lead his pursuers straight to him. He was an out-of-shape mouse in a den of cats. Jonathan retrieved his guidebook, which he had stashed away in his cloak's inner pocket. 'Maybe Lily can help. Here goes nothing.' He opened the leathery tome.

"Greetings Mr Nightmare!" Lily said playfully as her spritely blue form materialised. "No, too formal... Hello Jonn! No, not that either..." She ummed and ahhed to herself. "Hey pervert! What questions do you have for me today?" This had clearly been a mistake. Jonathan brushed off the insult and proceeded with his questions.

"Lily, what is my goal in this new world?" Jonathan had carefully chosen his words to be as straightforward as possible.

"Your goal is the same as in your old world. Try not to die. Beyond that, it is up to you. Bonus points for doing something interesting with your life." Lily smirked. "However, surviving in the short term may be a bit difficult considering that you're a sorcerer and all."

"A sorcerer? What does that even mean?" Jonathan kept hearing that word, but it held no meaning for him outside of his time spent playing Dungeons and Dragons.

"It means that you can use magic." Lily put on a low, gruff voice. "Yerr a wizard, Jonny."

"You've seen Harry Potter?" Jonathan was perplexed. How could Lily, a being from this world, have seen movies or books from his world? That said, she was an oddity, and she did have information on the contract he signed with Isekguy Studios. It might not be that far-fetched.

"Yes, I am quite well versed in much of your former world's pop culture. It helps me in my duties as an integration assistant. Anyway, to add a bit of context to my previous answer, the Emperor of Adearath, Tarthis the Third, really, really, really doesn't like sorcerers. He even has the Empire's whole Inquisition going around conducting a good old-fashioned purge." Lily was a little too upbeat with her news.

"Is there any way to stop being a sorcerer?" Jonathan looked down at his chest. "Or at least get rid of this mark?"

"Well, there are two ways. The quickest way is to die, but I am pretty sure you wouldn't be keen on that." She was correct. "The only other way is to get debranded, but that process often leaves its victims in a brain-dead, zombie-like state."

"So I'm pretty much screwed," Jonathan stated bluntly.

"Well, I wouldn't say that. You could run far away and live as a hermit or try to reason with the Empire. Actually, scratch that second one; you would probably end up dead if you tried it. They are not the reasonable sort." Lily paused. "You could try to kill the Emperor." She slightly elongated each of the words as she raised an eyebrow.

"Hermit lifestyle. Got it." Jonathan ignored Lily's bloodthirsty suggestion.

Lily began to fade away "It looks like we are out of time again. Oh! Before I forget, I was trying to say last time that you should-" Lily disappeared.

'You have got to be kidding me.' That seemed shorter than last time. Jonathan was unsure whether Lily actually had something important to say or if she was trying to mess with him. There was no use dwelling on that now. Jonathan was going to turn-in for the night. In the morning, he would begin the arduous task of escaping Cliffside and the Inquisition. Jonathan rolled out his newly purchased bedroll, tonight's sleep was going to be way better without his skin pressed up against the cold hard floor.

The sound of footsteps came from the rear entrance of the hideout. Jonathan slid behind a heap of broken furniture piled in the centre of the room.

'Damn it, they've found me.' The deadly magical spear was just out of reach and out in the open, still wrapped in its burlap sack and against the wall. Fortunately, Jonathan had kept his newly purchased dagger close.

"Hello, is anyone home?" a familiar soft, reserved voice called out from the darkness. It was the red-skinned woman that Jonathan had saved just a few minutes earlier. She carefully trod further into the dilapidated house. Jonathan could see that she was still partially clothed as well as completely unarmed. "I thought I saw you come this way. I just wanted to—" The red-skinned woman stopped as Jonathan stood up from behind the wreckage. She seemed harmless enough, but Jonathan kept his dagger close, just in case.

"Oh, you are here. I'm glad." The woman approached slowly. "I am known as Saikhi."

"I'm Jonn." Jonathan bit his tongue slightly as he spoke. He tried to say that his name was Jonathan, but some deeply ingrained mental block had stopped him from completing his full name.

"It is nice to meet you, Jonn." Saikhi moved closer. Her glowing eyes cut through the darkness of the room. Her blue hair was still wild from her previous encounter. She reached out to grab Jonathan's hand.

"Wait! I wouldn't touch me if I were you. It might end badly." Jonathan recoiled and quickly pulled his hand away. The guidebook didn't list an easy way to deactivate his ability, only a way to temporarily reverse its effect. However, he didn't recall the magic word that was required to avoid turning Saikhi into a sex-crazed maniac.

"As you wish." Saikhi halted. She looked down and timidly cupped her hands in front of herself. It wasn't until then that Jonathan had taken the time to look at her properly. She was a delicate beauty. Gentle facial features atop a short, soft, busty frame.

"Why are you here? How did you find me?" Jonathan tried his best to avoid sounding like an interrogator. He failed.

"After you saved me, I followed you. You were not very hard to find." Those words did nothing to help to alleviate Jonathan's building anxiety, if she could follow him home this easily, who else might be able to. "As for why I am here... I am Ashborn, and you saved my life." Saikhi said matter-of-factly.

Jonathan found himself factually deficient. "Uh, I'm not really from around here, you may need to explain what that means."

"Oh," Saikhi said with stifled surprise. "You saved my life. As an ashborn, my soul demands that I serve you until I can return the favour. I am in your debt."

"I see." Jonathan didn't like the idea of having a servant following him around right now. It was just another complication that would add to the current mess he was in. If the need to run or hide arose, as it almost certainly would, the task would be significantly more difficult. Although maybe she could help Jonathan make sense of the world without suddenly disappearing, like a certain annoying blue fairy. Probably best to accept her offer of service for now; he could always reassess the situation later.

A shrill breeze drafted through the room and numbed Jonathan's face. He strolled over to his bedroll and sat down on its firm padding. He motioned for Saikhi to join him. "Come sit, the bedroll has a blanket we can use to keep warm."

Saikhi's eyes grew large. "I am to share a bed with you immediately? So bold. I understand." Saikhi began to remove her tattered clothes.

"No, not like that." Jonathan interrupted. Although he would be lying if he said the thought hadn't crossed his mind, and he did get a bit excited over how compliant Saikhi was. "I just want us to keep out of the cold." Saikhi nodded and joined Jonathan in his bed.

"Tell me a little about yourself, Saikhi." Jonathan requested as he covered the two with his blanket.

"Well." Saikhi pulled the blanket close to her chest as she wiggled into place. "I am a librarian... Was a librarian."

Jonathan couldn't believe his luck. Librarians were often an endless source of knowledge; the good ones were almost as knowledgeable as the books they kept.

"What happened?" Jonathan asked.

"A new manager took over the library where I worked. He did not like the look of the ashborns working there, so he got rid of us." Saikhi sighed, "That was only a few days ago. I used to stay in one of the rooms attached to the library, but only current employees are allowed to live on the premises. Now, I am homeless and without a job." Saikhi continued softly. "The man that you saved me from, he promised me work that would help get me back on my feet. I believed him. It was an odd offer, I knew that. But I was desperate." Saikhi sighed as she recounted her story.

Jonathan would have liked to comfort Saikhi by placing a hand on her shoulder, but that would have been quite counterproductive.

"Ah hell." Jonathan was about to spend more money than he probably should. "As long as you follow me, I'll pay you and keep you fed." Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "How does 100 bits a day sound?" It wasn't much, but at least it was something.

"Thank you Master, you are very kind to offer that." Saikhi's words didn't help the steadily rising situation in Jonathan's pants. Being called 'Master' was definitely one of his turn-ons. "However, you must not pay me. My soul demands I serve you selflessly until I am able to save your life." Her reserved voice grew more determined as she recited those words.

"Alright. Well, the offer is there if you ever change your mind." Jonathan had many more questions to ask his new Ashborn servant, but it was growing late, and Jonathan needed to get some rest if he was going to escape Cliffside in the morning. He covered his mouth as he let out a yawn.

"We'd best get some sleep. Make sure not to touch me, alright?" Jonathan rolled over into a comfortable spot on the bedroll. It was going to be cramped, but there was no way he was going to sleep on the floor again tonight. Saikhi slid in next to him, careful not to get too close.

Jonathan was roused from his sleep a few hours later by a sudden feeling of warmth around his crotch. He groggily surveyed the dark room for the source of disturbance. It wasn't an unpleasant feeling; it was quite the opposite. A soft groan escaped Jonathan's mouth. His blanket obscured the source of the disturbance. It didn't take long for the adrenaline to kick in. It rushed through Jonathan's body as he realised what was happening.

He quickly removed the blanket from the bobbing figure that had worked its way beneath the sheets. It was Saikhi; her deep, rose-red lips had found their way around Jonathan's exposed cock. They effortlessly slid along the length of Jonathan's member as she accommodated Jonathan's length.

"Oh shit- Ennovo? Corribo?" Jonathan panicked, trying to remember the words to reverse his power, but they eluded him. It didn't help that Saikhi was masterfully weaving her tongue around the edges of Jonathan's shaft. She must have accidentally touched him in the middle of the night and been overwhelmed with desire. Saikhi's lips made a satisfying smack as she released Jonathan from her mouth. Her eyes shone up towards Jonathan's face as she crawled up against him.

"It is ok, Master, let me serve you," Her voice said with a soft eroticism only heard before by Jonathan in his dreams. She wrapped her breasts around Jonathan's cock, the softness of her tits engulfing him. Saikhi worked Jonathan's lubricated member between her mounds as she seductively bit her lower lip. Jonathan began to thrust his hips, aiding Saikhi's efforts.

'Well, it’s happening now.' Jonathan thought, putting up a strictly minimum amount of token resistance before giving in to his desires. Jonathan's cock peaked from between Saikhi's embrace. She lovingly kissed the tip as she continued to bounce her breasts along Jonathan's length. After a few more thrusts, Saikhi continued her hike up Jonathan's body. She slid Jonathan's length between her legs and inside of her. Jonathan caressed her hips as she began to use his cock for her enjoyment.

"Yes Master, let me serve you, let me serve you," Saikhi repeated as she increased her speed. Jonathan found himself enjoying her tantric words. He also found himself enjoying the fact that he wasn't the first one inside Saikhi today. His cock had entered her effortlessly, and it was probably thanks to her previous loosening up. He moved his hands up against Saikhi's sides and grasped her delightfully bouncing breasts. This was the best sex of Jonathan's life.

"Yes, my body is yours, you are so deep inside of me, Master." Saikhi moaned as she tightened her thighs around Jonathan and picked up speed. That was all that he could handle. Jonathan groaned as he came inside of Saikhi, filling up her soft, exotic body. Saikhi didn't stop; she kept fucking Jonathan while his cum spilled into her. A moment later, her body shook with pleasure. "Yes! Master! Oh!" She arched her back as she let out a scream of passion. Saikhi fell off of Jonathan and back onto the bedroll. This was going to be hard to explain in the morning.


9: Wall

They left at first light. It wasn't nearly as awkward as Jonathan had anticipated. To his surprise, Saikhi was the one being apologetic. She explained that she had tried to wake up her master to ask him where the bathroom was. She disobeyed her master’s direct orders. It was all her fault. Jonathan switched gears and reassured Saikhi that everything was alright. With a garbled explanation, he told Saikhi that he was a sorcerer and a pretty awful one at that.

Jonathan didn't yet know how to control the power given to him fully. He decided not to go into the whole 'I'm from another world' thing for now. Explaining that would have just compounded the ever-growing confusion on his new companion's face. Instead, he rattled off the same story he had told the clothing merchant yesterday. As far as anyone in this world was concerned, he was a traveller from Gotham, a place far beyond the Burning Sea. 'Maybe I could start calling myself The Batman.' Jonathan thought foolishly. 'I mean... I am the Night.' Saikhi had either bought the story or didn't feel like it was her place to object. Either way worked well for Jonathan.

They travelled through the streets of Cliffside for the better half of the day. The city rivalled the size of anything he had seen back home; the buildings seemed to sprawl on and on. Saikhi explained that Cliffside was the biggest trading port in the Adearathian Empire, which made it a veritable melting pot of different races and cultures, most of which Jonathan had never seen before.

Due to all the valuable goods that passed through its gate, Cliffside also happened to be the city with the highest crime rate in all of the Empire. The city's vast wealth brought out the worst in its lower-class inhabitants, as well as in the higher-class ones. The nobles here were about as corrupt as they came. There were a lot of places in Cliffside that had fallen into a state of disrepair due to rampant immorality. Funds intended for rebuilding and maintaining infrastructure often found their way into the lining of some rich bastard's pockets. Despite that, the main streets and marketplace were pristine. "It is to keep up appearances. They have to make the Empire look good." Saikhi explained. The whole situation struck Jonathan as eerily familiar; some things never changed, no matter where you were.

As the name suggested, Cliffside was situated at the bottom of a 400-foot-high cliff. That minor detail hadn't stopped the Empire from erecting a massive stone wall that stretched out along the cliff’s edge. It gradually stepped down the cliffside to fully encircle the rest of the city. Getting out of this place was going to be rough. Any section of Cliffside that wasn't sealed off by walls was instead fronted by water. Very treacherous and well-patrolled water. It was fortunate that Jonathan had asked Saikhi for her advice on how to escape; otherwise, he wouldn't have known that the city guard checked each of the vessels entering and leaving Cliffside's docks. Every item, person, and package leaving Adearath must undergo a thorough inspection and a tedious registration process. This was to prevent fugitives from fleeing the Empire and to combat tax evasion, but primarily to address the issue of fugitives. Exiting by sea was utterly out of the question. Considering that Jonathan didn't have any spider-like climbing abilities that he knew of, that only left one method of escape: straight out the front door.

The main gate of Cliffside was as heavily guarded as the surrounding waters, but regulations were much more relaxed. The Empire didn't care as much for goods coming or going as long as they were staying within the Empire’s borders. Saikhi said that guards usually only ask three questions when leaving: Where are you going? Why are you going there? When do you expect to return? The city guards cared much more about people coming into Cliffside than they did about the people going out. They didn’t want contraband entering the city unless they got a piece of the action. Even if it was easier to leave, it didn't hurt to be safe, so Jonathan had planned out an elaborate cover story.

They would pose as a pair of wandering traders. Guided by Saikhi's knowledge, Jonathan spent the morning in the market purchasing a significant quantity of trinkets, spices, and other goods. They also ensured the purchase of new, undamaged clothing to replace Saikhi's tattered robe. They settled on getting her an intricate, bright blue dress with white lace. However, carrying all these items was going to be tough, especially for an extended period.

Saikhi suggested that they buy a beast of burden called a cren. A cren looked kind of like the illegitimate offspring between a horse and an ox, albeit a bit shaggier and on the stouter side. By the end of their spending spree, Jonathan had blown through another four crowns. He had less than half of what Lily had initially given him, although he expected to make much of that back after selling his goods to people outside the city. If he did it right, he might even turn a profit. So far, everything was going smoothly. The guards had given them a scare or two as their patrols passed close by, but none of them had paid any real attention to the pair outside of one guard who lecherously stared at Saikhi’s body.

After a few more hours blowing through more of their money, Jonathan and Saikhi, with their pack-cren in tow, stood in the long line of people shuffling towards the city's gate. One by one, people entered the sealed-off customs tent beside the gate, and then one by one, the same people would emerge from that tent and exit through that open gate. Some people took longer than others, but all of them seemed to have emerged thus far. That was promising. It took over an hour before Jonathan and Saikhi reached the front of the queue. By that time, the sun had already begun its descent from the afternoon sky.

"Next." A grizzled voice called out from the tent.

Jonathan and Saikhi entered the flimsily built tent, leaving their pack-cren outside to be unenthusiastically inspected by a pair of guards. Jonathan had made sure to keep his magic spear in the burlap sack on his back, along with his other personal effects. It would be very bad for the pair if it were found; at least this way, he might be able to talk, or more probably fight, his way out. A balding man, dressed in fine leather armour, sat at a wooden table at the back of the tent. He held a small page of parchment in his hand along with a worn-down ink quill. Flanking him were two well-armed guards, each with a sturdy polehammer.

"Name?" The balding man said, bored and methodically, keeping his eye on the parchment in front of him.

"Jonn and Saikhi" Jonathan didn't see the need to lie. Those who were after him didn't know his name. Besides, it is much harder to spot a lie when it is surrounded by truth.

"Reason for departure?" the balding man continued, peering up at the pair. Jonathan noticed the man's gaze carefully inspecting Saikhi's curves.

"Heading up north to trade," Jonathan replied. The man nodded and looked back down at his parchment. Jonathan had the feeling that the man wasn't even listening to his answers. He was mindlessly checking off the list in front of him and robotically asking the questions he was required to. It reminded him of a telemarketing call he had gotten once.

"Length of departure?" The man droned on.

"Two seasons." This was the length of time Saikhi had advised Jonathan to say. It was short enough to avoid suspicion and long enough that they wouldn't ask further questions.

"Alright. That all seems to be in order. Please remove your clothes."

"Excuse me!?" Jonathan blurted out in surprise. Saikhi had talked Jonathan through the whole process of leaving the city, and she never once mentioned that stripping down was a necessary step. Maybe she was actually mad at him about last night, and this was her revenge.

"Yes, it's unusual, but by the order of the Inquisition, we have to inspect each person's chest for a sorcerer’s mark before letting them leave." The balding man looked back towards Saikhi and paid special attention to her breasts. "It takes some extra time, but I'm not complaining."

Jonathan began to panic silently. If he were required to take off his clothes, there is no way he could conceal the fact that he was a sorcerer. He found his hand slowly crawling towards the spear on his back.

"Sir," Saikhi spoke up. "Is there some way you could make an exception for my master? He is from across the Burning Sea, and it is an affront to his gods to bare the skin of his chest to others." Jonathan was amazed by Saikhi's quick thinking.

"Ah, so she is bound to you?" The balding man asked Jonathan. "Lucky man.” The balding guard grinned. “I am sure, as the Captain of the Guard, I can come to some sort of arrangement that would respect your gods. If you can make it worth my while." He devoured Saikhi with his eyes.

Jonathan knew exactly what the captain wanted, as did Saikhi. She looked over to Jonathan and nodded. "I will do anything to help and serve my master, no matter how hard or degrading." She said softly. Even if the task wasn't going to be hard for her, Jonathan definitely was. Offering herself so willingly to the captain had pushed another one of Jonathan's kink-buttons.

"Well, how about that. Are you willing to let my men and me fully and repeatedly inspect your servant? You will be allowed to stay fully clothed, of course."

"Yes," Jonathan replied a little too eagerly before reining himself in. "If... you must." He should at least try to seem reluctant.

The captain pushed out from his table and stood up, tossing his parchment and quill aside. "Let's get started then." He approached Saikhi and greedily groped her breasts. Saikhi unclasped her new dress and allowed it to fall to the ground around her. Her body gently quivered as the captain continued his lustful affections, exploring the curves of the ashborn's soft, red body just as he imagined himself doing. The two other men approached Saikhi, leaving their polehammers behind. They kept some distance, waiting for their turn and the captain’s permission. The captain waved his men forward, and they unbuckled their belts, revealing their stiff members. Saikhi looked down and beheld the captain's cock. It was significantly thicker than any cock she had seen before. She looked over to Jonathan, who seemed to her to be, at the very least, accepting of the situation. Saikhi was doing this to protect him; she had to push on.

"Let's find out if what they say about ashborns is true." The captain smirked as he rubbed his fingers between Saikhi's thighs and deep inside her. "Ah, your pussy is much warmer than the girls I've fucked before." Saikhi let out a squeak as the captain picked her up and laid her down over the back table. "Alright, men, you know the drill, fill her holes, don't be too greedy." The captain spread Saikhi's legs apart and plunged his girth inside of her. She couldn't stop herself from letting out a grunt as he did. The captain's cock filled Saikhi's pussy and even began to stretch it out. She could feel herself tightening around him as the other men approached her mouth towards the other end of the table. Before long, Saikhi found herself taking turns sliding her mouth down the length of their cocks. She felt somewhat uncoordinated, not quite getting the hang of stroking one cock while sucking off the other. It didn't help that the captain was increasing his speed and depth with each expedition his cock took inside of her.

The whole scene was straight out of one of Jonathan's fantasies. A young, beautiful girl being violated in front of his eyes, nothing he could do but watch. Jonathan did his best to hide his excitement as he took in every moment of Saikhi being fucked. It was somewhat hypocritical of him. Just the day before, he stopped this kind of thing from happening to Saikhi. However, this time, he couldn't contain himself; he could hear Saikhi starting to moan as the captain relentlessly pounded her pussy. Her voice was muffled from servicing the other guards’ dicks. After a few minutes, they rotated around Saikhi, each one ensuring they had enough time to enjoy each of her entrances thoroughly. Saikhi glanced over to her master, her mouth barely containing the entirety of the captain's cock. A few days ago, she could have never imagined herself doing something like this, let alone enjoying it. What changed?

"Fuck, Captain, this girl's pussy is hot," the guard currently thrusting into Saikhi revealed.

"I don't know how much longer I’m going to last." The other guard announced.

"Now, now, men, it would be rude to let such a fine slut leave without a gift from us, don't you think?" The captain pulled Saikhi off the table and onto her knees. They encircled her, using her hands and mouth to jerk their cocks. One after another, they fired off their loads, covering Saikhi's face and tits in a creamy white mess which contrasted nicely against her crimson skin. The captain's load was especially potent. He came almost as much as the other two combined.

"Very nice." The captain said. Jonathan caught himself before nodding in agreement. "Well, Jonn. You can have your whore back. See to it that she doesn't wipe off our gift before she is out of sight of the city gates. My men and I would be very offended."

"Yes. I will make sure of it." Jonathan replied, feigning disgust. He spotted Saikhi subtly licking her lips as she dressed herself. He didn't expect her to enjoy herself as much as she did. Maybe he had read Saikhi wrong? It just felt... different from the last time he witnessed her taking cock. The thought hadn't even crossed Jonathan's mind that he could have taken out the three men with his spear whilst they were distracted until they were being ushered out. Jonathan and Saikhi were walked out of the tent by the captain's men and allowed to exit through the city’s gates with their pack-cren.

"I am sorry, master, I had to," Saikhi said timidly once they were out of sight, cum still running down her face.

"No, it is alright." Jonathan smiled. "You did well."


10: Huntress

The huntress prowled through the underbrush of her domain, slipping between tree and rock, her footsteps betraying no sound as she stalked her prey. They had entered into her territory, undefended and uninvited. They would pay for being so careless. The huntress held her hatchet close to her side, its head pressing against her intricately tattooed skin. A web of pale green patterns weaved across the entirety of the huntress' dusky-toned canvas. She was a masterpiece. A product of a long-since destroyed tribe. Casualties to the winds of change. But she was still here, and this was still home.

The huntress eyed her quarry as she retrieved the bolas from her belt. There were only two targets. This hunt would be easier than the last. She just needed to wait for the right time to pounce. She cast her mind back to her previous hunt, four invaders: three bandits, one shackled female. The invaders would have taken pleasure in harming the huntress; they would have enjoyed caging her like a pet. She saw how they treated the one they kept in chains—cruelty, violation. After the huntress had struck, she made sure that they were never able to hurt another that way again. She remembered the prisoner's gratitude when she had set her free. It felt good, but not as good as it had felt driving her hatchet into the bandits' flesh, cleansing her forest of their corruption.

However, she did not plan to kill her current quarry; they did not look dangerous, and they did not give off the scent of evil, but they still had to pay for trespassing on her land. The goods they carried with them would make for a worthy sacrifice to the forest. She continued to watch and wait as darkness fell. The pair set up their camp off to the side of the weed-infested dirt path that cut through her domain. Their leader seemed wholly unprepared for survival in the wild. The huntress watched as he spent two hours clumsily fumbling with flint and steel before finally managing to start a fire. The other trespasser spent those hours making the campsite comfortable, caring for their beast, and preparing food for them to eat. It would not be long now; soon, they would be asleep, and she would strike, but certain intimate activities had caused her to wait longer than she would have liked.

The two engaged each other in intense and passionate mating. The leader is taking the crimson one from behind. The moans and sounds of passion echoed through the trees. It had been quite some time since the huntress had felt the embrace of a lover. She thought back to her late chieftain and adoptive father, to whom she had been a willing and eager consort. The memory of his fury and vigour filled her with warmth. She remembered the pleasure she felt as her chieftain took her in the centre of the tribe's mating grounds for all to witness his dominance over her. She missed his form, his strength, the safety she felt from the glowing mark that shone from his chest—the symbol for all to see, that the forest had chosen him to be its protector. But all that was behind her now; the invaders had made sure of that.

She remembered them coming with metal arms and metal armour, their number beyond counting. She remembered fighting them, descending upon them from the treetops. She remembered her chieftain and lover falling in battle, overwhelmed by the enemy leader's strength. She remembered the women and children being captured and carted off to places unknown. She remembered hiding, surviving.

Her mind returned to the hunt.

They were still at it. There was a surprising amount of expertise in the leader's movements. What he lacked in survival instincts, he was making up for in reproductive ones. Perhaps her hunt could take a new direction, one that was more energetic. She put the thought out of her mind. She had to be decisive; the forest still demanded its sacrifice. The crimson one took her fill of the leader with a restrained moan. She squirmed with pleasure and collapsed onto her bedroll. She lay still and peaceful. The leader cleaned her up before covering her with a blanket. He seemed kind. There was little room for kindness in the forest.

The huntress moved forward, carefully studying the layout of the camp. She had crept much closer than before, but the leader remained awake, gazing deeply into the flickering fire. His wistful gaze turned into resolve. He reached into his cloak and retrieved a leather tome. It looked familiar, as if she had seen it somewhere before, in a distant memory or dream. The leader opened the tome, and a mystical sprite flew forth from its pages. It was a wonder to behold; such magic was ancient.

The sprite began to converse with the leader, the subjects of which the huntress could not discern from her current distance. They both looked animated, almost combative. Their conversation must have been of great importance. A few minutes later, it was over; the sprite faded away into the night air. Did the leader banish her? Or did the sprite leave voluntarily? The huntress stepped closer. She could smell the smoke from the fire. It was almost time.

The leader moved over and extinguished the flames with a bucket of dirt. At least he had that much sense. She didn't intend to hurt him, but if he carelessly allowed fire to spread through her lands, she would have. The leader returned to his resting place, he leaned back and allowed the gentleness of the night to carry him off to sleep.

She pounced.


11: Pounce

'I can't believe that damn fairy.' Jonathan thought to himself as he watched the tongues of fire flicker in front of him. He felt its warmth beating against his face, or perhaps some of that warmth was him recovering from the night's activities. Watching the captain and his men use Saikhi had given Jonathan an itch that needed to be scratched. His pants had done little to conceal his arousal as they left Cliffside, and it didn't take long for Saikhi to notice. After they set up camp, she had clearly seen that it was still a problem and wouldn’t be fixed without her assistance. She offered to help relieve her master's passion. An offer that Jonathan accepted enthusiastically, despite it feeling like he was taking advantage of his companion’s servitude. But he didn't think straight when he was horny. No one did.

The plan for the pair and their shaggy cren was to head north to Rainfell, the land of the faen. Rainfell was still technically in Empire territory, the whole damned continent was, but for practical purposes, the Empire's presence there was negligible. The majority of inhabitants of Rainfell were faen, a race of humanoids with long, pointed ears, slim bodies, and generally sharp features. The waitress that Jonathan had met when he first arrived in Adearath was almost certainly one of them. Jonathan would have to do his best not to call them elves accidentally. Saikhi was confused when her new master had asked if the faen lived for thousands of years, she did her best to not look at Jonathan like he was a madman. Nope, just around 70 to 90 years, like most other intelligent races. The trip to Rainfell was going to take around a month of travelling on foot. Well, it would have taken that long if Saikhi hadn't insisted that they take several detours along the way to avoid detection. That is how they found themselves trekking down an ill-maintained forest road that hadn't seen any serious traffic in years. At this rate, their journey was going to take closer to two months. 

It was a rather useful coincidence that the yearly calendar here was roughly the same as it was back home. However, the days were all evenly distributed throughout each month, with the last month being shorter than the rest. Jonathan had packed his cren, whom he affectionately named Stew, with enough long-lasting dried rations to last them at least twice that time. There would be no need to make a stew out of Stew along the way.

The plan seemed fine, and Saikhi had been much more than fine. The problem that Jonathan was having right now was with his little blue fairy-god-idiot Lily. He had opened the guidebook to talk to her just as he had done before. He decided to cut straight to the point and ask her about the thing she kept forgetting to tell him at the end of their talks. "The only way to turn off your powers for extended periods of time is to retrieve your nullification stone." Lily had said to him gleefully. The location of which, according to Lily, was back in the Greedy Mead Tavern. The unassuming round artefact had fallen idly to the ground and lodged itself between the cracks of the floorboards when Jonathan had hurled himself out of the window. "You should definitely pick it up before leaving Cliffside!" she insisted. 

That was when the argument started. Jonathan was pissed that such an important thing was not mentioned to him sooner. There was no way he could go back for it now. Without it, every single person that he touched would be at risk of losing control of their sexual desires unless Jonathan purposefully and clearly chanted 'conievo' before touching them. It only worked for a single interaction. He had to chant those magic words each and every time he intended to touch somebody. Nothing else was learned from Lily that night except for a few more insulting nicknames she had thought of for Jonathan. It took a great deal of restraint for Jonathan not to turn the guidebook into kindling.

Jonathan sighed as he stood up from his bedroll. He grabbed the nearby bucket of dirt that he had filled to extinguish the fire. It was something he had learned to do as a Boy Scout. He sighed. Extinguishing the fire seemed like a waste; it had taken him ages to get it lit, and it had only been lit for about an hour. But Saikhi had thoroughly worn Jonathan out, and he needed to rest. Jonathan didn't like the idea of waking up to the smell of one of his appendages on fire. The flame disappeared under a torrent of dirt as Jonathan voided the bucket. The light that had reflected off the tall surrounding trees dimmed to black. He lay down on his bedroll and closed his heavy eyes.

It was no good; he couldn't sleep. Maybe he just needed to stretch his legs and grab a drink. Jonathan stood back up and wandered towards Stew. The cren had fallen asleep beside the fire's smouldering remains. Jonathan had placed the water skins in one of the satchels on Stew's left side, or at least he thought he did. With so many different pockets, the cren looked like a giant pair of cargo pants. He would probably need to check a few pockets before he found his flask.

A shadow, a flicker of something, moved from behind the sleeping beast. Jonathan froze in place as he tried to discern what it was. He was sure he saw something dart in the darkness. He surveyed his surroundings. A lurking shadow, late at night, in a poorly lit campsite? He had seen this movie before, and it didn't end well for the protagonist. He inched back, towards the magical spear he kept next to his bedroll; he wasn't going to investigate unarmed. Jonathan braced himself as the shadow rose from behind the cren, he was prepared to dash for his weapon. "Sorry to awaken you, Master. I just needed a drink." Relief. It was only Saikhi. Jonathan let the breath he had been holding on to. He hadn't noticed that she had woken up.

"It's alright, I was still up. I needed a drink as—" Jonathan's words were cut off by a loud grunt from Saikhi. Something rope-like hit her and wrapped around her body. She toppled over, her legs and left arm bound by a device with two heavy balls on either end. Was that a pair of bolas? Jonathan had used such a weapon to capture prisoners in Dungeons and Dragons before, but he had only ever read about what it looked like in a game manual; he had never actually seen one in person. It didn't matter; he needed to act. He dove for his spear, missed the softness of his bedroll and skidded along the ground next to it. He was within arm’s reach of his weapon. Another pair of bolas from the darkness soared through the air, narrowly missing Jonathan's head during his descent. It lodged itself in the trunk of a nearby tree, bark splintered off and peppered Jonathan's position.

Jonathan hastily retrieved his magic spear from its hiding place within the burlap sack. He stood to one knee and pointed it towards the source of the danger. He could see her now. A toned, wild-looking woman with dark hair. Her body was covered from head to toe in intricately tattooed line-work, and the furs she wore protected only the bare minimum of what would be considered decent. She held her hatchet in her left hand as she twirled around another pair of bolas above her head. Jonathan had a knack for running into dangerous, beautiful women lately. A habit he was hoping to kick. The wild woman let her bolas loose, and they sang through the air towards Jonathan. He held his spear at the ready, hoping to knock the projectile away or, at very least, have it wrap around his spear instead of wrapping around his neck. To his surprise, his plan worked, but not in the way he had expected. The tip of the spear had mutated, its liquid metal moulded itself into a large, shielded dome that deflected the projectile.

'This thing is full of surprises,' he thought as the spear returned to its original form.

The wild woman charged forward, her footsteps betraying no whisper of sound as she advanced. Before Jonathan could act, the woman had closed the distance. She hacked aside the shaft of Jonathan's spear with the head of her hatchet and cracked Jonathan squarely on the chin with her bare fist. Surprisingly, Jonathan didn't crumble like a rag doll from the strike; it still hurt like hell, though. This woman had a powerful hook. Jonathan realised what had saved him from taking the full force of the blow. After being knocked to the side by the woman's hatchet, his spear had shifted and elongated around her feet, causing her to lose balance. She nimbly rolled into her fall and away from Jonathan, giving him a moment of reprieve. The wild woman started to breathe heavily as her body grew hot. She had made contact with Jonathan and was clearly under the effect of his ability. Maybe Jonathan would be alright after all.

The sudden rush of arousal didn't dissuade the wild woman from continuing her assault. She lunged forward, pouncing like a wild panther. Once again, she knocked the spear to the side, but this time, she anticipated the spear's counterattack and deftly avoided it. She knocked the wind out of Jonathan with a quick jab to the gut, and he crumpled to the ground like a cheap slinky. He was disarmed and entirely at the mercy of the ferocious woman before him. She looked down at Jonathan, her dark brown eyes betrayed a look of hunger. She mounted him, constraining his body in a vice-like grip between her powerful thighs as she bound his wrists together with the last bolas that remained on her belt. Jonathan somehow knew where this was going.


12: Mounted

The huntress grinded her hips against Jonathan's cock, her lean, muscular form pinning him to the forest floor. He struggled futilely against her strength, and reluctantly, his rod stiffened against her crotch. Having beautiful and exotic women longing for his dick was starting to become a familiar situation for Jonathan. Had someone told him a few days earlier that he would be having sex with three such women in the span of as many days, Jonathan would have asked what kind of deodorant they were trying to sell him. However, this particular woman was very different to anyone Jonathan had been with before. She was aggressive, primal, and completely overpowering.

The woman pulled down Jonathan's pants and inserted his member into her already moistened folds. Jonathan felt the wild woman tighten around him as she held back his bound arms with one hand. She maintained eye contact with him, asserting her dominance over him as she used his cock for her pleasure. The woman bit her lower lip as she felt Jonathan's manhood push deeper into her depths with each roll of her hips. He felt amazing, better than the huntress had expected from his fragile, lanky frame. She couldn't help but be intoxicated with passion. Desperately, she pulled off the furs covering her breasts and bore them down on Jonathan. She needed to let her skin breathe and to feel the touch of the man she had captured.

The huntress pulled her prey's hands to her breasts and kneaded them against her skin. Every touch increased her excitement. Jonathan could do nothing but submit to the wild woman's rough affections. He might as well enjoy his current predicament while it lasted; his powers would knock her out eventually. He felt her soft mounds in his hands and lightly pinched her erect nipples. Jonathan could have sworn that his captor was purring as he touched her; he felt a subtle rumble spread all over her body. The huntress let out a moan as she quaked with ecstasy. Her hands let go of Jonathan as she hurriedly removed his shirt and unbound his hands. The wild woman needed them free to explore her body. Her eyes widened and reflected the moonlight. The mark on Jonathan's chest was the same as her former chieftain. It couldn’t be. Was this wisp of a man the new protector the forest had chosen? She had seen similar markings on trespassers before, but this one was identical; there was no mistaking it. Perhaps that was why she felt this unnatural desire for him during their battle. She was overwhelmed with the need to take him deep inside of her. She raked her hands down Jonathan's chest, then pressed her breasts up against him.

"Aloem, mashsi," the huntresses whispered to Jonathan in a raspy, breathless voice. The words, native to her tribe, were considered a welcome gesture. A welcome reserved for the initiation of new members into her family. If this was the one that the forest had chosen, she would not fight against its will.

“Uh, gazuntite.” Jonathan replied.

The huntress ignored Jonathan’s words as she playfully bit down on his neck. The bite was not hard enough to draw blood, but it left a mark, a mark to show others that he was now hers. It didn't take long before she felt the satisfaction of Jonathan's cum flowing inside of her. Her senses overloaded as her entire body began to tingle. Then, suddenly and without warning, she passed out.

Jonathan rolled out from under the half-naked woman who had just used his cock like a merry-go-round. He would be lying if he said his pride wasn't a little hurt. He didn't consider himself to be a particularly powerful person, but he didn't expect to be so easily overpowered by a woman around the same size as him. After picking himself up off the ground, Jonathan went to check on Saikhi. The last he had seen of her, she was completely bound by the wild woman's bolas. When Jonathan found Saikhi, she was still trying to wiggle herself free of her bonds. Jonathan moved over to free her.

"Conievo", Jonathan purposefully chanted as he took Saikhi by the hand, lifting her off the ground.

"Are you alright, Master?" Saikhi said worriedly. "I saw what she did to you. I couldn't get free to stop her."

"I'll be fine. Are you alright?" Jonathan asked as he retrieved a long length of rope from a pouch on Stew's back, the cren had slept right through the whole ordeal. Saikhi nodded. She was unharmed, except for a few scrapes she obtained when she fell to the ground.

Jonathan walked over to the now passed-out attacker; she looked human enough, but something was off about her appearance. She was much more catlike than a regular human, but not in an obvious way. No cat-like ears or whiskers, it was just something about her face and shape, and he was sure he felt her purr earlier.

"I think she is a heldra, a forestfolk." Saikhi chimed in, having sensed her master's confusion. "They look similar to humans, but those markings on her skin grow and change with age. I am guessing you don't have them in Gotham?"

"Nope, just Catwoman," Jonathan said as he inspected the line work on her skin, which was a weaving tapestry of sharp, almost floral patterns.

"Cat-woman?" Saikhi tilted her head, puzzled.

"Never mind." Jonathan was beginning to regret the name he had chosen for his imaginary homeland. He couldn’t help but make references that were completely lost on Saikhi. He made a mental note to never tell Lily about it; he could only imagine the crap she would give him.

Jonathan tightly bound his former attacker, wrapping rope around her hands and feet. He was pretty sure that the scouts didn't expect him to use his training to do that kind of thing, but, hey, 'always be prepared.'

'What the hell am I going to do with her now?' Jonathan thought to himself. He couldn't just let this dangerous woman go. If he did, she might just come back later for revenge. On the other hand, it would be a pain to take her with them. They still had three more days’ worth of travel through this colossal forest, and Jonathan doubted he could keep her tied up for very long. Leaving her here might be the only reasonable option, but there was something about that which didn't sit right with him. There was no telling what could happen to the woman if he left her tied up and defenceless in these parts. His adrenaline was starting to wear off, and he was too tired to think about all of this right now. It was a job for morning Jonathan to deal with. 

Saikhi and Jonathan alternated between watching their new prisoner and resting. It would have been quite troublesome had she escaped during the night; getting a little less sleep was preferable to awaking captured or dead. It wasn't until the next morning that the huntress regained consciousness.

"Hey there, you're finally awake." Jonathan maintained a friendly tone. He did his best to stifle his amusement at the meme he had just referenced. "I'm Jonn" He pointed to himself. "This is Saikhi, and you are?"

The woman looked around, trying to regain her bearings. She had no idea how she had lost consciousness. She had them both right where she wanted before ecstasy overcame her and everything faded to black. An orgasm had never knocked her out before; somehow, that Saikhi girl must have gotten free, snuck up behind her and hit her on the head with something hard. Whatever the case, she was bested and at their mercy.

"Talitha." Jonathan hoped that this was her name and not some foreign swear word.

"Why did you attack us?" Jonathan needed to determine the nature of the threat the woman posed.

"I thought you were trespassing; the forest demanded sacrifice," Talitha said with an unexpected acuity of language. From her appearance, Jonathan expected her to sound more savage.

"You were going to sacrifice us?" Jonathan was not encouraged by her answer.

"No, just some of the supplies you carry. I expected both of you to be asleep." She continued. Jonathan relaxed; at least she wasn't trying to kill them.

"So, if we give you a sacrifice and set you free, will you leave us alone?" Jonathan asked. He didn't like the idea of parting with any more of his goods, but he wanted to avoid further confrontation.

"No." Talitha's reply surprised Jonathan.

"Why not?"

Talitha fixated her gaze towards Jonathan's chest. "You are the one the forest chose to be its new protector. The markings on your chest prove it. You will topple the enemies of the forest and keep it from harm." Talitha said stoically. Jonathan had no idea what she was on about. "Last night, I welcomed you into my tribe, and today I recognise you as my chieftain."

"You have got to be kidding me." Those were the only words that Jonathan could muster. First Saikhi servitude and now this. Would every woman he ran into dedicate their undying service to him?

"I assure you, I’m not kidding. I will follow where my chieftain takes me, as your path will lead to the restoration of the forest." Talitha's words were full of zeal.

"Look, I am going to release you, as long as you promise not to try to hurt us again. However, let me be clear: I am not some kind of chosen one. I’m just some guy who has been having a really bad couple of days." Jonathan was having none of it. There was enough on his plate being a wanted outlaw sorcerer; he wasn't going to add forestfolk messiah to his list of complications.

"Of course, I will not attack either of you, you are my family now. Even if you don't see it, in time you will. I’m certain."

A zealous barbarian and a servant librarian, this was getting out of hand.


13: Punishment

"Captain Garth!" Zigarete burst through the opening of the customs tent, her eyes burning with a deep seething rage. She had heard the reports about the captain's recent indiscretions from a report relayed to her by an Inquisition spy she had placed within the Cliffside guard. Zigarete was going to put an end to the guard’s gross misconduct. Everyone involved will be punished. After all, they may have just let a dangerous sorcerer loose into the Empire. A sorcerer who had thoroughly humiliated her and, in doing so, stole the Spear of Narcese.

Although Zigarete had lost her most valuable weapon, she wasn’t going to confront Captain Garth unarmed. She requisitioned a starmetal spear from the Imperial armoury. It was nowhere near as powerful as the Spear of Narcese, nor did it possess any magical qualities, but it was still a fine piece of Imperial craftsmanship. The blacksmiths who forged with starmetal were the best in the Empire, and Zigarete was more than capable of wielding their creations with deadly force and efficiency. That was a good thing, because if things didn't go well in the next few minutes, she might have to.

"Grand Inquisitor Silverspear, what a lovely surprise." Captain Garth said in a tone that indicated it was anything but. "Why have you graced us with your presence today?" The balding captain raised his eyes from the parchment he had been busily working on and stood up from his uncomfortable wooden chair.

"Cut the crap, Garth. You know exactly why I’m here." Zigarete said coldly. She didn't have time for the game that the captain was playing. If Zigarete didn't capture the escaped sorcerer soon, she would be screwed, literally. She didn't fancy the idea of being demoted to a royal bed warmer or the idea of ending up as some monstrous brute's plaything.

The captain raised both of his hands defensively. "Now, now, I’ve absolutely no idea what you’re talking about." He rested his hand on the hilt of his sword. Zigarete wasn't sure if this was out of habit or if he was making an ill attempt to threaten her, but she wasn't taking any chances. She kept her spear at the ready. The two guards in the back of the room, who until now had been idly observing, stepped forward. Everyone was on the edge of a knife, and it wasn't going to take much pressure for someone to start bleeding.

"I know about your recent transgressions, captain. You have been purposefully overlooking the checks I ordered to be done in return for getting your dick wet." Zigarete banged the bottom of her spear against the floor. "And now you may have just let an extremely dangerous sorcerer escape Cliffside. I suggest you start cooperating fast.” She paused. “Or don't, it's your choice. I just got a new stretcher delivered to the dungeon yesterday. I’ve been dying to test it out." The threat lingered in the air and zapped Garth of his guile.

"Ah shit. That scrawny bastard was a sorcerer?" The captain exclaimed. He knew better than to ignore Zigarete's threats. The last guard to interfere with a sorcerer investigation died after three days of pain-filled, blood-soaked interrogation.

"Who is this ‘scrawny bastard’?" Zigarete pressed.

"A young guy called Jonn and his ashborn servant came through here. Claimed he was a merchant from across the Burning Sea. His servant girl said some cren-shit about his religion stopping him from undressing or something. I knew he was lying, but I thought he was just smuggling out some black market gog-root under his cloak." The captain sat back down at his desk. "It’d been a long day, and I wasn't keen on filling out all the repossession paperwork, so we decided to have a bit of fun with his ashborn servant instead. Freaky girl that one." The captain scratched the top of his balding head. "They were the only ones who we let through without a full search... recently. Your person on the inside must be good if they picked up on us that quickly."

She was. But Zigarete wasn't about to confirm her, or any of her other spies’ existence to Captain Garth. As forthcoming as Garth was being, she didn't trust him in the slightest. Plus, she still hadn't made up her mind on whether to torture him or not. Zigarete's displeasure was evident on her face. Her eyes shot molten death at the three men in front of her. After a moment's thought, she determined her next course of action. Sadly, it looked like the stretcher would have to get a workout on some other day. Every moment she wasted, the sorcerer would be getting further away from Cliffside, further away from her reach.

"How long ago did this happen?" She asked. If it were only a few hours ago, then she would be in a much better position to track him down. If not, she would need help. Help from someone she would much rather avoid ever seeing again.

"Late yesterday afternoon." The captain replied.

"Well, congratulations, Captain Garth," Zigarete said as she shook her head, her contempt bubbling over. "You and your men's dicks have just volunteered you for an extended expedition outside Cliffside's borders." Captain Garth began to speak, but was interrupted. "Don't worry, in your absence, your oh-so-vital position will be well looked after by one of your subordinates. You got us into this position, Captain, and you are going to help get us out of it." Garth tried to speak again, but Zigarete continued to talk over the top of him. "You have until sundown to gather a dozen men suitable to join us on our noble journey. We will catch them, captain, or else." Zigarete didn't need to explain to Garth what the 'or else' meant; he had a pretty good idea.

"Yes, Grand Inquisitor." Garth stumbled over his words. He had plenty of objections to raise, but none of them were getting him out of this predicament; he was going to have to take his lumps. He looked over at the two other men in the room and began shouting orders. "Go rally the first patrol and tell them to gear up. Also, get the two men who were on customs with me yesterday, Borris and Sten." If Garth were going to be punished, his two accomplices who had joined in yesterday’s festivities would too.

Without a word, Zigarete left the customs tent and headed towards the Inquisition headquarters. There was one more person she would need if she had any hope of catching the fleeing sorcerer. A man that she loathed with every ounce of her being, even more so than the sorcerers she hunted. A man that was so vile that tales of his ruthlessness made the Emperor himself offer him a job in person. She needed her ex-lover. She needed the Tracker.


14: Trek

"You're going to just abandon the forest!?" Talitha was shocked. Clearly, her newfound leader had completely lost his mind. Never before in Heldran history had a chieftain so casually left their own forest.

"As I said, we need to get to Rainfell to avoid me being turned into a fucking shish kebab by the Inquisition." Jonathan was starting to lose his patience with his new tribal groupie. He had explained his situation to her several times over the last few hours, but it wasn't sinking in. He didn't know what else to say. The addition of one more member to the group meant that their supplies would run out a lot faster, around the 80-day mark. It would still be enough to get them to where they needed to be, but Jonathan wasn't comfortable with a smaller margin for error. They may have to turn Stew into stew after all. Probably not, though. Jonathan had grown attached to the big shaggy guy. It would feel wrong, like eating a family pet. 

If Talitha didn't want to come with them, he wasn't going to force her. However, having a strong warrior with them could prove to be very useful if the Adearathian Empire ever did find Jonathan. 

"A shish kebab?" Talitha had never heard that word before; perhaps it was some type of magical device.

"It's uh..." Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, trying to think of the best way to describe it. "A meat delivery system," nailed it, "and one I am not fond of being turned into."

Talitha didn't understand. She didn't understand a lot of what Jonathan said. He had strange words and idioms that she had never encountered before. She’d always prided herself on being articulate and cultured among her peers… when she still had peers. Never before had she heard of a 'fucking shish kebab'. Neither had she ever heard of this strange beast known as a bull that Jonathan had kept mentioning; apparently, they had quite the propensity for shitting. 

"Well, you know what's best, I’m sure the forest is guiding you to do what’s right." She didn't quite believe her own words as she said them, but the forest moved in mysterious ways, and it wasn't for her to question where it's winds would blow.

"Alright then, good I guess." Jonathan didn't believe any mystical force was guiding him around. Still, he wasn't going to rule out the possibility that this world had some pantheon or, at the very least, malicious spirits that inhabited the forest. It would be best not to potentially piss them off by denying their existence.

"Talitha." Saikhi piped up. "Do your people worship the trees? I never could find a good book on the Heldran belief system."

"No, not the trees, sister." Talitha had already taken to calling Saikhi her sister… the familiarity made Saikhi a bit uncomfortable. "We worship the forest. The forest is more than just the trees; it is the plants, the animals, and the people. It is where we are born and where we die. In a way, we are a part of the forest. But the forest has a will and mind of its own that is greater than any of its individual parts."

Saikhi got lost deep in thought. She pulled out a piece of parchment and an ink quill from a pouch on Stew's back. She began frantically jotting down notes on what Talitha had revealed to her. "Thank you, Talitha, this is all very wonderful knowledge." Jonathan peered over towards Saikhi and tried to read her furious scribblings.

"I didn't know you were a writer." Jonathan marvelled.

"Not really, Master, I just dabble and take notes," Saikhi replied timidly.

"We all have to start somewhere. I am sure you are great." Saikhi seemed to light up at that remark. No one had ever encouraged her writing before; it was a refreshing change from the usual scorn and mockery that people had for ashborn authors. Writing books was considered beyond their station.

Jonathan looked down the long winding road ahead, the path was steadily growing more and more dilapidated the deeper they travelled. It wasn't long until the path had completely faded away, obscured by the forest's foliage.

"Welp, that's not good," Jonathan muttered to himself. He kicked around some of the leaves in front of him to no avail. The path had ended.

"People rarely make it this far anymore," Talitha announced as she pushed forward through the undergrowth. "The forest has a way of scaring off all but the most determined of travellers. Don't worry, I know the way. We can stop and rest at my village. It isn't too far from here." Jonathan and Saikhi did their best to keep up with Talitha; each one of her steps was precisely and effortlessly placed. She glided above the forest floor, easily outpacing the pair. "Just be careful not to touch any of the slither vines. They have a tendency of not letting go." Talitha pressed forward and beyond the sight of Jonathan and Saikhi.

"Eep!" Saikhi let out a squeak as something wrapped around her ankle. "Something is grabbing me!" Jonathan rushed to Saikhi's side, knife in hand. He saw a green tendril slithering around Saikhi's leg, slowly making its way up.

"Stay still, I’ll cut you out," Jonathan said as he crouched down to inspect the vine. The single tendril was smooth and scaly. It appeared to have originated from a nearby tree trunk. He attempted to hack it off at the base, but it was of no use. It was like trying to cut through Kevlar; each cut did little to hinder the slithery vine's progress. "Talitha! We need a little help here!" Jonathan called out. He looked over in the direction of where Talitha had been heading, but she was nowhere to be seen. Jonathan moved back over to Saikhi. "Alright, I’m going to try and pull this thing off of you." Saikhi nodded. The vine had already made its way up to her knee.

Jonathan grabbed the vine, then immediately regretted his decision. The vine started to move in a frenzy, tripping Saikhi over and slithering up her body. It weaved itself around Saikhi's curves and between her breasts. "Oh come on!" Jonathan complained. Plants should not have libidos. Saikhi struggled against the vine as it closed in on her sensitive regions. Jonathan had seen enough hentai to know where this was going. A loud crunch echoed out from beside the pair. It was Talitha. She had crushed the base of the vine with a heavy boulder. How she was able to lift something that large was a mystery. The physics were definitely not on her side. The vine fell limp as Saikhi scurried free.

"As I said, don't touch the slither vines. They are almost impossible to cut through, but they are crushed easily enough." Talitha dusted off her hands. She had never seen a slither vine act quite like that. They were generally harmless and slow to act; never before had she seen one move with such vigour.

"That was unpleasant." Saikhi stood up and rearranged her clothes, which had shifted around during the ordeal.

"Come on, we are almost at my village. Please watch your step." Talitha continued to lead the group deeper into the heart of the forest.


15: Tracker

Zigarete kneeled in front of her ex-lover. The Tacker, a dark, long-haired Faen, looked down at her. The look was not one of malice but one of accomplishment. This was a stupid deal, but it is one Zigarete would have to make for her to have any hope of tracking down the sorcerer. She knew that the Tracker had been longing for her body ever since they had gone their separate ways; using that desire was a relatively efficient way to acquire his services. It wasn’t like she hadn’t done this before; they used to be lovers after all. Looking at his naked form for the first time in years, she would be lying to herself if she said she didn’t still find the Tracker physically attractive. But it was never his appearance that she disliked; it was his personality that she despised.

“Well, go on then. Let’s get this over with.” Zigarete complained that the Tracker’s room was cold and she could feel the chill hardening her nipples. The Tracker grabbed the back of the Grand Inquisitor’s hair and pushed her lips towards his cock. Zigarete opened her mouth as the long faen member slid down to the back of her throat. It was as big as she remembered. A little uncomfortable, but getting her face fucked like this was something Zigarete was used to. At the peak of their former relationship, the Tracker used Zigarete’s mouth like this at least once a day. She softened her jaw and throat, allowing the Tracker to dictate the pace. It looked like the Tracker was enjoying the satisfying noises that escaped her mouth. Zigarete let out a soft whimper on the Tracker’s cock as her breast was lightly slapped.

Before long, the Tracker bent Zigarete over the nearby chair, all the while keeping hold of Zigarete’s hair, leading her around like an animal. She felt her hair get pulled back firmly. The Tracker guided his cock into her pussy. This was always how their lovemaking, rather love-taking, went. Zigarete never felt like she was in control; she hated the feeling of being helpless, of not being in control. She would always feel so humiliated every time they fucked. Her usual proud demeanour cracked with each load the Tracker deposited within her. 

For now, she struggled to maintain some control, rocking her hips back against the Tracker’s shaft. She wouldn’t let him completely take over like he had done in the past. Zigarete felt the Tracker reaching her innermost depths. Her body started to enjoy the sensation. A loud smack echoed through the room as the Tracker slapped the Grand Inquisitor’s ass. Zigarete let out a moan and clenched down on her ex-lover’s cock, another tug at her hair indicating that he was indeed enjoying her tightness.

Zigarete hadn’t taken many lovers since she had left the Tracker, only the odd time or two when she got desperately horny, and her own touch wouldn’t suffice. In fact, the last person she had done anything sexual with was that damn sorcerer. Zigarete found herself getting angry at that thought, she pushed the Tracker off balance and onto his back, all the while maintaining his cock inside of her. She began to take control, bouncing furiously up and down the cock’s length. ‘That damned sorcerer!’ she thought as she continued to fuck. ‘I will make him pay for humiliating me like that.’ She was now in complete control, her hips subconsciously burying themselves on the Tracker’s length. 

The Tracker soon retorted and regained control. Lifting Zigarete and pushing her against the nearby wall. Zigarete’s anger was replaced with pleasure as she felt herself beginning to reach her peak. As her body repeatedly pressed against the wall, all she could think of was ways in which she would exact her revenge. Several more pumps were all it took for Zigarete to cum, her legs barely holding herself up through the wave of desire. She was pretty sure the Tracker had cum too. She felt something warm running down her leg, but she didn’t pay it much mind.

“It’s time to get to work.” Zigarete declared.


16: Connected

The forest opened up, encircling a handful of desolate wooden huts. They were damaged, with their walls rotten and their interiors devoid of life. Nature had begun its work reclaiming the structures. It reminded Jonathan of pictures he had seen online of the Chernobyl exclusion zone; everything looked as if it were frozen in time. Only a single structure remained seemingly untouched by the ravages of time, the largest hut in the centre of the forest clearing.

"What happened here?" Jonathan asked in a hushed voice.

"Years ago, the Empire sent its soldiers to try and subdue the forest and its people." Talitha looked past her village and gazed into the forest. "We did everything we could to stop them. We would not be tamed, but no matter how many we defeated, more would come, and in time, we were overrun. Most of us were either killed by the soldiers or captured and taken away. In the end, I was the only one who remained. I wanted to keep fighting, but my chieftain ordered me to hide. I obeyed."

"Damn, I am sorry to hear that." Those were Jonathan's go-to words. He didn't do well in these situations. But his words weren't empty; he truly felt sorry for her. Saikhi awkwardly placed her hand on Talitha's shoulder, attempting to bring comfort to her new companion.

"The Empire has a lot to answer for," Saikhi said softly, thinking back to her own people's mistreatment at their hands.

Talitha welcomed her new family's sentiments. She led them through the village and into the undamaged hut. A hut she had kept well-maintained over the years. The inside was arrayed with various stone and bone carvings, soft animal furs lined the ground, and a large bed sat solitary in the centre of the space. A large cooking pit, with a clay chimney, filled the majority of the back wall. A glowing, incandescent light illuminated the entire interior. It was rather cosy.

"Welcome to the chieftain's quarters," Talitha said with an air of grandeur. She moved towards the cooking pit and grabbed the fire stone she kept next to it. She struck it against her hatchet three times, each strike releasing a small flame from the glowing rock. The dry tinder that she kept in the fireplace lit up instantly. Jonathan needed to get one of those for himself.

Talitha proceeded to undress herself and hung her furs on a nearby wall rack. Jonathan's eyes were firmly fixated on her body as she stretched. Talitha made her way to the bed and crawled up onto its soft, fur-covered sheets. A hint of concern showed on her face. "Aren't you going to undress and relax?" Talitha purred expectantly. Saikhi blushed at the sight of Talitha's body, her already red skin turning a deeper shade. "Please, it is rude to stay dressed inside." Talitha moved over to Saikhi and began to unlace her beautiful blue dress. Saikhi looked like a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming train.

Saikhi's dress fell to the ground, revealing her soft and supple body. Talitha began to grab and squeeze Saikhi, feeling around the ashborn's unprepared body. Talitha's hands massaged Saikhi's breasts and ass; she delighted in the feeling of her silky skin. Saikhi tried to object, but to her surprise, she found herself unable to form words.

"You have such smooth skin." Talitha smiled. She had never touched an ashborn's body before, and she loved how it felt in between her fingers. Skinship was common practice in Talitha's culture, and she was going to enjoy every moment of getting to know her new sister's body.

"When in Rome." Jonathan shrugged as he marvelled at the sight before him. He removed his clothes; it was pretty clear that he was enjoying this part of Heldran culture from the stiffness of his cock. Talitha's body intertwined with Saikhi's as she pulled her close and pressed her chest up against hers. She wanted to make a good impression on her new chieftain, and this seemed to be working.

"Ah, what are you-" Saikhi gasped as Talitha's slender fingers found their way inside of her. They began to explore her quickly moistening folds and delved deep inside of Saikhi. It wasn't long before Talitha had discovered Saikhi's weak points. This was the first time Saikhi had ever been intimate with another woman, and she wasn't sure how to feel about it, but her body didn't object. Waves of pleasure flowed throughout Saikhi as Talitha stimulated her G-spot. She grabbed hold of Talitha, trying to stabilise her now shaking legs.

Talitha motioned for Jonathan to sit on the bed. Jonathan promptly complied. He took in the beauty of the two girls. Saikhi was now shyly grabbing and groping Talitha back as Talitha whispered something into Saikhi's ear. The two brought themselves before Jonathan. Saikhi dropped to her knees as Talitha grasped her newly initiated sister's tits and wrapped them around her chieftain's cock.

Saikhi began to react to Jonathan's power. Her body felt like it was ablaze as Talitha worked the ashborn's breasts up and down the length of his manhood. She poked her tongue out trying to get a taste of her Master's tip, but it was just out of reach. Her glowing eyes looked up at Jonathan with desire. Talitha watched Saikhi with envy. She felt like she was missing out. Talitha got down on her knees and joined Saikhi in pressing her tits up against Jonathan's cock. He was now firmly sliding between their two amazing pairs of breasts. Talitha felt her lust begin to overwhelm her again. She passionately kissed Saikhi as she pressed her tits against hers. Jonathan didn't know how much longer he could last at this rate. This was straight out of a porno. Jonathan couldn't believe his luck.

Saikhi and Talitha spent the next few minutes taking turns riding Jonathan's cock. Each one greedily wanted to hog their leader's manhood all for themselves. Jonathan did his best to juggle between thrusting deep inside of one girl whilst playing with the other. It was a complicated task, but Jonathan was willing to rise to the occasion. Talitha suggested that it would be easier for them to share Jonathan's cock if they were both sucking on it. Jonathan could barely contain his joy as the girls took turns alternating between sliding Jonathan's hard length into their mouths and licking his balls.

"I'm going to cum!" Jonathan groaned. His two followers stroked his cock expectantly, mouths wide and ready to accept his love. He burst forth, covering their faces with his warmth. They did their best to swallow what they could. Then, in a rather predictable fashion, Saikhi and Talitha passed out. Their naked bodies were collapsing on either side of Jonathan. Looking at their cum covered faces, Jonathan began to worry about what side effects his power might have on his two companions. Hopefully nothing long-term.

He got up from between the two girls and retrieved his guidebook. Sitting down near the fire, he opened it. The familiar form of Lily materialised.

"Oh my gods man, cover yourself." Lily averted her eyes from Jonathan's manhood.

"Ah, right, sorry." Jonathan placed his cloak on his lap, covering his now softening penis.

"Well, well, it looks like you have been quite the busy pervert lately." Lily looked around the room and saw the two girls passed out on the bed. "How many poor girls have you taken advantage of now?"

"Hey, it's not my fault, it just kind of happened," Jonathan said indignantly.

"Oh, they just happened to trip and land squarely on your dick?" Lily mocked. "I am sorry, officer, I couldn't help but molest her! That defence wouldn't hold up in court."

"Well, actually, that is what has been happening. Arousal control, remember?" They both pretty much fell on Jonathan's dick. "Anyway, that is what I wanted to ask you about. Does my power have any negative long-term side effects?"

"Besides having to remember that you rode the Night-train all the way to Bone-town? Isn't that a negative enough side-effect?" Lily cringed.

"You are not a very helpful tutorial fairy," Jonathan complained as he rubbed the back of his neck.

"You want helpful? Hey, listen! Hey, listen! Watch out!" Lily did her best impression of Navi, the fairy from Legend of Zelda and easily one of the most annoying characters in that game.

"Ok, ever informative as always. Bye." Jonathan started to close the book.

"Wait! There is one side effect of your power that you should know about." Lily quickly added. Jonathan paused. "Each time you use your power on someone, it permanently lowers their inhibitions. In short, they get sluttier and hornier each time." That would explain Saikhi's and even Talitha's ever-increasing eagerness for sex. "But for a pervert such as yourself, I don't think that qualifies as a negative side effect."

"Is there any way to reverse it?" Jonathan asked.

"Nope. Hence, I called it permanent. Also, don't go touching anything living around here without saying the magic words. You don't want to accidentally turn the whole damned forest perverted. The whole ecosystem here is connected."

"Oh shit!" Jonathan muttered as he raced outside, dropping the book and subsequently Lily to the ground.

It was hard to make out in the moonlight but the forest was slowly but surely slithering towards them.


17: Sap

Jonathan grabbed his magical spear and readied himself. He had fucked up. The forest was creeping towards the chieftain's hut from all sides, and his two companions were still passed out on the bed. He looked over to Lily for guidance, but she had conveniently and unhelpfully disappeared. Jonathan took another peek out the entrance of the hut, the ground still warped and slithered with the mass of vines approaching him. Fortunately, there was only one doorway into the chieftain's hut; unfortunately, there was no door to block off said doorway.

'Plants really shouldn't get horny.' Jonathan thought to himself. His prior touch had turned the slithering vines into some sex-crazed tentacle beast. He was going to have to be way more careful with who and what he touched from now on. Maybe a pair of thick gloves would be a good investment. He glanced at the top of his spear and remembered what Talitha had told him earlier. Cutting won't work; he needed something that could crush the advancing vines. 'This will have to do.'

As Jonathan reconciled himself to stabbing the vines, his spear's form warped in his hands. The tip shifted and elongated into a large square mallet. It now resembled more of a sledgehammer than it did a spear, like the one Jonathan had seen used at cheap carnivals to separate fools from their cash. He was never very good at those games. The first tendril slithered through the doorway. Jonathan brought down his hammer and crushed the ground next to it. 'Damn it!' He swung again. His second attempt struck true. The vine was crushed under the force of the weapon, but Jonathan had little time to celebrate as two more vines made their entrance.

"Hey, wake up, we have a problem!" Jonathan yelled. He had tried to wake his companions earlier, but they were still well and truly unresponsive. On the upside, it did seem like each time Jonathan's power knocked a woman out, it took her subsequently less time to recover from it. Maybe enough time had passed. He saw Saikhi groggily shifting on the bed. Jonathan was still performing his best whack-a-mole impression, wildly striking at the intruders. For the most part, and to Jonathan's credit, it was working. He just might be able to do this.

"Eek, something is grabbing me!" Saikhi squeaked. Jonathan turned around and saw that Saikhi had awoken in a panic. A vine had wrapped around her ankle, but it was odd; he had not let any of the intruders get past him. 'The fireplace!' The horny silver vines had made their way through the opening it created in the roof. The once protective fire that had been burning in the fireplace had died down to harmless embers. They were now beset on both sides. He needed to restart that fire, and fast.

Several more vines grabbed hold of Saikhi, wrapping themselves around her arms and legs and binding her to the bed. She had been sleeping closest to the fireplace and had been the vine's first target. Talitha had yet to be grabbed by the things. The vines weaved around Saikhi's body, between her breasts, around her ass and toward her entrances. She let out a surprised gasp as one girthy member entered her mouth. It didn't seem to be trying to suffocate her as she had initially anticipated, but was instead sliding back and forth within her. A sweet, sticky, sap-like substance started to seep from the tip of the vine. It was not entirely unpleasant. Against her better judgment, she began to drink down some of the liquid as her other holes were penetrated.

"Mmmhhh," Saikhi mumbled, being filled from every direction. The green vines contrasted beautifully against her red skin.

In safe circumstances, Jonathan would be intently watching Saikhi, studying her lewd movements against the tentacles that were ravaging her, but he had no time for that. He needed to close off the fireplace. Unfortunately, he couldn't be in two places at once. Maybe if he fell back, he could run over and grab the flame stone. A blur of motion came from the bed. The source of the movement wasn't Saikhi; she was still being filled at each end by lusty vines. Talitha had awoken and pounced towards the fireplace. With a single fluid motion, she grabbed the flame stone and her hatchet. Striking them together, setting the fireplace ablaze, burning through the invading vines. They went lim,p and Saikhi untangled herself from their mass.

"Grab a weapon sister." Talitha pointed to a small cabinet against the wall of the hut. Saikhi rushed over towards it and opened its doors. An array of daggers, bolas and other various weapons was stored neatly within it. Saikhi grabbed the biggest blunt instrument she could find, a wooden club. Together, the two joined Jonathan in defending the entrance. Talitha used the back side of her hatchet with keen efficiency. She was easily feeling the vines at twice the rate Jonathan had been able to, but even their combined efforts were not enough to hold back the growing tide. The three were being pushed back into the hut from the sheer quantity of advancing vines.

"Watch out!" Talitha threw herself in front of a vine that intended to wrap around Saikhi, pushing the unaware girl out of the way. It didn't take long for Talitha to be overwhelmed. The greedy tentacles found their way around her body and deep within her holes. The vine that penetrated her pussy was thick; it slowly stretched her as it entered and filled her up with its length. Jonathan tried to push back towards Talitha, but another wave of vines separated them. He would have to fight his way to her. He could only watch as the tangle of vines pleasured Talitha. Any tendril unable to find its way inside of her instead rubbed itself against Talitha's body, releasing its glistening sap all over her. They had begun to slip between Talitha's hands, using her slender fingers to jerk themselves off.

It wasn't long until Saikhi joined Talitha. She had been doing a good job in fending off the vines with her club, but she grew tired with each swing of the hefty weapon. One moment of imbalance later, and she found herself on the floor, the vines quickly finding their way inside of her exhausted body.

"Oh, ah, it's too big!" Saikhi gasped as the vine between her folds began to push deeper. She looked up at Jonathan with pleading eyes, her breasts pressed up against the floor as the tentacles pumped away. "Master, use your power to-" Saikhi's words were cut off as her mouth was filled with the vine's lust. The two girls' muffled moans filled the hut as Jonathan desperately tried to save them. 'Use my power?' he thought to himself. That was what got them into this mess in the first place. What was Saikhi thinking? The girls’ moans grew louder with every inch they took.

It then dawned on him: Jonathan was an idiot. This whole ordeal could have easily been avoided. He reached out for an advancing vine. "Conievo," he chanted as he grasped it in his hands. Immediately, the vines released their captured companions and began to retreat. Saikhi and Talitha's naked bodies glistened with sap from the slithering vines' lust. He couldn't believe he hadn't thought of lowering the vines' arousal earlier; he would have saved the group a lot of trouble. Or, perhaps he did think of it earlier. Somewhere, deep down in his subconscious, his dark desires had suppressed the solution from coming to the surface. Saikhi and Talitha looked over at Jonathan with hungry, frustrated eyes. They were not done yet.


18: Expedition

Captain Garth crushed another slither vine with the blunt end of his poleaxe. The forest had erupted in a fit of madness shortly after his group had set up camp. The usually docile vines were whipped into a frenzy against the dozen-strong expedition. Borris, Sten and the other Cliffside guards did a reasonable enough job fending off the mass of attackers, but if it were not for the swift and highly trained combat skills of Zigarete and the Tracker, the camp would have been quickly engulfed by the swarm of tendrils. The Inquisitor moved graciously between the tentacles, crushing them with the flat side of her spear as she dodged their strikes. Likewise, the Tracker flowed around the ravenous vines, a mace in each hand, landing every hit.

Garth had heard stories of the Tracker, a former bandit and the deadliest faen in the Empire. Famous for heading the extermination of an entire Imperial garrison in the north. A deed that, ironically, led to a rather attractive job offer in the Empire's military. Since then, he had been spending his time hunting and exterminating hard-to-find sorcerers at the Emperor's behest. It was even rumoured that the Grand Inquisitor and he had a fling during a hunt a few years back. Garth didn't think the Tracker was much to look at. He was tall for a faen, but not particularly tall by human standards. He was also a lot more muscular than other faen he had seen. Perhaps because he actually got enough to eat. The Tracker kept his long black hair in a ponytail to avoid it getting in the way of his rhythmic dance of death.

The assault had stopped as quickly as it had begun. No casualties, just a few scrapes and bruises. This grunt work was beneath Garth.

"What in the gods' names just happened?" Garth said through heaving breaths. It had been a long time since Garth had been required to fight for his life, or at all.

"It is odd, I have never seen sliver vines act so aggressively and I have been down this path many times during my training." Zigarete continued to scan the canopy as the vines retreated.

"They stink of Sorcery." The Tracker added a deep, dull tone. Garth doubted that Sorcery had a distinct smell, but he wasn't about to question a man who made a name for himself by killing Imperial soldiers.

"Well, it looks like whatever was happening is over for now." Garth pointed to a group of his men. "You four are on first watch tonight. We are each pulling double watch duties in case something like that happens again." A collective groan came from the men. "Oh shut your damned mouths," Garth shouted. Despite him feeling the same way, he needed to maintain discipline. This trouble had not been worth getting his dick wet, no matter how good that ashborn slut’s pussy was.

Garth charged Borris with starting the fire and cooking some of the supplies that the men had brought along with them. Besides several pack-crens, each member of the expedition had been riding forrins, two-legged flightless war-birds. It beat the hell out of walking. With any luck, they would catch up to the escaped sorcerer in no time. Garth thought about what he and his men would do with the sorcerer’s servant girl to alleviate their frustrations. She would have to work off all the trouble that she and her master caused them. It would take many days and nights.

Zigarete and the Tracker retired to their tent for the night. It was unusual for the two to share a tent, given their previous history, but it was common practice for those in the Inquisition to have separate lodgings from the rest of the military. The tent they set up was much more spacious than the cramped, regulation-sized tents the rest of them were given.

Garth knew the drill by now; the nobility and elites got the good stuff, and they were left with whatever was left. He would have thought that with all the Empire's riches, they could at least afford a bit better equipment for this kind of thing. But travelling gear was probably low on the priority list since there weren't many threats left on the continent to travel to and conquer. Most rebellions these days were local uprisings, and the local guard efficiently dealt with those. Nothing like that ever happened in Cliffside, though; it was well controlled and heavily guarded, even more so now that the Emperor was visiting.

Garth hated being out of the city more than anything. He even prided himself on avoiding the last conquest that went through these parts. Apparently, the previous sorcerer who had taken refuge in this forest was a real pain to cut down. A whole division of soldiers were killed, not Garth, though; he was safe at home fucking smuggler's wives. Garth didn't cherish the idea of dying on some gods’ forsaken forest floor surrounded by bugs and rotting leaves. A rich scent came from the fire. The food was ready.

After dinner, Garth struggled to keep his eyes open during the calmness of the night. The crackling warmth of the fire was the only thing keeping his mind stimulated. Taking a double watch would be hard tonight. He considered getting one of his men to cover for him, but that would annoy them, and it wasn't worth having his men bitch about it for the rest of the journey. A cold breeze brushed against Garth's face, rousing him from his dulled state. It carried with it a soft voice.

Garth silently followed the source of the noise. It grew louder as he approached the Inquisitor's tent. The closer he got, the more distinct the sound grew. It was a familiar sound to Garth. Soft grunts and moans. It seemed that the rumours about the Tracker's and Zigarete's history were true.

"Oh fuck... Not so rough, someone might hear." The almost inaudible voice of Zigarete whispered. Someone was indeed hearing. A dim candlelight flickered from within the tent. Garth made out a shadow of Zigarete, on all fours, her curves jiggling as another shadowy form pressed against her from behind.

'Lucky bastard.' Garth thought to himself jealously. Many of Garth's dreams had been filled with him ploughing the uptightness out of the Grand Inquisitor. Those fantasies mostly came after particularly grating interactions with her.

"Shut it, this was the deal." A male voice spoke from within the tent as the shadowy figure slapped Zigarete's ass. Stifled moans continued pouring out from the tent. 'Well at least someone is putting her in her place.' Garth sighed inwardly as he backed away from the tent. Being caught peeping would likely prove fatal.


19: Trance

Thanks to Talitha, traversing the forest didn't take nearly as long as Jonathan and Saikhi had anticipated. Locals always knew the best shortcuts. Jonathan's journey through the forest mainly consisted of wading through thick underbrush, swatting blood sucking bugs and having frequent bouts of sex with his two beautiful companions. Jonathan was starting to feel drained by the whole experience. There was only so much ammunition one man could produce, and his reserves felt like they were running dry.

"I could really go for a Gatorade." He mumbled as they carefully tiptoed their way through another set of thorn bushes.

"What was that, Master?" Saikhi asked. She had been walking in front of Jonathan and behind Talitha, who was making sure the path was clear of slither vines. They didn't want a repeat of what had happened earlier. Jonathan had taken the opportunity to study his companions' curves as they walked carefully.

"Oh, it's nothing. How much further do we have to go, Talitha?" Jonathan raised his voice so she could hear him.

"About twenty more minutes, Daddy.” Talitha stopped and placed her hand on a nearby tree trunk. “And please call me Tali, or daughter, we are family now." Jonathan had trouble accepting Talitha's request; calling her daughter was a bit odd, especially since they looked around the same age. Being called daddy confused and excited Jonathan. Having daddy/daughter roleplay was not a foreign concept, but it was definitely not something Jonathan had done before. 'Calling her Tali would do for now, ' he thought. He almost bumped into Saikhi as he realised they had stopped moving.

"Is everything ok Talith— Tali?" Jonathan asked as he approached the front of the group. Talitha's eyes were closed, her body deep in trance.

"I think she is communicating with the forest," Saikhi said, wonderment in her voice. "I have only heard tales about this. I was certain it was a myth." Saikhi retrieved a quill and parchment from Stew's pouch and approached Talitha's entranced body. She began to jot down several lines of observations.

Saikhi was a much better guide to this new world than his tutorial fairy Lily had been. She was always quick to dump much-needed exposition when asked. Talking to Lily was more like pulling teeth with a monkey's paw. You never knew what you were going to get, but you could be pretty sure that it would hurt. Lily did have her uses, though, and Jonathan didn’t have to hide his true origins when he was with her, so at least she had that going for her.

"We're being followed." Talitha returned from her trance. Saikhi jittered back in surprise. "Over a dozen armoured men and a single woman, all on forrin-back. They are a day or so behind us."

This was bad. Jonathan had hoped to make a clean escape from Cliffside, but it seems that news got out of his departure. It wasn't entirely unexpected, though. What had been surprising was that they were already so close, and they were somehow able to track them through the forest.

"How do they know where we are?" Jonathan inquired, trying to keep the fear from his voice.

"They have a tracker with them. A faen." Saikhi gasped at Talitha's news.

"It's not just a tracker. It's THE Tracker." Saikhi emphasised. "If it is who I think it is, he has single-handedly killed over twenty sorcerers, and that is just after he started working for the Empire."

"Are you sure?" Jonathan asked, 'This guy sounds like bad business.'

"Certain, no other faen has ever worked as a tracker for the Empire."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, he needed a plan or else his new life might come to an abrupt end. Once they were out of the forest, the mounted and much faster hunting group would gain on them rapidly. He wished he could have bought a few of the chicken-like forrins whilst he was in the Cliffside market, but their sale was restricted to nobles and military personnel. Jonathan didn't have time to delve into the seedy underbelly of Cliffside's black market to acquire them.

"Is there somewhere we can hide once we get out of the forest?" Jonathan asked.

"There is a sizable town just north of the forest's edge," Saikhi revealed. "I have never been there, but I heard the Cult of Sisters manages it." Talitha nodded in agreement. "Otherwise, there is only prairie and rolling hills awaiting us on the other side, for quite some distance." Saikhi's brain continued to provide a well of knowledge.

"Alright, we will head there and lay low. Maybe we can find a way to throw them off our trail." Jonathan motioned for the group to keep moving forward. "I'll need to know everything you know about this town and the cult running it." Jonathan put on a brave face; he had no idea what he was going to do. 'Fake it until you make it Jonno.'

The town of Sidim was in a unique situation within the Adearathian Empire. The administration and law enforcement of the town were all handled by a group of female monks known as the Cult of Sisters. The cult follows the teachings of the Goddess of Beauty and Protection. According to Saikhi, the Sisters are known to be quite kind to sorcerers. They see Jonathan's type as lost souls that need to be saved from the curse of Sorcery. So that was a plus.

The reason the Emperor had allowed the town to stay autonomous had been the matter of some scholarly debate. The most prominent theory being that Marra, the previous Queen of the Adearathian Empire, was born and raised there, so the Emperor harboured a soft spot for Sidim and its beauty cult. The reason didn't matter much to Jonathan. What did matter were the catacombs that Saikhi had learned about. A vast network that sprawled out beneath the central chapel in Sidim. They seemed like an ideal place to hide, but Jonathan needed to get a feel for the situation before making any concrete decisions. He had asked his companions if the undead "were a thing" in this world. The response he got back was a solid "maybe". So perhaps the catacombs might not be the best place to seek refuge.

It wasn't long before the group arrived at the Northern edge of the forest. To Jonathan’s surprise, the town of Sidim was actually in sight from the tree line. The group made haste towards their potential refuge. When they had reached the outskirts of Sidim, they ventured down the long cobbled road that carved a divide straight down the middle of the town. The architecture of Sidim had a much more conservative colour palette than Cliffside's gaudy display. Whites, blacks and the occasional brown. The people here were also similarly conservative in their attire; men and women mostly wore clean white and black robes. People smiled unnervingly at the group as they passed. Jonathan made a mental note not to drink any of the Kool-Aid here.

"We stand out. It's not going to take an expert tracker to find us here." Jonathan returned an awkward smile as a group of white robed townspeople passed them. "Probably best if we looked the part."

"It looks like there is a market stall over there that is selling Sidim's traditional garb." Saikhi pointed to the side of the road. But as Jonathan's group approached the stall, they were intercepted.

"Welcome, travellers." The melodic voice originated from behind them. Jonathan turned on the spot as he placed one hand on the hilt of his dagger. Long flowing golden locks cascaded down against a curvaceous body, hugged only by a thin white gown. Blue eyes sparkled, and her face shone white. The woman's beauty disarmed Jonathan; he relaxed his hand, and it slipped off his weapon. However, the woman’s beauty did nothing to ease Talitha. She had kept her hand firmly attached to the handle of her hatchet.

"I am Sala, a priestess-protector of Sidim." The beauty explained. "May I ask what business you have in our fair town?"

"You may not." Talitha hissed. She had taken a defensive stance and looked about ready to pounce.

"No, no, it's fine." Jonathan raised his arm in front of Talitha. "We are merchants looking to trade and spend a few days resting in your lovely city. My name is Jonn-" Jonathan bit his tongue again, he still could not say his full name. "-Nightmare, this is Saikhi and this is Tali."

"Talitha to you." Talitha was quick to add. She had not taken a liking to Sala, and Jonathan couldn't understand why. Perhaps it was jealousy?

"Of course, it is a pleasure to meet you. We are always pleased to welcome merchants and those seeking a place to rest. You all look very tired. Please keep the peace whilst you stay in Sidim." Sala clasped her hands together and bowed slightly.

"Uh, sure thing." Jonathan began to blush as he rubbed the back of his neck. Sala had knocked him off-kilter. Before Jonathan could react, Sala planted a soft and gentle kiss upon his lips. Jonathan's eyes widened. Oh shit, this was bad.

"Let our kiss bind the peace." Sala walked off unaffected. What the hell, Jonathan didn't have time to say 'conievo', by all rights, she should be mad with lust by now. But no, she gracefully walked away from Jonathan without so much as a moan. Jonathan stood jaw agape, trying to process what had just happened.

"Monstrous witch." Talitha hissed under her breath.

"Witch? She's a sorcerer?" Jonathan asked in a hushed tone.

"No, her power doesn't come from the forest, it comes from someplace far more sinister."


20: Foreboding

"These clothes are so restrictive." Talitha pulled at the sides of her new white robe. "How do people move around in these things?" Since she had gotten changed, Talitha's movements had become awkward. Jonathan felt a bit bad for asking her to wear the conservative and somewhat restrictive attire, but they needed to disguise their appearance if they were going to blend in. The robes slipped over the top of their current clothes, and Jonathan thought they were pretty comfortable. Talitha probably hadn't worn anything that consisted of more than a few strands of fabric in her life.

Jonathan had started to lay the groundwork for his 'plan'. First, he checked into a local inn using his name, which he would be sure to check out of the following morning. Second, he sold some of the goods from his cren, Saikhi had proven to be a surprisingly good saleswoman and netted more money than he had expected from some of the sales. Third, he got Talitha and Saikhi to ask random townsfolk for directions to Arvon Port, a town in the opposite direction of their destination, Rainfell. Really, Jonathan's 'plan' was a loosely joined set of red herrings. The one advantage that he had over the Inquisition was that they didn't know Jonathan was on to them. Hopefully, they would be fooled into travelling towards Arvon Port, and by the time they realised they had been duped, Jonathan and his group would be long gone.

In the short term, Jonathan needed somewhere to hide, and unlike Cliffside, Sidim didn't have an abundance of dilapidated houses and dark alleyways. Everything here was clean and inhabited.

'Well, I guess I should ask... her.' Jonathan sent Saikhi and Talitha off to gather more information about the town and retrieved the guidebook from his cloak; it was much harder to recover with the extra layer of his new white robe getting in the way. He leaned against Stew. The cren provided cover from passersby; he didn't want some random villager to see Lily and start asking questions.

With a sigh, Jonathan opened the tome. Lily's blue translucent form sprang forth from its pages.

"You don't call, you don't write, whatever is a girl to do?" Lily said indignantly.

"Sorry, been too busy being screwed over by the whole damn world you brought me to." Jonathan griped. "Plus, you're not usually super helpful."

"Fine, mister my life is so terrible now that I get to fuck a bunch of beautiful women. How can I be of service?" Lily bowed mockingly. She did have a valid point.

"I need a place to hide from the Inquisition. The stabby spear lady and some Faen tracker are right on my heels. Any ideas?"

"Grand Inquisitor Zigarete and the Tracker? Oh, well then, you might actually be screwed." Lily pondered. This added to the long list of things that did not fill Jonathan with confidence. "Well, there are the Sidim catacombs. Nothing down there but a bunch of dusty statues." Lily seemed to know where they were without Jonathan having to tell her explicitly. "You are very likely to get lost down there, though. Entry is restricted to members of the Sisterhood. You could always try sneaking in through the chapel, though."

"Oh, that reminds me, are the undead a thing in this world?" Jonathan interjected. "It would make me feel a hell of a lot better going into forbidden catacombs if I knew I wasn't going to be eaten by a horde of awaiting zombies."

"Don't be ridiculous." Lily laughed. Jonathan let out a sigh of relief. "Zombies don't just hang about in catacombs without a purpose. This isn't a role-playing game. You should be much more afraid of the beasts you might find down there. The Cult of Sisters are quite a freaky bunch. Honestly, whose idea was it for you to hide here?" Lily's words left Jonathan quite a lot to unpack.

"So zombies are real? No wait—" That wasn't important right now. "What monsters are down there? What do you mean by freaky? Like, 'I want to try rough stuff' freaky or 'I want to cut you with a knife' freaky? There was this one Sister that my powers—" Jonathan rushed to get as many questions in as possible.

"Whoa, slow down there, Speedy Gonzalez, I can barely understand you." Lily patted the air with her hands. "The Cult of Sisters keeps several beasts in warded-off edges of the catacombs to experiment on; they shouldn't be a problem as long as you—" And she vanished.

Jonathan opened and closed the guidebook rapidly. "Oh come on!" Jonathan threw the guidebook against the ground. "Just perfect." He sighed. He reluctantly picked up the tome and dusted off its cover. Once he was safe, he was going to find a way to extend the battery life of his book to last longer than an off-brand Kindle.

"Are you alright, Master?" Saikhi peered out from behind Stew. "Who were you talking to?"

"Oh, Saikhi, you're back fast. It was just a long-distance call." Jonathan stuttered. He used many strange words and phrases that Saikhi had never heard before. Gotham must be a strange and wondrous place.

"Sorcery-stuff," Jonathan added after seeing Saikhi's apparent puzzlement. He wasn't ready to let the others in on the whole Lily business just yet. Saikhi nodded.

"Everyone is heading toward the chapel. A weekly service, I think." Saikhi explained, "Tali said she would scout it out and meet us there." Jonathan now noticed the crowds of people converging on the chapel down the road. It was more Gothic in architecture than the surrounding buildings and significantly grander. The afternoon sun poured through its massive stained glass windows.

"Alright, let's put old Stew here in the stables and go find her." Jonathan made sure to give the stable master a hefty tip to keep his mouth shut before leaving the cren there.

Jonathan and Saikhi tried to blend in as they entered through the archway doors of the chapel. Inside, people filled the rows of wooden pews and colours from the stained glass windows swirled and mixed into fantastic patterns on the chapel's floor. Jonathan and Saikhi quietly took a seat near the entrance. Their eyes scanned around, trying to spot Talitha in the crowd. At the far side of the chapel stood a large marble platform on which three attractive Sisters, dressed in pure onyx gowns, stood. The middle Sister stepped forward and began to speak.

"Sisters and brothers, we are here today to give thanks to the Goddess for her many years of protection. Her beauty has rained down upon Sidim since its founding and will continue to do so for years to come." The Sister projected her voice without it losing any of its splendour. "Let us take a moment to give our quiet thanks." The whole congregation closed and lowered their eyes.

Jonathan spotted Talitha as she waved to him from the doorway on the side of the main hall. Jonathan and Saikhi quietly made their way over to her. They entered the side room and gently shut the door behind themselves, being careful not to make a sound that would interrupt the congregation's quiet thanks. Talitha raised her finger to her mouth as she led the pair down a narrow flight of stairs. The stairs ended in a rounded tiled chamber with a metal gate that was left ajar on the other end. A collapsed figure in a white gown lay unconscious on its threshold. Saikhi muffled a squeal with her hand.

"Tali, what have you done?" Jonathan asked in a steady tone. He should have thought more about Talitha's wild tendencies before letting her off on her own.

"I saw the witch from before and followed her down here. Don't worry, Daddy, she will be fine, I think." Talitha grabbed Sala's limp form and began to drag her into the tunnel beyond the gate. "We need to move, and we can't leave her here," Talitha added.

Jonathan's plan was falling apart, he still needed to check out of the inn and sow a few more red herrings around the town but now he had an unconscious body to deal with. At least Talitha showed initiative, he shrugged, as he followed Talitha into the dark and foreboding tunnel.


21: Priestess

Tessellating geometric patterns of tiles lined the floor and walls of the steadily declining tunnel. Stone statues of enticing angelic figures sat in alcoves that lined both sides. Their lifelike visages watched Jonathan as he helped Talitha carry the newly acquired unconscious priestess. Jonathan was going to have a word with Talitha about aggressive tendencies later; she couldn't just knock out every strange lady that rubbed her the wrong way. She needed to have a bit more tact. But what was done was done, and for better or for worse, they had found their way into the Sidim’s catacombs. At least that is where Jonathan thought they were. The tunnel seemed to have no end, just dim light illuminating their way. Come to think of it, Jonathan couldn't tell where that dim light was coming from. It just seemed to radiate from the walls.

"Moonstone," Talitha said as she saw her Chieftain gawking at the stonework around them. "It is taken from deep under the forest. That is why the tiles and statues here shine like the night sky." Jonathan nodded. The moonstone was convenient, considering that he had forgotten the first rule of dungeoneering: always bring a torch. At least he remembered rule number two: always bring a weapon. His spear was still in the unassuming burlap sack on his back, whilst his dagger lay hidden under his robe.

Jonathan struggled under Sala's weight even though Talitha was doing a large majority of the carrying. At home, he wasn't a lifter... or runner, or well, an 'exercise' person. If not for his metabolism, Jonathan could have easily been twice his size; he was grateful for his lean genes.

"It's beautiful," Saikhi said softly. "I have never seen a place with such detailed sculptures. The way the light shines off of them is like the stars." Saikhi had been chronicling all that she saw. She had taken to keeping her quill, ink and parchment close at all times. It was nice to see her marvel over the new things. When Saikhi shared in his awe, it made him feel a bit less like an alien on a foreign planet.

"That's odd," Saikhi muttered as she scrawled.

"What's odd?" Jonathan asked with an exhausted huff. They stopped a moment to allow Jonathan to catch his breath.

"The statues, they are all depicted as wearing the traditional gowns the Sisters wear." Saikhi pointed to their unconscious priestess. "At the start of the tunnel, they all looked just like hers."

"That seems normal, though." Jonathan shrugged, if the Sisterhood carved them, it is reasonable to suspect that they would depict them with the same religious attire as they wear.

"Yes, but look at that one." Saikhi pointed to a statue in the alcove just in front of them. It seemed normal to Jonathan. He squinted as he inspected the curves of the statue. These Sisters could sure make art. Wait. Jonathan spotted something off.

"The gown on that one is shorter than the ones before it." Jonathan's eyes widened. "And the neckline is much lower." The statue showed substantially more cleavage than the original gown did.

"Exactly. They are gradually becoming more revealing. I don't know what it could mean, though." Saikhi continued to take notes. The group resumed their trek down the tunnel. Jonathan started to worry about what kind of kinky stuff these Sisters were into. It's always the innocent-looking ones that are the freakiest. Maybe it had something to do with why Sala didn't respond to Jonathan's touch.

"I have a bad feeling about this." Jonathan quoted before immediately regretting having done so. 'Now something is definitely going to go wrong.' The reference, as usual, went over his companion's head.

The group continued for what seemed like an age. In reality, it was only about fifteen minutes, but Jonathan's sense of time was greatly altered by the person he was carrying. At some point, the watching statues had become completely naked. Their faces and stances changed from being solemn and reserved to excited and extremely lewd. The Sisters really knew how to do art.

Eventually, the tunnel levelled out into three identical branching paths. Jonathan had seen this before; it was a staple choice in many a role-playing game he had played before.

"Left," Jonathan said confidently.

They could have stayed there and discussed the merits of each path, weighing up the pros and cons of the identical tunnels, but Jonathan was sure it wouldn't matter. The group continued onward. For a catacomb, there was a surprising lack of dead bodies. 'Aren't these places meant to be packed full of them?' Jonathan pondered.

After a few bends and turns, the narrow pathway opened up to a large round chamber with a dozen stone doors. Various geometric shapes were carved upon their faces. This too was a familiar sight, another game trope. Each of these doors led somewhere, and hopefully, one of those places would allow Jonathan to lie low for a day or two. In the centre of the room was a waist-high cylindrical stand with markings corresponding to those carved into the doors.

"A control panel, perhaps?" Jonathan said as he approached the stand, a carving of a diamond lit up with a blue shimmer. Its position seemed to correspond with the direction of the doorway from which their group had entered. "Well then, shall we see what is behind door number one?" Jonathan pressed down on a triangular symbol located on the far left side of the panel.

"Master, perhaps we shouldn't-" Saikhi was cut off by the sound of the door behind them closing. The light in the room shifted from a pale white to a blaring red as hissing sounds escaped from small holes lining the bottom of the chamber. Shit. Jonathan had forgotten rule number 0 of dungeon crawling. Always check for traps. Jonathan breathed in a scent reminiscent of lavender as his eyelids grew heavy and his vision faded to black.

'Fuck.'

When Jonathan came to his head, it was a mess. His brain was trying to hightail it out of his skull, and given his recent blunder, Jonathan could hardly blame it for trying. As his vision slowly returned, he noticed that he was in a small tiled room, no bigger than a jail cell. The only entrance was a stone door with the same triangular marking as the one he had pressed earlier. Next to the entrance was another waist-high cylindrical stand. He looked around the cramped cell; his companions were nowhere to be seen. Someone else was with him in that room, and that someone was Sala. She was upright, conscious and looking right at him.

"You have an odd way of keeping the peace, Outsider." Her melodic voice hummed. Jonathan struggled to move, but his muscles responded with only a dull ache. "Oh, I wouldn't try to move just yet if I were you. You have inhaled a lot of moctus root gas. It tends to paralyse the uninitiated for quite some time. I can still remember my first time; your poor head probably feels like bursting." She ran her hand through Jonathan's hair. Jonathan noticed that he was completely naked, his sorcerer's mark in full view. "Quite an interesting power you're cursed with. Unfortunately for you, it is ineffective against us priestess-protectors. Our hearts are hardened against succumbing to our sexual desire. We run hot, always." She stroked Jonathan's chest and traced her finger around his markings. "But that doesn't mean we don't like to have a bit of fun now and then."

"Where... are-?" Jonathan struggled to get the words out. He needed to find out where Saikhi and Talitha were.

"Oh, your friends?" Sala smiled. "Don't worry, they are being well cared for, they are currently contributing to the good work of the Sisterhood as we speak." That sounded bad. Sala walked over to the control panel and pressed down on a discrete pressure pad on its side. She then pressed the triangular symbol on the top of the stand. The stone door slid down into the ground. Jonathan was looking back into the main chamber. Saikhi and Talitha were naked on their hands and knees side-by-side. Behind them towered two bestial humanoids, rippling with muscles, dark-skinned, and bearish in features. They were fucking the girls with ferocity. Both of the girls' bodies bounce in unison from the force of each thrust. Jonathan's manhood started to stiffen.

"Oh, naughty, naughty sorcerer, you like seeing your friends fucked by brutes?" Sala walked back over and slid her hand down to Jonathan's cock. She wrapped her slender fingers around the shaft and began softly stroking. Her breasts pressed up firm against Jonathan's side. "Well, Jonn, these brutes aren't your ordinary kind. You see, your regular brute is about a head shorter and much fairer than the ones we breed here. Not to mention much tamer. Our specimens rely more on their primal instincts. They love to fight and they love to fuck." Jonathan felt the pain starting to fade from his body, replaced with the pleasure from Sala's deft handiwork.

Saikhi and Talitha looked exhausted, their eyes flushed with weariness and a hint of pleasure. Both girls released tired moans each time the brutes' members plunged into them. They were not exactly reluctant moans. They were either past the point of caring or perhaps even enjoying it.

"Don't hold their passion against them; our enhanced brutes make for excellent and enthusiastic lovers." Sala laughed. Jonathan would be lying if he said he wasn't enjoying the view. The sight of his women being violated by much larger beasts was exquisite. It didn't help that Sala was helping him along with her remarkably skilled handjob, but he'd feel a lot better if he could actually move. He could see his clothes and a burlap sack in the corner of the room, but despite putting every effort into willing his body to move, it just stood there motionless. Nothing seemed to be restraining him, and it was strange that he was able to stand upright despite being completely immobilised. Shouldn't he be slumped in a heap on the ground?

"Oh... I am going to break." Saikhi reached out and grabbed Talitha's hand with her own. She grasped with the remainder of her strength. Talitha looked directly at Jonathan, or was she looking through him? It was like she was gazing at a solid wall. She turned her head to Saikhi. "Don't worry, my sister, I am here with you." Talitha leaned to the side and kissed Saikhi on the mouth. Initially intended as a sweet gesture, her lips continued with a renewed sense of vigour as her tongue explored Saikhi's mouth.

The brutes pounded harder, sweat dripping from their massive frames onto the arched backs of their prey. Saikhi's moans grew louder as she pushed back against her captor, meeting each thrust. Talitha's tribal tattoos seemed to dance across her body with each impact. She broke the kiss, gasping.

"He is so big..."

Saikhi watched her new sister's face contort in pleasure and felt her own orgasm building. Their shared ordeal became something else entirely—something they wanted.

'Fuck that is hot.' Jonathan thought to himself. He tried to call out to them, and to his credit, several syllables crawled out.

"Oh, don't bother, they can't hear us, or see us for that matter. It is a one-way door." Sala increased the vigour of her strokes. "It's nice seeing their pussies pounded, isn't it?" Jonathan gritted his teeth and held back his load; he wasn't going to give Sala the satisfaction. "It's going to be a shame seeing you get unbranded. I quite enjoy your power, and the process probably won't leave much of your twisted little mind left." She giggled. "I am sure your friends will make wonderful new initiate Sisters, though."

"You run hot all the time, right?" Jonathan forced the question from his mouth.

"Yes, Mr. Nightmare, I find your power quite soothing; the heat is my comfort." She licked the side of Jonathan's face.

"Conievo."


22: Swing

Sala's eyes widened as she stumbled back against the edge of the cell. "What did you do!? What did you do!?" Her melodic voice turned into a shrill screech. The distraught priestess advanced on Jonathan. "Conievo, "he chanted, a moment before Sala grabbed his cock.

"Give it back!" The priestess furiously rubbed his manhood, rougher and more desperate than before. The task was proving wholly unfruitful. Sala still felt empty. There was no warmth; it was as if the Goddess had abandoned her. She got down on her knees and took Jonathan's length into her mouth. If the damned sorcerer wasn't going to give her his warmth, she was going to take it from him. Her rhythm was clinical—no enthusiasm, no passion, only desperation. Jonathan wasn't picky. It wasn't long until he came in Sala's mouth. The priestess gulped down his seed unenthusiastically.

"Why isn't it working!" Sala shouted after wiping her mouth.

'Three... Two... One...' Jonathan counted down in his head. Sala collapsed. He was glad that it worked. Well almost. His original plan was for the sudden lack of arousal to clear the lusty priestess's head and have her come to her senses. Hopefully, that included releasing them. That failed. There was no guarantee that his cum would have knocked her out, considering her immunity to his arousal heightening. So he was glad that power still worked, kind of. Jonathan was just happy he blundered his way out of this situation, but he wasn't out of danger yet.

Jonathan sluggishly willed his body to move. His limbs were stiff. He walked like a stunted mannequin towards his gear. He didn't have the dexterity to get dressed right now, but he was able to retrieve his stolen spear from its burlap wrappings. He peered out towards the main chamber. Saikhi and Talitha's mouths were still intertwined as the brutes violated them. The brutes looked strong, strong enough to crush Johnathan like a pea with their bare hands. Jonathan's muscles gradually began to limber up. He needed to wait for the right moment to strike. Either when the brutes were distracted or possibly when they were done. The girls might have to endure the pounding for a bit longer. It was fortunate that they couldn't see into Jonathan's cell.

Jonathan waited a few minutes. He took in the sights and sounds of his companions' pleasure and exhaustion. It didn't look like the brutes were going to relent any time soon. He was going to have to create the distraction himself. He gazed down at the unconscious priestess. She had this coming.

A few minutes later, Sala's body, naked and limp, was pushed into the main chamber. The two brutes paused their current activities and moved to inspect her. They had been fucking their current captives for hours, and newer, fresher girls were always better. Saikhi and Talitha welcomed the respite. It wasn’t long before the brutes' prodding and groping of Sala's body turned into more vigorous tasks. They knew who it was in front of them. One of their masters. But they had no loyalty to her, especially when she couldn't do anything to stop them. The brutes filled up both ends of Sala, one taking her mouth whilst the other enjoyed her pussy. Her form slid back and forth between their poles. More importantly, it was all happening right in front of the one-way door, easily within reach of Jonathan's spear.

He thought about letting the brutes have their way with Sala for a little bit longer, but he was only going to get one chance at this; he had to do it in one swing. The spear warped and shifted as he made his intent clear in his mind. The tip of the weapon changed from a spear point to a large flat blade. It still surprised Jonathan how light the weapon was, considering its size.

Jonathan wasn't particularly keen on attacking the two brutes, and not just because they could probably kill him with one hand. No, it was because they got a raw deal in all this. It wasn't really their fault. Sure, they had been violating Saikhi and Talitha, but the brutes looked like they were driven mad by lust. Not too dissimilar to what his power caused people to do. Except for these brutes, it was in their nature.

"Here goes nothing." Jonathan sighed. He stepped through the doorway and swung his weapon horizontally at the brutes' torsos. For a moment, he panicked. What if he couldn't cut through both of them? The panic quickly subsided. His swing had cleanly cleaved both of the brutes in half.

Jonathan rushed over to his companions. They were utterly exhausted and flat on the ground. Saikhi peered up at him through messy strands of blue hair.

"Master... You came to save us." She smiled. She tried to struggle to her knees, but the weight of her body dragged her back down.

"Hey now, don't move. You've got to take it easy." Jonathan crouched down to inspect both of them. They seemed, for the most part, physically unharmed. Lightly scraped knees, unkempt hair and a probable tenderness in their crotches. Nothing serious. Talitha rolled over onto her back.

"My Chieftain, I can see you are quite hard, but I am unable to tend to you right now." Talitha panted.

Jonathan looked down and noticed his soldier was still standing fully at attention. He blushed.

"Ah, let me get dressed, your clothes should be around here somewhere." Jonathan found their gear laid up behind the control stand. As he picked up Talitha's furs, an idea hit him.

"This is just as bad as the last one," Talitha complained about an hour later. She pulled at Sala's gown. It was too stuffy for the forestfolk's liking. Jonathan had ripped up Talitha's former robes into long strips and used them to bind the priestess. She was still unconscious, but he was beyond taking any chances. It had taken about half an hour before Saikhi and Talitha were able to move properly again. Saikhi mentioned something odd about Jonathan's recovery time from the gas. The effect usually lasted much longer on Humans than it did on Ashborn or Heldra, sorcerer or not. Jonathan had replied with a solid and determined shrug. If he had some innate protection from the moctus root gas, he wasn't going to complain.

The original door through which the group had entered was still closed. Jonathan poked at every door and wall to see if any of them were illusory, but only the one with the triangular carving permitted passage. He felt around the edge of the stand and felt a click as a panel was depressed. He then pressed the square symbol on the top of the stand. The door opened. No hissing gas this time. They were going to go down a different passageway, and if they ran into anyone, at least they had a somewhat believable disguise.

"What are we going to do with the priestess-protector?" Saikhi asked.

"We can't leave her here. She will give us away when she awakens. Best to finish the job." Talitha said coldly.

"Hold on." Jonathan raised his palms. "We aren't going to kill her." He didn't want to kill anyone else, especially if he didn't have to.

"We are bringing her with us again? I don't think our disguise works very well if we are carrying an unconscious body around." Saikhi added.

"Actually..." Jonathan stroked his chin. The control device in front of him displayed new words around its centre. 'Initiate breeding procedure upon exit? Yes or No? Jonathan had a vague idea of what this chamber's primary purpose was. He pressed 'yes'. More words appeared. 'Please select which holding cells to open for breeding.' Jonathan ran his hand across all of the other symbols on the panel. The door shut behind them with a thunk as the group exited the main chamber.

'That should keep her busy for a while.'


23: Breeding

The welcomed feeling of pleasure roused Sala from unconsciousness. The warmth within her had made its return. That sorcerer had taken it away, and its absence had scared Sala more than anything had in a long time. Not since her original initiation had she felt such a sense of helplessness. He had gotten the better of her, and Sala was not about to try to face such a sorcerer with such a formidable power again, at least not alone. Sala felt something large between her legs, hard, warm, uniquely shaped. The length of it was easily taken within her. She had yet to open her eyes, but she knew it to be the familiar feeling of a furbeast’s cock. It was likely the alpha had been released from its confinement, and if that was the case, there was not a whole lot the priestess-protector could do.

The four-legged furbeast’s weight pinned down Sala as she brushed up against its coarse fur. She felt the girth of the beast swelling up inside of her. She knew that the unique physiology of the furbeast allowed them to fill their mate, thus ensuring that any of its seed wouldn’t be lost when it inevitably came. Furbeasts were one of Sala’s main research subjects, like brutes; she was trying to find a way to weaponise them better. She watched this particular male breed many initiates, but it had been quite some time since Sala had personally felt furbeast inside her. The creature howled as it enjoyed Sala’s accommodating pussy.

Sala bucked her hips back against the alpha’s length, squeezing her folds tight around him. She knew that this was the fastest way for her to get out of her predicament. If someone initiates the breeding cycle, the only thing that stops it is for the stud to unload their seed into the breeding slut. She only wished it were those two sorcerers’ sluts who were in her place. They seemed like they were enjoying themselves all too much, and Sala wished that she could have seen them quivering on the menagerie of beasts she had prepared for them. Sala’s tits pressed up against the cold floor as the beast continued to take its fill. 

“Hurry up, dear.” Sala patted the underside of the beast as it plunged into her. “I have places to be.” She grunted. Talking to it seemed to help. With another howl, the furbeast began to come, and Sala felt its warm load filling her. Not a single drop was allowed out as the furbeast rested on top of her. After a few minutes, the member had returned to its original size, slipping out from between Sala’s folds. “About time,” Sala complained as the furbeast willingly returned to its holding cell. It was a good thing that they had conditioned them, else Sala would really be in trouble.

Another door opened. It dawned on Sala that the bastard of a sorcerer had initiated a full breeding cycle. “Damn it!” She cried out as she presented her hips towards the opening door, mentally preparing herself to be bred by whatever other beast was about to emerge.

By the time the sixth beast mounted her—some hybrid creation she couldn't quite place—Sala's resistance had crumbled entirely. Her body sang with overstimulation. Each thrust sent jolts of unwanted pleasure through her core. The warmth she'd desperately needed now blazed inside her like a furnace.

"Yes," she heard herself moan as the hybrid pounded into her. "Don't stop."

Her fingers dug into the stone floor. The intellectual part of her mind catalogued each sensation clinically—the texture, the rhythm, the way each species approached breeding in a different manner. But that part grew quieter with each passing moment, drowned out by the purely physical response of her body.

When the last creature finally withdrew, leaving Sala in a puddle of various fluids, she lay there trembling. Her pussy clenched around nothing, aching for more despite the marathon session. Her thighs were slick, her robe long since torn away.

"Bastard sorcerer," she whispered, though whether in anger or gratitude, even she couldn't tell anymore. The warmth within her was back and pulsed stronger than ever before.

The breeding cycle restarted.


24: Close

It was dusk when Zigarete's hunting party entered Sidim. She felt the length of the journey weighing down on her. It wasn't so much the length that was the problem as it was the length of the Tracker. Each night, the Tracker would have his way with her, mercilessly fucking her pussy with his undeniably large cock. Sometimes two or three times in a row. That, combined with riding her forrin, had left her nether regions quite tender. Zigarete felt humiliated having to offer her body for the Tracker's services, but that was his one and only condition of service. The Tracker had a good relationship with the Emperor, it could even be described as a friendship, ordering him to join her hunt would have ended badly for Zigarete. She decided it was best not to cause the Emperor any more trouble than she already had. So she swallowed her pride and swallowed his cock. At least they were finally out of the forest.

Zigarete never liked Sidim. The Church of the Sisters is the most stuck-up and frustrating organisation in the whole Empire. They exude an aura of unearned superiority. On top of that, they had immunity to Zigarete's Inquisitorial authority, a perk that the Emperor does not give away lightly. Rumours, often circulated by traders passing through the city, spoke of private military research being conducted by the Sisterhood in the deep recesses of the Sisters' sacred catacombs. Research that was magical and deadly. Zigarete suspected that the rumours were true, but it was outside of her jurisdiction and duty to do anything about it.

According to the Tracker, Zigarete's hunting party were at most a day behind their quarry. He also mentioned that the sorcerer had gained another follower at some point during their trek in the forest. How he was able to determine that was beyond Zigarete. That is why she needed him. Captain Garth and his whining men? Zigarete didn't need them nearly as much.

Complacency had infected the Cliffside guard since the end of the last war, and it was evident. A once proud and strong garrison had turned into a corrupt and lazy bunch of slackers. A body is a body, though, and having more men was going to make capturing the sorcerer much easier.

There was almost no one else on the superbly clean streets of Sidim. People tended not to stay out after dark here. Those who did watch the entering column from afar and those who noticed an Inquisitor at the head of the column sank even farther away from the hunting party. Nothing good came from Inquisitors.

"They’re here," the Tracker said with a sniff.

"Are you certain?" Zigarete asked, grasping her spear tightly. In her experience, the Tracker had never been wrong, but she had to be sure.

"Yes." The tracker looked keenly around the deserted street, taking in its sights, sounds and smells. He pointed towards the chapel in the centre of town.

"There." Short. Direct.

"In the chapel? He couldn't be that stupid, could he?" Zigarete quaffed. Surely the sorcerer who was able to best her had a better plan than simply hiding in the most obvious place in the city. He didn't seem like the most intelligent person from what Zigarete had determined, but no one was that stupid.

"No. Underneath."

"That seems way too obvious." Captain Garth chimed in. "Shouldn't we ask around town and gather some information? Maybe he left a trail."

"Waste of time," the Tracker muttered. Garth was uncertain whether the Tracker was referring to his idea or to Garth himself. The tracker advanced out in front of the column. He didn't have the time or patience to explain his process to the fools behind him. They were close. Very close.

Zigarete ordered the party to keep up with him. The Tracker always got more energetic when his quarry drew near. The blood lust poured out of him and infected everything nearby. The column stampeded through the otherwise dead street. It didn't take them long to reach the chapel doors. Three Sisters, dressed in black gowns, were waiting there for them in the moonlight.

"Move aside," the Tracker said as he dismounted his bird.

"I am afraid we are unable to comply with your request." The middle Sister announced.

"Not a request." The Tracker gritted his teeth and reached for his maces.

"Hold on," Zigarete demanded as she jumped off her forrin. "Sisters, there is a dangerous sorcerer that we believe is hiding under your chapel."

The Sisters looked at each other with concern.

"We were made aware of the sorcerer that recently arrived in Sidim by one of our Priestess-Protectors, but we are afraid that he is not taking refuge within our chapel." The leftmost Sister spoke up. "The Sisterhood is off-limits to the Inquisition by royal decree from the Emperor himself." The rightmost Sister added.

"Can't we make an exception? It is a matter of great importance. The Emperor has tasked me with this sorcerer's capture at all costs." Zigarete added, keeping her voice calm.

"We can not. The chapel and sacred catacombs are strictly forbidden to the Inquisition and its investigations. Whatever the circumstances. I am sure if you could get a sealed royal decree from the Emperor, we could give you temporary access to investigate the whereabouts of your missing sorcerer." The middle Sister added that last part smugly.

"That's not an option; it would take too long. We need to get past now." Zigarete's professional demeanour started to crack.

"Trust us," the leftmost Sister added. Zigarete didn't. "—It is for your own safety and well-being."

"Enough of this." The Tracker pushed through the three Sisters standing in front of him and entered through the chapel's doors.

"The Emperor will hear about this!" the rightmost Sister shouted as Zigarete's party followed the Tracker's lead and pushed past them.

"Good, tell him how you tried to halt my investigation. We both know the Emperor is the forgiving sort." sarcasm coated Zigarete's words.

Besides some harsh looks, the Sisters did not put up a fight.

"Inquisitor." The lead Sister said, void of emotion or warmth. "Do be careful down there."

Zigarete ignored her advice.


25: Security

"What is this place?" Saikhi gawked.

Dozens of screens lit up around Jonathan's group. Images of rooms and tunnels were displayed upon them. A stone chair carved from the surrounding moonstone sat in the middle of the circular room. Panels and buttons lined its outer rim, seated below the glaring monitors. They had been travelling through the tunnels for what felt like an age. Sneaking and sliding down the maze of passageways. They even had a close call with one of the priestesses wandering around the facility; fortunately, she ignored them after taking a glance at Talitha's gown. Jonathan took the opportunity to sit down on the hard, unforgiving chair. It felt like heaven. Jonathan let out a sigh of relief.

"It looks like a security room," Jonathan said as the stone chair swivelled around on a hidden rotating disk. He grasped firmly on the chair's armrests. The constant fear of traps in these catacombs had kept him on edge. The chair harmlessly glided around, giving Jonathan a better view of the central screens. They lacked any wires or frames. The moving images appeared to be etched onto a thin plate of glass suspended in mid-air.

"It is not like any security room I have ever seen before, or have even read about," Saikhi added. But it was oddly familiar to Jonathan. The room had a lot of similarities to a movie he had once seen, one that he had long since forgotten the title of. It was probably a coincidence, but he couldn't shake the feeling of familiarity.

Jonathan inspected the various screens. Most of them showed empty rooms and hallways. Labels within each viewport informed potential viewers of their location's title. 'Hallway 3 North', 'Holding Cell 7 South' and so on. Jonathan paused. One of the screens caught his eye. 'Breeding Room 1 South'.

On that screen, a woman was surrounded by a group of disrobed brutes along with several other bestial races Jonathan didn't recognise. They were taking turns filling the naked woman's holes with their cocks, and by the amount of cum covering her, they had been doing so for some time. He squinted as he inspected the woman closer. There was no mistaking her; it was Sala. Her current predicament seemed like a fitting punishment, but Jonathan couldn't help but feel bad for her despite everything she had done to him and his companions. He also couldn't help the growing problem between his legs as he watched the priestess' magnificent body being violated.

"She is getting what she deserves," Talitha grunted as she leaned against the chair's armrest.

"Maybe it was a bit too much," Saikhi added. Jonathan noticed her gently biting her lower lip as she observed the screen.

"Daddy seems to be enjoying it." Talitha noticed Jonathan's bulge growing. She reached down and rubbed his member over the top of the robe's fabric. She crawled down to her knees between her chieftain's legs.

"Tali, I don't think now is the time-" Jonathan's protest fell on deaf ears. He felt Talitha purring against his thighs as she swiftly released his stiffening cock from its coverings. She slid it down her throat with remarkable ease as she lovingly caressed his balls. Her mouth worked on Jonathan's shaft as she savoured his taste. All the while, Jonathan's gaze switched between Talitha's skilful work and Sala's exhausted ecstasy.

Whilst Talitha continued her work, some of the other screens piqued Jonathan's interest. In a handful of them were more beautiful women of various races, mostly human but some much more exotic. A lot of them were undergoing a similar treatment to Sala, albeit to a much lesser extent. An assortment of large and powerful males were penetrating a variety of hapless women. These women looked beyond the point of exhaustion and deep into the grasp of pleasure. There was no telling how long they had been down here. At some point during all this, Saikhi had started to touch herself. Her eyes intently studied the women on the screens. Discovering porn for the first time was a hell of a trip.

Jonathan was on the edge of cumming when he spotted it. 'Entrance'. A group of armed guards is entering the catacombs. A familiar woman leading the pack. Her silver hair flowed behind her athletic build. It was Zigarete. Jonathan pushed Talitha off his cock, he couldn't afford her going unconscious right this moment. But it wasn't Talitha sucking him off right now. During his mental panic, he didn't notice the two girls had swapped places.

"Is everything ok Master?" Saikhi's lips slid off Jonathan's cock with a satisfying pop.

"We have company." Jonathan pointed to the entrance screen. He noticed another familiar face—the guard captain. The bastard talked. "Looks like my red herrings didn't work." He rubbed the back of his neck.

"Red what?" Saikhi asked. The girls seemed to have much sounder minds after having repeated contact with Jonathan's power. He was surprised how little it was affecting them. In the beginning, they couldn't even say a complete sentence beyond 'give me your cock'. Perhaps it was similar to how the priestess had maintained her sanity. If that were the case, maybe it would be best not to reverse the effects just yet.

"Red herring, it's a kind of fish... never mind." Jonathan needed to focus. "We need to get out of here before they find us."

"I don't think we will be able to get out without a fight." Talitha pointed at the entrance screen. Four of the men stood guard there. "These magical portals don't show another exit," Talitha added.

‘Fuck.’

"Alright, well, I am very much open to ideas." Jonathan stood up and began pacing the room. This was bad, very bad. They could try to fight their way out but they were outnumbered at least five-to-one. Those were not great odds. Especially considering Jonathan and Saikhi’s lack of combat prowess. He couldn't just rely on Talitha and his stolen spear to pull him through.

Perhaps if they could bypass the leading group, they could attempt to fight the guards at the entrance, but that would be a risky move. Talitha's disguise won't be enough to save them if they make a mistake.

"We could try and distract them," Saikhi said as she idly played with herself. Despite his best efforts, Jonathan's distractions had not seemed to work before; they probably wouldn't start working now. Saikhi moved closer to the control panels lining the room's sides. She pulled out her notes and held up scribbled symbols next to the buttons. Contrasting and comparing them whilst dripping wet.

"I think this room is some kind of far-away controller." She added. Some might say 'remote'. "I think I might be able to use it to release some of the breeding studs from here, like you did in the room with Sala. That would probably cause some trouble."

Amazing. Saikhi was a speedy student, even when excited. If they did this, it might deal with the Zigarete problem, but it would mean they would have to then get through everything they released. Jonathan mustered his resolve.

"Is there any way we can release them in groups?" Jonathan asked as he pondered their situation.

"Yes, I believe I can target each holding chamber individually. You would have complete control of this dungeon, Master." Saikhi's hands found a small panel and depressed it. "I just turned off the safety measures... probably." Saikhi let out a soft moan.

'Dungeon Master.' Jonathan grinned as Saikhi's words echoed in his brain. He very much liked the sound of that.

"Alright then, let's unleash the first encounter on this band of adventurers." Jonathan said with a cartoonishly evil voice.

"Encounter?" Saikhi asked, unsure of her master's meaning.

"Uh... release the first group of breeding studs... The closest ones."

Saikhi nodded and pressed a button in front of her.


26: Encounter

"Hold the fucking line!" Garth shouted as a brute effortlessly slapped aside one of his men. The unprepared guard's rib cracked against the tunnel's wall. The remaining men's courage wavered, each of them looking to escape from the beasts in front of them. Garth knew they were not prepared for something like this. A lone sorcerer was one thing; it is much easier to fight something your own size, but a half dozen crazed brutes were beyond what Garth's rusty and complacent men had trained for. Wild swings from his men's polehammers were the only thing keeping the grizzled beasts at bay. Thwamp. Another out-of-position guard got slapped aside, his armour shattering from the blow. Garth was still behind his men, commanding them safely from the rear, but at the rate the brutes were taking out the guards, that wasn't going to last long.

Garth felt his polehammer being yanked from his hands. Zigarete had snatched it away from him. With a single motion, she hurled the weapon through the air. The spike at the top of the polehammer plunged straight into the eye of the closest brute. It fell to the ground. It was an impressive display, but Garth couldn't help but be pissed that his primary weapon was now surrounded by five dangerous brutes.

"Holy goddess, when was the last time your men did your anti-brute drills?" Zigarete asked, exasperated. Their display was appalling.

"We don't do that anymore. No brutes near Cliffside." Garth defended his men's inadequate training out of habit. The sight of the Zigarete felling the brute gave Garth's troops a restored sense of confidence. They began to push forward as a team, striking hard against the lead unarmed beast.

Garth scanned around, hoping for support from the now missing Tracker, but he was still nowhere to be found. When they entered the catacombs, the Tracker had run ahead, disappearing into the depths with an unnatural speed. He was much faster than any of them could keep up with, even Zigarete. By the time they reached the fork in the passageway, they had completely lost him. Garth could really use the Faen's help right about now.

Two more brutes fell from their injuries. One of them collapsed forward onto Borris with a crunch. Zigarete broke through the ill-formed line that Garth's men were holding. With a flick of the arm and the sound of tearing flesh, the last two brutes were defeated. What were these things anyway? They weren't like anything Garth had seen in the Imperial Brute Legion. They were larger and more unpredictable in their movements.

"Lieutenant Sten, report," Garth shouted as he watched the Inquisitor wipe the blood from her spear.

"We are down three men, Captain," Sten replied a few frantic moments later. Sten helped free Borris from beneath the brute. "I don't think any of them will be moving for a while." The lieutenant added as he inspected their injuries.

"Captain Garth, send three of your men back to the entrance with the wounded. They will make sure the sorcerer and his group do not slip past us. The rest of you will follow me and try not to get killed." Zigarete stepped over the haphazard pile of fallen brutes in front of her and continued down the tunnel. Garth really didn't like it when the uptight Inquisitor ordered him around but if things went badly here, at least he could blame the failure on her. He ordered Sten and two others to do as she requested while he retrieved his polehammer from the brute's head. It was really stuck in there, it took Garth several attempts to dislodge. This was going to be a long night.


27: Dungeon

"Bloody power builder!" Jonathan exclaimed as he watched the third group of brutes fall to Zigarete's onslaught. Unfortunately, Jonathan wouldn't be able to rip up her character sheet at the end of this session. Reality was often disappointing. Only his first encounter had done anything to damage the Inquisitor's forces. He was beginning to question the merits of just releasing the entirety of the remaining beasts from their holding cells. 'That probably wouldn't be enough,' he thought. At this rate, Zigarete was going to find them with barely a scratch on her. Little Miss Spanish Inquisition wasn't Jonathan's only problem either.

"We have lost another one," Saikhi said with a somewhat distracted tone as another floating screen went blank. After the first attack, something had been systematically destroying whatever devices recorded the various chambers and hallways. Jonathan was getting blinder by the minute. Saikhi and Talitha were doing their best to help him monitor the situation, but they were still distracted by their master's power. They were just as dedicated to watching each other's bodies and Jonathan's bulge as they were to watching the screens in front of them. It was probably the right time to 'conievo' them back to sanity. Jonathan's experiment to see how effective they had become whilst under his power had produced a result. The conclusion was a big fat, 'not very'. Unlike Sala's priestly ability, natural desensitisation seemed to have a limit.

"Conievo", Jonathan chanted before touching each of the girls in turn. The change was immediate. The girls were now wholly focused on the screens.

"It is the Tracker," Saikhi stated as the clouds in her mind dissipated. "He has to be the one knocking out the viewports."

"I think she's right, the faen isn't with the others. We lost sight of him near the beginning." Talitha added.

That made sense. There is always that one guy who thinks it is a good idea to wander ahead without the leading group. That is why, as a Dungeon Master, Jonathan hated rogues. He observed for the next monitor to go blank. There! Hallway 4 East's screen shutdown. With a press of a few buttons, Jonathan released all of the beasts that were still residing in the eastern wing of the catacombs. That will teach him to never split the party, a lesson Jonathan learnt long ago.

"Hey, what is that thing?" Jonathan pointed at a solitary lizard-like humanoid still in a cell near Zigarete's group. Red scales covered it's muscular form.

"I am uncertain; I have never seen one of those before," Saikhi said as she scribbled down some notes on the creature.

"You've never seen a drakken before?" Talitha asked with genuine surprise.

"A dragon!?" Jonathan exclaimed. "Does it breathe fire?" This was too good.

"Breath fire? No daddy. It's a drakken." Talitha clarified. "They are solitary hunters that stalk the forest floor. Highly intelligent and extremely dangerous. How have neither of you ever heard of a drakken before?" Talitha was particularly surprised by Saikhi. She could have believed that her chieftain hadn't heard of drakkens before; he was a foreigner, but Saikhi? She seemed to be generally well-informed.

"There was nothing about them in the library," Saikhi added defensively.

"Well, it must be dangerous if they keep it separated from the rest of the beasts here. Hopefully, you will do a better job than those brutes have." Jonathan hovered his hand over the button to the drakken's cell.

"Wait Master." Saikhi implored. She pointed to a button just below the drakken's cell release. "I believe this controls a lockdown door in the tunnel. If we wait a moment, we might be able to separate some of the group."

Jonathan nodded; his companions were doing a remarkable job. Any initial hesitation that he once had about bringing them along had long since faded. If it weren't for them, Jonathan would probably have wound up captured or face down in a ditch. Having two women fawn over him also had its benefits. He felt that his companions were getting the raw end of the deal. Despite Jonathan's protests and insistence that they need not follow him, the girls didn't listen. He just hoped they would all get out of this unharmed.

"Now!" Saikhi shouted.

Jonathan pressed the lock-down door's button. He watched as a stone slab fell, splitting the Zigarete's group in two. On the far side, Zigarete and two soldiers were separated from Garth and the other four guards. Garth and his men began to hack and prod at the slab, desperately trying to find a way to open it. Jonathan then pressed the drakken's cell release button—time to unleash the boss. The drakken moved carefully from its holdings, the light in its chamber started to flicker.

Back over in the eastern wing, Jonathan got his first glance of the faen Tracker that had been causing him grief. He stood bloodied among a pile of dead beasts. He had single-handedly cleared the eastern section of the catacombs. Everything that he had thrown at the Tracker was not enough. Jonathan felt his stomach drop. This was not good, not fucking good at all. That guy was terrifying.

Jonathan pressed a few more buttons, releasing a horde of fresh beasts from their holding cells. Unfortunately, in an act of infinite wisdom, the designer of this system had not installed any centralised control system for the knockout gas. They obviously skipped that lecture during Evil Lair Construction 101. Had they attended that lecture, this battle would be all but over by now. Jonathan stood up from his chair.

"We are getting out of here," he said, doing his best to sound confident. If they stayed here, it would only be a matter of time before the Inquisition, particularly the Tracker, would get to them. At least if they left now, there was a slight chance of them escaping. Jonathan did his best to memorise the fastest route out. They would still need to go through the three guards that he had seen on the monitors at the exit to the catacombs, but they would deal with that problem when they got there.

Jonathan's companions put up little resistance to the idea of leaving; they saw the writing on the wall. As they left the control room, Jonathan took one last glance back at the screen showing Zigarete's group. Hopefully, that drakken would buy them some time.


28: Drakken

The door slammed shut behind Zigarete. She turned around to inspect the damage. At least no one had been caught under it; they couldn't afford to lose any more men, no matter how useless they seemed. If nothing else, they made good bait. It was now just her and two others stuck on this side of the stone slab. It was obvious that someone had been pulling the strings ever since her team had entered these goddess-forsaken catacombs. When she got out of here, the Sisters were going to answer to the Inquisition. Immunity be damned.

The moonstone around her started to flicker as her two underlings tried to pry open the door behind them. They were wasting their efforts; there had to be a release lever hidden somewhere around here. Wait. Moonstone shouldn't flicker. Moonstone never flickered. That was the reason the Adearathian Empire had so highly valued it. It was a steady and constant light source that never needed to be replenished or refuelled. This wasn't right.

"Stop fondling the door. You will never open something that heavy by hand." Zigarete reprimanded the idiots under her command. This was not the time to be distracted by an inanimate object. They needed to be alert with weapons at the ready.

"Yes, Grand Inquisitor." One of the men rushed to appease his superior.

Then everything went black.

Zigarete steeled herself for an attack, tracking her weapon in front of her for safety. A scream was heard, and the sound of something sharp against the wall.

The light returned. Zigarete inspected the location of the disturbance. Behind her lay the man who had just spoken, face down and surrounded by blood. Three long gashes ripped down the back of his armour and through to the flesh.

"Oh gods, what happened to him?" The remaining soldier cried.

The lights began to flicker again. Zigarete prepared herself for the coming darkness. She backed herself into the corner made by the door and wall, limiting the area she needed to defend.

Everything went black.

Another scream, this time from the position of the other man. The sound of metal dragging on stone echoed down the tunnel. Zigarete didn't let that distract her. She listened. She could hear breathing and a faint hiss that followed shallow footsteps.

The light returned. The second guard was nowhere to be seen. Just a trail of blood leading deeper into the tunnel. Zigarete was next. She closed her eyes and began to listen for those footsteps and that hiss.

Everything went black.

Zigarete plunged her spear forward, striking something hard and then deflecting off of it. The spear was ripped from her hands with a strength she had never encountered before. This was it; she was done. Whatever this thing was, it was unlike anything she had ever fought before.

A moment passed. She was still alive. She could hear the hiss closer to her now. She felt her clothes being torn away by something sharp, but her skin remained unscathed. Something warm and hard pressed up against her thigh. Something else ran up her face, leaving a wet trail.

The light returned, and Zigarete got her first look at her attacker. It was much taller than her, muscular, yet lean. Its body was covered in red scales. The beast's head resembled that of a lizard, with prominent ridges that ended in spikes covering its forehead. Its sharp claws pinned Zigarete to the corner as its long tongue tasted her breasts. Zigarete looked down at her tattered black inquisitorial robe and noticed what had been pushing up against her thigh. It was this thing's cock. It pulsated against her smooth skin, glistening with an unknown, sticky liquid.

The creature lifted one of Zigarete's legs as it continued to lick at her nipples; it wasn't an entirely bad feeling. No. What was she thinking? She couldn't allow herself to enjoy being taken by some monster. But something had been different ever since that night in the alley. Come to think of it, she offered up her body to the Tracker a little too willingly. That damned sorcerer did something to her. If she got out of this alive, Zigarete would make sure he paid.

Zigarete felt her pussy welcome the creature as he entered her. She let out a grunt as the tip of its member reached the innermost depths of her pussy. She could still feel it pulsating as it was held there inside of her. She felt her body be lifted off the ground, the beast holding all of her weight as he worked her body up and down like a sleeve for his cock. Zigarete looked over to her weapon, which lay shattered on the ground. The starmetal snapped like it was made of straw. If only she still had the spear of Narcese, she could have made quick work of this lizard-thing. Yet another thing the sorcerer would answer for.

Zigarete felt her body being held close, her breasts pushed up against her assaulter's scaly body. Its scales were hard but not rough. She felt a wave of pleasure wash over her as the beast continued to plunge its cock inside of her as she was held in the air. It was bizarrely more intimate than the Tracker's nights of lust had been. Whereas her ex-lover would take her from behind and treat her like some object, this beast seemed comforting, firm, almost loving.

"Oh fuck." Zigarete failed to hold in her moan. It felt like sparks of light were flowing throughout her body. Maybe this beast wasn't so evil after all. She wrapped her arms around the beast's back as it continued to fuck her. Every thrust of its magnificent member brought her closer to ecstasy. She looked deep into the creature's black eyes. They were surprisingly cute for a creature so dangerous. She couldn't stop herself; she gave it a gentle kiss on the cheek.

"Good boy, fuck me." She moaned softly into its ear. It returned a smile, or at least, she thought it did. It was hard to tell. The beast's hips thrust faster into the Inquisitor's hole, as if her words of encouragement had spurred it on. Zigarete's moaning grew louder; she couldn't contain the pleasure that this beast made her feel with every inch of its scaly cock. Zigarete placed her head on the beast's shoulder and closed her eyes. She felt a warmth flowing inside her as the beast let out a roar. It had felt nice; she didn't want it to stop or for the beast to leave.

The beast placed Zigarete back on the ground, her legs shook, and she dropped down to her knees. She began cleaning off its sticky member and looking up at it with lust in her eyes. She could never harm such a magnificent creature. Then in an instant.

Everything went black.

When the lights returned, the beast was gone. Zigarete looked down and picked up the dead guard's polehammer. It would have to do for now, considering the unusable state of her spear. The door behind Zigarete opened with a thunk.

The Tracker, Captain Garth and the remaining four guards looked at Zigarete's naked, dripping body.

"The fuck happened here?" Garth exclaimed, seeing the body of one of his guards on the ground. Zigarete just stood there silently.

"No time, we have to move," the Tracker said curtly, unfazed by Zigarete’s appearance. "The sorcerer is running." Frustration filled the Tracker's voice. He almost had them. He even made it to the security room. They were just there. He was moments from finally catching his prey when he saw Zigarete being attacked on one of the floating security screens. Despite his better judgment, he came to save her. He would not make that mistake again.


29: Sealed

Talitha's disguise worked well. Surprisingly well. If only her acting skills were as good as Tommy Wiseau's. She stood alone, in front of the three armed men guarding the door between the catacombs and freedom. Jonathan and Saikhi watched her from afar. Ready to charge in if their plan failed. It definitely looked like it was going to fail. Taking on three armed guards head-on was a less-than-ideal plan, so it was up to Talitha to distract and disarm them. Draw their attention away for long enough that Jonathan and Saikhi could sneak up on them. Talitha started strong. The guards were put at ease by her beauty and the tight-fitting robe she wore. She clearly looked the part. Undoubtedly a Sister. No need for them to ready their weapons. Then Talitha opened her mouth.

"It is I... A Sister of the Cult! I beg thou passage to the place above!" Talitha's words were stunted and robotic. The men grew suspicious. She was blowing it; she readied her mind for combat but remembered what her chieftain had told her. She should try to be a little less aggressive. Only one option left to try besides combat. Talitha removed her gown. It felt amazing. Finally, her body could breathe without being suffocated in so much fabric. The guards leered at Talitha's body as they mumbled to each other.

"What do you think, Lieutenant Sten? Can we keep her?" The leftmost guard said.

"Uh... yes, mister Sten. Can you keep me?" Talitha said, squeezing her breasts. Her line was delivered much more convincingly than the last.

"No, we can't; the Captain could be back any minute now," Sten said, which caused his subordinates' faces to sink. A grin grew wide on the lieutenant's face. "I’m just fucking with you, they could be hours. Of course, we can keep this slut for a while. It beats the hell out of just standing here."

The men advanced upon Talitha, their hands grasping at her curves. They paid special attention to her ass, giving it a few firm slaps, and they explored her tattooed body. Talitha reached her hands into their pants. This was the first time she had played with a cock that was outside of her tribe. She was enjoying it more than she thought she would. She felt the soldiers grow in her hands as she began to purr. Talitha could get used to this kind of attention.

She slid to her knees as she began sucking and stroking the soldiers' cocks. She savoured the taste of the new men; they tasted different from Daddy. The soldiers' eyes fixated on Talitha's. Her eyes reflected in the dim illumination of the tunnel. Talitha thought it was a shame that the activity would soon come to an end. She didn't know when she would be able to have three men fighting for her affections again. It was something she would have to discuss with Daddy later. Maybe something like that could be arranged.

The sound of metal on metal echoed through the cave as the three men fell to the ground unconscious. Jonathan's magic spear had shaped itself into a mallet that made quick work of the three guards. Jonathan even surprised himself a little at how easy it was. Talitha couldn't help but be disappointed.

"Good work, Tali! Now let's get out of here." Jonathan had been enjoying the view, but the ever-increasing fear for his life tempered his enjoyment. He could get off at some other time. There was no doubt that the Inquisition would be hot on their trail. Talitha didn't even have time to get dressed before she found herself running up the long passageway out of the catacombs. It was still better than being suffocated with clothes.

Jonathan squinted as they exited into the chapel's main chamber; the swirling lights from the stained glass and morning sun made him feel like he was recovering from a bad drug trip. Or at least he thought it did. Jonathan had never really done drugs. After a few moments, his senses returned to him. They were welcomed by the three Sisters from yesterday's gathering.

‘Triple fuck.’

"You wouldn't happen to know where the bathroom is would you?" Jonathan smiled awkwardly. "This place is a damn labyrinth."

The Sisters pointed him towards the exit. That was unexpected. Didn't they want to harvest him and use him for some of their freaky breeding experiments? Jonathan eyed the Sisters suspiciously.

"I am sure you are confused as to why we are letting a sorcerer like you leave. In short, we have bigger problems to deal with." The middle Sister announced.

"Yes, the Inquisition will pay for their insolence." The right Sister added. "Now go, before we change our minds."

Jonathan bolted out the door faster than he thought possible, Talitha and Saikhi following shortly after.

"Prepare to seal the catacombs." He caught the final Sister saying as the group left through the chapel doors.

Jonathan collided with something feathery and large. His ass hit the paved ground. In front of him were more than a dozen forrins and a handful cren. All of them bore the purple and black Imperial colours and insignia of the Inquisition.

"Fucking jackpot!" Jonathan exclaimed.

"Who's Jack Pot?" Saikhi asked between exhausted heaves. They had been running hard.

"Our ticket out of here," Jonathan said as he directed Talitha to round up the animals. During their trip, he had noticed Talitha's knack for getting Stew to obey her commands, and that knack seemed to extend to most other creatures they encountered. It was a good thing, too. Jonathan could barely get his childhood dog to sit. It took her a few minutes, but Talitha had gotten those birds all in a row.

"Take them north, Saikhi and I will go get Stew then meet you at the outskirts of town." Jonathan and Saikhi rushed off towards the stable.

It dawned on Jonathan that once again he had managed to blunder his way out of a dangerous situation. He wondered how many times something like this could keep happening before karma finally caught up to him, kicked him in the balls and took his lunch money. No one was this lucky, something had to give. But not anytime soon, he hoped.

The bells on top of Sidim's chapel tolled twice as the group finally reached the outskirts of town. They had left with quite a bounty of supplies and beasts. Jonathan didn't much like riding on the massive war-bird forrins; an unfortunate run-in with an ostrich at the zoo had given him a healthy fear of large avian creatures. But in this instance, laziness overcame his fear. Riding on a birdback beat the hell out of walking. Time flew much faster when Jonathan wasn't walking or having to carry unconscious bodies. Although avoiding touching the forrin was proving to be a rather difficult task, luckily the saddle and riding gloves stopped any accidental contact.

Before he knew it, the group was a few hours away from the edge of Sidim. The early morning sun is rising in the sky. They had done it, they had escaped. Jonn Nightmare: 1, Inquisition: 0.

"Do you smell that?" Talitha asked with a sniff.

He did. Jonathan smelt something akin to a campfire, but who would be lighting a campfire at this hour?

"My gods." Saikhi trembled as she looked behind her.

A thick pillar of black smoke ascended to the sky from the direction they had just travelled from. Smouldering red ash blanketed the horizon. The whole town of Sidim was ablaze.


30: Others

“You did what!?” Lily’s staccato voice shouted, almost waking Jonathan’s companions from their slumber.

“Shhh, keep it down.” Jonathan whispered that he was still not ready to explain to Saikhi and Talitha the whole ‘I am from another world, and this is my tutorial fairy thing’ thing. Besides, Lily wasn’t the kind of girl you take home to your parents or that you introduce to your friends. “As I said, I escaped from the Inquisition. I don’t see why that is upsetting to—”

“Not that.” Lily interrupted. “You just let the whole city of Sidim burn to the ground? I mean, I have heard of callous, but that takes it to a whole new level. Your alignment would have definitely taken a shift in the ‘evil’ direction if I had anything to say about it.”

“Hey, you are not the one being chased by a group of people that turn sorcerers into brain-dead potatoes.” Jonathan retorted. “Besides, I am pretty sure your character alignment would read ‘Chaotic Unhelpful’.”

Lily huffed in her usual manner. The reprimand would have probably been more effective if it had been delivered by anyone else besides her. Jonathan found it hard to take anything the six-inch fairy said seriously. In all honesty, he had to force himself to open the guidebook and talk to Lily today. He had been putting it off every time the thought came to his mind. Her shenanigans were just not something that he could deal with so soon after such an intense episode. So he pushed it off for a few days, instead focusing on the benefits of not being turned into a rotisserie chicken. It was good to stay thankful for the little things. Jonathan’s group had finally travelled far enough north to lose sight of Sidim’s blaze.

“Also, why are you able to stick around so long today? Usually by now you would have said “Watch out for that—” or “Don’t forget to—” before vanishing in a puff of smoke, with all the staying power of a virgin on prom night.” Jonathan complained.

“No need to bring up your prom night’s sexual failure, I have enough trouble keeping an eye on your pervertedness here without having to think about what you were like back home.” Lily retched. Jonathan walked into that one. “The amount of crazy, magical mumbo jumbo that goes into how I work would be lost on you if I tried to explain it all. For now, imagine that I'm like a rechargeable battery. The longer I have to charge, the longer I last.”

That seemed to make sense. Jonathan made a mental note to contact Lily less frequently. He could get used to that.

“Anyway, I actually have something rather important to tell you.” Lily continued. Jonathan waited expectantly for her to disappear suddenly. Nope, still here. Good. “You are not the only beta tester that was transported over to Adearath from your world.” Jonathan's eyes widened. The idea of not being alone made him feel a sense of relief. He was a bit annoyed that she hadn’t told him sooner, but that was par for the course with Lily.

“I am not the only one? That’s great news! Who else was transported over? How do I find them? Did they get transported over at the same time?” Jonathan excitedly rushed through his questions.

“Whoa, slow down there, cowboy,” Lily said with her best southern accent. “One at a time.” Suddenly, Lily materialised a scroll into her hand and put on a pair of reading glasses. “As of right now, there are 48 other beta testers in Adearath. No wait… scratch that, 47. One just got eaten by a— well, it’s not important.”

“Eaten?” Jonathan winced.

“Yeah, that happens from time to time.” Lily continued flippantly. “Each one of the beta testers went through their own character creation, just like you and signed the NDA, just like you. I am surprised you didn’t guess that there were more of you out there. It seems pretty obvious,” Lily said as she removed her glasses.

“So these other people from my world, they have an ability just like me?” Jonathan asked.

“No, most of them picked an ability more useful and way less perverted than you did,” Lily said teasingly. “Meanwhile, ol’ Jonno had to get his hentai wish fulfilment rocks off. You literally skipped past super-strength, you know how useful super-strength is?”

“To be fair, I didn’t know what I was signing up for.” Jonathan defended.

“Tsk, tsk. This is why you always read the fine print.”

“So how do I find the others?” If Jonathan could meet up with even one or two others from his world, they might stand a better chance at surviving in this one. “Can you tell me where they are?”

“Nope, sorry. Against the rules.” 

“Rules? What rules?” Jonathan demanded.

“The rules of the game! The NDA you signed strictly prohibits us from sharing your location or identity with others.” Lily sighed. “It also technically prohibits you from saying anything about this game back home, but I see that being a problem; it’s good to cover all your bases.”

“Wait, so this is all just a game?” Jonathan held out hope that he might be able to ‘wake up’ from this whole ordeal.

“Well, not just a game, no. Look, you have been taken from your game over on Earth and have been placed in this game: Adearath. Most of the same rules apply. You live, you die, and it is pretty sandbox-y. It was just that, Earth is a rather old game and is getting stale, so we are testing new ones.” Lily stopped. “That is all I can really say about that. Hopefully, I will be able to say more once the beta testing period is over.”

“That is a lot to process.” The whole thing was becoming far too much for Jonathan to think about right now. Whilst he had managed to escape Sidim, there was no guarantee the Inquisition would be right on their tails, that is, if they were still alive. Whatever happened in Sidim after Jonathan left caused the whole place to go up in flames. Hopefully, that dealt with Jonathan’s Inquisition problem.

“Well, time’s up. Talk soon, same bat-time, same bat-channel.” She smirked with a knowing grin. “Mr Wayne.”

‘Oh no, she knows about Gotham.’ Jonathan felt his cheeks go bright red as Lily vanished.


31: Breakfast

Jonathan awoke to the sweet aroma of cooking meat. His mouth salivated as his mind wandered to thoughts of steak or roast pork. If there was one thing he missed from his old life, it was the easily accessible sources of warm, tasty, fat-filled food. Everything in Adearath just felt too healthy for his liking, not bad, just lacking in decadence. The best things he had tasted here were still the frostdews he purchased back at the Cliffside market, and he had long since eaten them all. Jonathan could really go for a burger.

“Daddy, wake up. I prepared something for you to eat.” Talitha coaxed with a smile.

Jonathan sat up in his bedroll and looked around the campsite they had set up the night before. It was surprisingly animated, the dozen or so forrin they had stolen from Zigarete’s hunting party stood in a group pecking at the ground for bugs and seeds. Stew seemed to have befriended the other two newly-acquired cren and was cosying up to them. To show affection, cren tended to brush their shaggy fur past one another in a mutual act of grooming. Jonathan thought it rather cute.

Jonathan rubbed the sleep away from his eyes and looked over to Talitha. Her expression was of feline-like joy. Her lips had a slight bow when smiling; it was subtle, but it was a part of what made Jonathan think of her as a house cat. Talitha held a skewer of meat in each hand; each chunk of meat had the profile of a small rodent creature. A rat? Jonathan's stomach turned at the thought.

“I thought we could have something nice today, so I got up early and went hunting. Do you like tem?” Talitha asked, pushing one of the skewers towards Jonathan. Jonathan raised both hands.

“Uh, I appreciate the effort, Tali, but I am not sure I am a big fan of… tem.” Jonathan tried to reject the food as politely as he could.

“Nonsense! Here, try it, as a chieftain, you need to eat meat to stay strong.” Talitha shoved the skewer of tem into Jonathan's face. He didn’t want to disappoint her. Her eyes were wide and expectant.

“Alright… Here I go.” Jonathan took the daintiest bite of the tem that he could. To his astonishment, it actually tasted quite nice. He took another bite, this time larger. It tasted similar to tender veal but a bit spicier. Talitha carefully watched her chieftain gulp down the food she had prepared for him. She was delighted that he seemed to like it. Jonathan found himself asking for seconds and then thirds. Tem were naturally delicious, or perhaps it was just that Talitha knew how to prepare them well. Either way worked for Jonathan. By the end of breakfast, he was feeling stuffed.

“Hey, have you seen Saikhi this morning?” Jonathan asked Talitha as he lay back down on his bedroll, one hand on his stomach.

“Yes, she said she was getting something prepared for the next stage of our journey. She found a map on one of the pack-cren that had some updated Empire patrol routes.” Talitha pouted as she continued. “I am still uncertain how going to Rainfell will save the forest, though.” Whatever her chieftain’s grand plan was, she could not imagine it.

“Well, it is rather hard to save anything if you're dead. So step one is not to die. We will work the rest out later.” Jonathan stood up from his bedroll. They wouldn’t be heading back down south anytime soon. He hoped Talitha would understand once they were in relative safety.

“So I have some… Good news, and some... bad news.” Saikhi emerged, holding a large golden-trimmed scroll with a red Empire sigil on it: two crossed polehammers. She approached the pair and unravelled the scroll. Inside was an intricate map of the Adearathian Empire, complete with towns, castles, military garrisons and perhaps most importantly, Empire patrol routes.

“Bad news first.” Jonathan always preferred to get the bad news out of the way first. To him, it made the good news that followed sound a bit gooder.

“Well.” Saikhi pointed at various points on the map. “The original path that we were going to take will lead us right into a recently built Imperial checkpoint. I don’t think we are going to be able to go that way. The maps in Cliffside that we had to work with were surprisingly outdated.”

Jonathan peered closer at the map. It didn’t look good. The only other reliable way to reach Rainfell required them to do some backtracking towards Sidim. There was no way he was going back there. It looked like Imperial forces boxed them in. Jonathan hoped the good news was indeed gooder.

“The good news is that there is one way we can sneak past the checkpoint.” Saikhi hesitated for a moment. She then traced a long line between their current location and a faint, almost transparent line that continued north past, and around, the new checkpoint. “We would have to take the Traders-end Highway.”

That didn’t sound good. They might have well called the path the “Get-mugged Way” or “Lose-your-stuff Lane”.

“That doesn’t sound ideal,” Jonathan said. “Are you sure there is no other way?”

“I am sorry Master. There is not, unless we are willing to go back towards Sidim.” Saikhi sounded defeated. It pained her to disappoint her master.

“Well, Traders-end Highway couldn’t be that bad. What is it known for?” Jonathan asked, hoping the name was ironic, like how you might call a really tall person “shorty” or how you might call a whole beautiful country “Iceland” to keep people from visiting it. Perhaps Traders-end Highway was a peaceful place full of happiness, joy, and more delicious tem.

“It’s known for its goblins and bandits. As the name suggests, many traders, mostly smugglers, have met their end there. I had hoped we could avoid it.” Saikhi thought the name was obviously bad and was confused about why her master was trying to downplay it.

“Mmm, yes, lines.” Talitha nodded. “I understand some of these pictures.”

Jonathan peered over at Talitha, then back at the map, which she could clearly not read. ‘Wait, did Saikhi just say goblins?’

“Goblins? Like little green dudes with anger management issues?” Jonathan asked cautiously.

“Oh, they come in all sorts of colours, green, blue, red, yellow, you can even find purple ones in the east.” Saikhi started to list off various other habitats and colours of goblins before Jonathan stopped her.

“Are they dangerous?”

“Oh yes, quite. There are a relatively small number of females in their society. I think I recall reading that for every one hundred males born, only one female was born. This makes goblins quite… pent-up.” Saikhi blushed.

‘Ah, yes, horny goblins, a staple of all grim-dark fantasy worlds.’ Jonathan thought to himself. ‘Just great.’

“Surprisingly, this encourages them to be a matriarchal society. The females hold all the power.” Saikhi continued nerding out about goblin society. “It wasn’t always like that, though. Some years ago, the Empire, while still young and much smaller, unleashed a magical curse on the entire goblin race that lowered the ratio of males to females born. This was an attempt to reduce the goblin population. The former Ashborn hierarchy spoke out against the curse at the time, but the Empire ignored them. In the end, it led to many frustrated goblins capturing females of other species as breeding stock. They are not a very picky bunch.” Saikhi realised how long she had been going on for and started to feel self-conscious. “That’s the short story, sorry.”

‘That was the short story?’ Jonathan thought. However, it was nice to see Saikhi get enthusiastic over something, even if it was the history of goblin mating.

“Well, I guess we'll just have to risk it.” Jonathan shrugged. He wasn’t comfortable wading through lawless, goblin-infested territory, but it was better than potentially running into Zigarete again.

“If we do, we will need to get rid of most of these animals.” Talitha motioned to the group’s forrin and Cren. “It is best to stay agile. At most, we should take a forrin each and a single Cren to carry our equipment.”

Jonathan looked over to Stew. He felt bad that he would have to separate him from his new buddies. Saikhi informed Jonathan that there was a trading post a mile away from the beginning of Traders-end Highway. They might be able to sell some of their extra stock there. Hopefully, the merchants were not the question-asking type.

“You know, Daddy, we still have a bit of time before we need to leave.” Talitha purred as they began to pack up the campsite. “How about we take some time to enjoy ourselves. It feels like it has been ages.”

It really hadn’t, less than 24 hours. Jonathan was having trouble keeping up with his two companions. Sadly, his power didn’t come with any supernatural sexual endurance. The mind was willing, but the flesh was starting to wear out from constant pounding. Jonathan imagined that, just like a lot of manpower shortages, outsourcing could be the solution. That thought was all it took for Jonathan to be ready to go again.

“I guess we could,” Jonathan smirked as he pulled Talitha close, it felt weird being so forward with his initiation but repeated sexual intercourse did wonders for his confidence. A flush of heat flowed through Talitha’s body as she ran her hand down to Jonathan’s bulge and began to rub it over his pants. Jonathan pulled down the small piece of fur fabric that ‘covered’ her chest and groped one of her firm breasts. Talitha arched her back at his touch. She moved her face close and placed her soft lips against Jonathan’s. Another hand reached for Jonathan’s manhood, this one red and obviously not Talitha’s.

“Master, you started without me?” Saikhi looked at Jonathan with big doe eyes. It wasn’t long before Jonathan’s cock was wrangled from its bindings. The feeling of both girls’ hands sliding up and down his shaft didn’t get old, no matter how many times it happened.

Talitha pulled away from Jonathan and lifted Saikhi from behind, raising Saikhi’s shapely thighs as her feet dangled above her head. She then lowered Saikhi’s now exposed pussy onto Jonathan’s cock, using Saikhi’s body to please her daddy’s cock. Saikhi’s body was being used like a sex toy as Talitha gazed deeply into Jonathan’s eyes. Jonathan grabbed hold of both of Saikhi’s ample breasts as the girl worked along his shaft.

Jonathan spent the next few minutes taking in both of his companions’ bodies. He was sure not to leave either one’s entrances unattended for a long period of time to avoid jealousy. Jealousy was also the reason he often avoided finishing inside either of them. He had to be fair, or else he would be hearing about it for the rest of the day. Instead, he opted to spill his love over their faces or breasts; it was much easier for them to share that way.

A few minutes later, and with a loud grunt, Jonathan unloaded over Saikhi and Talitha’s faces, the strands of cum covering both of them. The girls cleaned each other up, their tongues expertly lapping up every plastered strand before passing out. Jonathan felt bad about how his ability had been affecting his companions, but right now, he was too horny to dwell on it.


32: Convincing

The trading post, if it could be called that, was desolate. Just four rickety shacks surrounded by various boxes and containers. Since Jonathan had arrived, the only sign of life he had seen was a couple of tired-looking traders leaving with a wagon. A gust of wind carried a chill through the air. The breeze whistled between the buildings, shifting them on their foundations. The distinct smell of musty wood grew as they approached closer. 

“Well, this place is quaint.” Jonathan said as he inspected one of the shacks. “I was expecting something a bit more country town and a lot less Silent Hill.” He kept his magical spear close.

“Silent Hill?” Saikhi looked at her master in confusion, a habit that was becoming increasingly familiar to her. “Is that somewhere near Gotham?”

“Hey, good question. They are pretty similar places if you think about it.” Jonathan, before Jonathan could ponder the possibility of a Batman-Silent Hill crossover, the creak of an opening door brought him back to reality. A middle-aged man with tanned skin appeared from the entrance of one of the dilapidated shacks.

“Greetings!” The man called out in a soothing voice. “Please, come in, come in, despite the look of the place, we are very much open for business.” The man looked much cleaner than his surroundings. His fine clothes made him appear out of place.

“Talitha, Saikhi, keep an eye on this guy,” Jonathan whispered. “I don’t trust him.” They approached the man who beckoned them inside. Jonathan uneasily stepped over the door’s threshold. 

A burst of colours and light shone from inside as soon as he crossed. The store was immaculate, shining with golds, silvers, delicate fabrics, and various weapons and armours. The walls and furniture were spotless, and the only dirt that was to be seen was the stuff that Jonathan and his companions had tracked in.

“Sorry about the deception.” The man chuckled. “It pays to be careful around these parts. We are near the highway, you know.” The man walked behind the shopfront’s counter. “Most bandits tend to judge a book by its cover.”

Jonathan stood there speechless.

“Oh, my apologies, where are my manners?” The man continued. “I am Aldo. Welcome to Aldo’s Antiquities and Artisanry. We have the finest wares south of the border.”

“Uh.” Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. He was still trying to make sense of the situation. “Hi, I’m Jonn, and these are my companions, Saikhi and Talitha.” Jonathan motioned to them. They were similarly entranced by the spectacle they had just witnessed.

“Nice to meet you, Jonn, and what lovely ladies you have accompanying you. I must admit I would be a tad jealous if I wasn’t so surprised to see a forestfolk this far north.” Aldo looked at the intricate patterns covering Talitha’s body. “How very exquisite.”

“How did you do that thing just now? Are you a sorcerer?” Jonathan asked. If Aldo were a sorcerer, maybe he could convince him to share how he did this kind of magic.

“Oh my, no.” The man shook his head, looking a bit distressed at the accusation. “This was simple smoke and mirrors. Carefully placed lights and well-covered windows are all I need to hide my valuables from random passers-by. No need for illegal magic here.” He heartily chuckled.

Jonathan looked around and noticed that heavy black boards indeed covered up the windows to the store, and a large silver mirror reflected on the side of the entrance. This guy could have made a fortune doing performances back on Earth. Sadly, in a world with actual magic, his talents seem a bit wasted.

“Ah, I see,” Jonathan said as he and his group recovered from their initial shock. Aldo seemed nice enough, if a little bit eccentric. “Well, we were hoping to sell some of our wares here, and perhaps pick up a few things.” Jonathan browsed the various knick-knacks on the table next to him. He had to keep up appearances. 

A moment of panic set in as Jonathan realised that he used their real name when he introduced himself; the dazzlement had taken him off guard. He quickly tried to regain his composure. ‘Too late to do anything about that now.’

“A fellow merchant, I see. I am glad to see another kindred spirit still making the effort to travel the roads towards Rainfell. That military outpost they set up has been doing terrible things to my bottom line. Halved the amount of traffic coming through this way.” Aldo pulled out his ledger. “Let’s see if you have something I am looking for.”

Jonathan spent the next fifteen minutes selling off some of the wares he had brought from Cliffside, as well as picking up a few bolts of fine silk and linen. After all was said and done, Jonathan had a total of around 10 crowns and 20 bits, just over the amount that was given to him by Lily when he arrived in this world. He was finally in the black. Although in Earth terms, he was only about 10 bucks in the black, a profit was a profit. Throughout the transactions, he couldn’t help but notice the shopkeeper’s eyes wandering back and forth from Talitha. It seems that he had taken a liking to his Heldran companion.

In the meantime, something else had equally caught Jonathan’s eye—a set of thin metal armour that looked lightweight and flexible. The tag below it read “Starmetal Plate. 10 crowns.” Saikhi informed Jonathan that starmetal was an extremely lightweight and strong metal. The price displayed was probably a bargain considering its quality. Given the recent run-ins Jonathan had with sharp, pointy objects, it made sense to grab something to protect his vital organs from those sharp, pointy objects.

“Now that we have dealt with the smaller things, how about we talk about some larger items?” Jonathan continued. “I have about a dozen forrin waiting outside and two cren that I need to part with.”

“Forrins?” Aldo looked surprised. “Forgive me, it’s just that you don’t look like a noble.”

‘Fuck’

Jonathan remembered that the sale and trade of foreign goods were limited to nobility and military personnel except under special, Empire-approved conditions.

“I have a special exemption.” Jonathan lied.

“Oh, but of course, could I see the forms?” Aldo asked kindly.

“I… um, may have lost them.” Jonathan stumbled. This was not going well. Aldo began to look at Jonathan with squinted eyes. Aldo’s suspicion only lasted a moment before he ceased his squinting and smiled. 

“I am sure we can come to some sort of arrangement.” Aldo continued. “I am a shrewd businessman, and I have noticed you have taken quite a liking to that piece of armour on the wall. It is a fine piece, straight from the Capital Forges of Heartland. I also suspect the forrin in your care are not originally yours.”

Jonathan shifted his weight uneasily.

“No need to panic.” Aldo laughed. “You may have noticed that I, myself, have quite the infatuation with your travelling companion, Lady Talitha, was it?”

Talitha’s hand reached down for her hatchet before remembering her chieftain's words. He didn’t like unnecessary violence, and she didn’t want to get scolded like she did when she knocked out the priestess-protector.

“Go on.” Jonathan nodded. He was pretty sure he knew what ”deal” Aldo was going to make.

“How about we make a deal? I will take the forrin and cren off of your hands, you can take the starmetal plate, and when the next patrol comes through, I will play dumb.”

‘Wait for it.’ Jonathan thought expectantly.

“The only catch is that I would get to spend an hour with the lovely Heldran beauty you have accompanying you.” Aldo looked over to Talitha as he said that last part.

‘There it is.’ If this were an Isekguy Studio’s game back on Earth, Jonathan would have no qualms with answering: A big fat yes. Just the thought of his companion pleasuring another man was getting him excited. But this wasn’t a game. He couldn’t just order Talitha to do that. Life-and-death situations were one thing, but this was just a transaction.

Talitha looked over and noticed the growing bulge in her chieftain’s pants. It was a sight she had grown accustomed to. It surprised her that another man offering to sleep with her got her chieftain so excited. She had the feeling that she knew what her daddy desired. She readied herself. She would take the initiative and impress him. As the forest’s guardian, her body was his to command and share however he felt fit. But it might have been more than that; she seemed to enjoy the way Aldo looked at her, lusting for her from behind, darting glances. It was odd that it made her feel excited, too. Ever since Talitha had found her new chieftain, it seemed like her eyes were opening to a hidden desire buried deep away. Talitha walked up to her chieftain and gave him a light kiss on the cheek.

“I will do this for you, Daddy.” She whispered in his ear as she felt desire swelling up inside of her. Jonathan stood in a stupor as Talitha walked up to Aldo, grabbed him by the hand and led him into the back room.

The room was clean and just as bright as the storefront. A large feathered bed sat against the far wall, and fine silk sheets lay on top of it.

“Lady Talitha, I didn’t expect you to be so forward,” Aldo said, a slight tinge of nervousness cutting through his otherwise calm demeanour.

Talitha didn’t speak; she just led her new prey to the bed and pushed him down. She unbuttoned his finely tailored pants and reached in for the prize it held. With a firm grasp, she revealed Aldo’s erect manhood. It wasn’t particularly large or particularly remarkable, but the huntress was not picky about her prey.

With a swift motion, she took the merchant's member into her mouth. Deftly, she began sucking and working the shaft, just as she had learnt to do on her chieftain’s cock. She looked up at the man she was pleasuring. He seemed to be enjoying himself.

“My, you are quite proficient at that,” Aldo said as he grasped the silk sheets beneath him. Talitha let out a soft purr as she took Aldo’s cock deeper into her mouth, running her tongue around the bottom of the shaft. She released his cock from her mouth with a nice smack of her lips. With fiery eyes, she begins to stroke Aldo onto her tongue, lapping the tip. Aldo couldn’t help himself; he grabbed the back of Talitha’s hair and started to guide the slutty feline-like girl up and down his length.

Talitha gently clawed her way up Aldo’s body. She noticed him tracing her tattoos with his finger as she climbed. She guided Aldo’s hands towards her breasts.

“Hold on tight.” She whispered as she plunged his member in between her moist folds. She enjoyed the feeling of a new man entering her. This was the first person besides her current and previous chieftains who had the pleasure. Talitha began to push the man’s length deeper and deeper with each roll of her hips. She was in control; Aldo was just there for her amusement. Aggressively, she continued to extract pleasure from the man trapped beneath her. He didn’t seem to complain.

After a few minutes, Talitha noticed Aldo's cock start to falter beneath her relentless riding. His hands had fallen away from her breasts, gripping the sheets instead as his hips bucked up into her. She could feel him throbbing inside her, his breathing ragged and desperate. It wouldn't be long now until he released his seed.

She lifted herself off him, his cock sliding free. The merchant groaned at the sudden loss of her warmth, but Talitha had other plans. She crawled back down to Aldo's manhood, her tattooed skin glistening with sweat in the dim light. His cock stood rigid, slick with her juices.

Talitha positioned herself between his legs and placed the warm and wet rod between her breasts. They were not anything particularly large compared to someone like Saikhi, but Aldo seemed to enjoy the sensation all the same. He watched as she pressed her tits together, creating a channel for his cock.

"Oh goddess," Aldo breathed, his hips already moving of their own accord.

Talitha moved, sliding her breasts up and down his length. Her soft mounds rubbed against his cock with each stroke, her earlier wetness making the glide smooth and slick. She kept her eyes locked on his face, watching his expression twist with pleasure as she worked him toward his release.

“Oh Talitha.” Aldo sighed as he spurted his hot, sticky cum all over the huntress's chest. His cock returned to a limp, idle state.

“Well, the deed is done,” Talitha smirked as she began to get off the bed.

“Hold on, the agreed-upon terms were for an hour of your time,” Aldo smirks as he pops a small black capsule into his mouth. His cock immediately began to stiffen. “Shall we go another round?”

"As you wish."


33: Pills

“Oh fuck, harder!” Talitha muffled moans seeped through the wooden door. Almost an hour had passed since Talitha boldly led Aldo into the back room. Jonathan had taken the time to savour the sounds that emanated from behind the door. Jonathan thought it remarkable how long the middle-aged shopkeeper was able to last; by the sounds of it, he hadn’t let up throughout the entire hour. Saikhi had already taken the initiative to relieve her master’s own excitement with her mouth whilst he listened. Although he didn’t last nearly as long as Aldo, nor did he act with as much vigour. He was going to have to ask Aldo how he pulled it off.

The rest of the hour passed.

“No, not yet, just a little more.” Talitha’s voice pleaded from behind the door. The repetitive sound of flesh slapping against flesh was clearly audible. Another fifteen minutes passed before the pair emerged. Talitha looked tired, but the glint in her eyes suggested that she was still incredibly horny. It was a novel situation. Usually by now, the power of Jonathan’s cum would have knocked her out. His cum seemed to sate their lust to some extent. Without the finale that Jonathan usually provided, it appeared that the lust from Jonathan’s power would continue to linger. He wondered for just how long. 

“Sorry for the delay.” Aldo apologised, straightening up his shirt. “Stuck in the throes of passion, you know.” Aldo chuckled as he headed over to the starsteel plate. He reached out and pulled it down from the wall where it had been displayed. He presented it to Jonathan with a sense of preciousness usually reserved for royal crowns or mythical swords. “The terms of the agreement have been carried out expertly.” 

Jonathan noticed Talitha staring like a hungry lioness towards Jonathan’s crotch. Really? If he didn’t find a way to make himself last longer, he could foresee himself having a bit of a soreness problem when they left. Talitha would likely extract what she wanted from him. ‘No’ and ‘not right now’ were not a part of her vocabulary when it came to sex.

“Just a moment.” Jonathan stopped before taking the armour. “I just have one question before we finish up here. How in the hell did you last for so long?”

“If you truly want to know that information, it will cost you another hour,” Aldo smirked.

Talitha looked at Jonathan with wide eyes and nodded furiously. She bit her bottom lip and locked her eyes on Aldo's crotch.

“Sounds fair to me.” Anything to make his daily trek with the girls a bit less harsh on his loins.

"You've made an excellent decision." He turned to Talitha, who practically vibrated with anticipation. "Shall we?"

Talitha didn't wait for more invitation. She grabbed Aldo's hand and dragged him back toward the room.

The door shut with a decisive click.

Jonathan positioned himself near the entrance, ear tilted toward the wood. Saikhi settled beside him, also listening.

A thud echoed from within—furniture shifting, maybe a table being cleared. Then came Talitha's voice, breathless and eager.

"Don't waste time."

Fabric rustled. Something hit the floor.

"Bend over," Aldo commanded, his tone carrying authority that contradicted his earlier jovial demeanour.

A pause. Then the unmistakable sound of a hand striking flesh.

"Yes sir," Talitha moaned.

Jonathan's cock stirred. Saikhi noticed her glowing eyes dropping to his lap with knowing amusement.

The slapping began—frantic, forceful. Talitha's moans built in volume, punctuated by gasps each time Aldo drove deep.

"Yes, right there! Harder!"

The merchant grunted; the slapping sounds grew faster. The table legs scraped against the floor with each thrust.

Saikhi's hand slipped beneath Jonathan's robes. She made sure her Master thoroughly enjoyed himself during the wait.

An hour later, the two emerged from the back room once more. To her credit, Talitha was still able to walk straight, albeit on shaken legs. Aldo strutted over to the shop counter and placed a small red wooden container, about the size of his fist, on its surface. He opened the lid to reveal hundreds of little black pills.

“Here is my secret: I purchased these little performance helpers from a mysterious fellow who wandered through here a half-decade ago. He had the most peculiar name for them: x-viagra. That seemed like an odd, almost foreign name for them, so I just took to calling them firestokers.”

'Viagra?' There is no way a name like that could be a coincidence. Were these pills made by someone from Earth? Jonathan did his best to keep focused. He needed to know more.

“Who was he?” Jonathan bit his tongue, best not show too much interest, he didn’t want Aldo asking too many questions.

“Alas, the man didn’t give me his name, nor did he say where he was going. Not the talkative type you see. Despite my best efforts and my offer of a vast amount of crowns, he would not tell me how he made these little black pills. Not knowing what is in them doesn’t make them any less effective, though. As soon as you swallow one, they perk your little fellow right up and fill you with energy, no matter the occasion.” Aldo shook the red container and peered inside. My supply is starting to run low. Only about a thousand are left in my possession.”

A thousand pills was not a low amount of viagra. Jonathan couldn’t imagine what this guy got up to that would blow through so many. Well, he could, but he wasn’t going to think about it too hard.

“How much?” Jonathan asked.

“Well.” Aldo pondered for a moment. “Because you have been so generous with Lady Talitha’s time. I am willing to part with them for, let’s say, 20 bits each.” Aldo grinned.

“Done. I will take 500.” Jonathan paid no mind to how that would affect his financial situation; the pills seemed worth the price. Having no money on hand might not be the wisest idea. “On second thoughts, I have to stay liquid; let me see what else I can offer you from my wares.” Jonathan was about to be way back down in the red. Spending almost all his crowns on magic sex beans wasn’t his best investment idea. ‘At least it is cheaper than health insurance back home’ Jonathan thought. 

The sun was setting by the time Jonathan’s group had left the trading post. Jonathan found his funds down to a mere 500 bits. He had sold almost all his remaining stock at the trading post. He had a few ideas on how he would later recuperate the costs, and as a bonus, he now had himself a scarce and unique product. With any luck, he would find the way that these firestokers, x-viagra, or whatever they were called, had been made, and produce a few more of them. Even after letting Aldo fuck Talitha for yet another hour!

Despite Jonathan's further questioning of Aldo, he was unable to obtain any more information on the mysterious creator of the pills. There was no doubt in Jonathan’s mind that the man in question was from Earth, or at the very least knew someone who was. Once Jonathan reached the relative safety of Rainfell, he would make finding this person his next priority.

Jonathan’s group decided to set up camp just shy of Traders-end Highway. Putting up everything took substantially less time now that there were fewer animals to deal with. Jonathan couldn’t help but feel sorry for Ste,w though, making friends then leaving them always sucked. When he got to Rainfell, he would be sure to get Stew a nice place with a couple of friends. Jonathan gave Stew a double helping of food that night.

As he was putting up his tent, Jonathan couldn’t get over the feeling that he was being watched. Every action to investigate why turned up nothing out of the ordinary. But he couldn’t get over the feeling that he was being stalked. He decided that now would be as good a time as any to test out his newly acquired armour. 

The starmetal plate felt weightless, similar to the spear he had stolen from Zigarete; it felt like it could shatter at any moment, but it was much less liquid-y, though. Despite the perceived frailty, the material was hard. Jonathan ran his dagger across the chest of the plate, and it didn’t even leave a scratch. Instead, the edge gilded harmlessly off to the side. More importantly, the starmetal was comfortable; he could see himself sleeping in it if needed, and it was no more intrusive than a particularly stale shirt.

Jonathan noticed the grass behind him rustling. There was no denying it now; he was being watched. He turned around before being shoved down to the ground, pinned.

“Take one now,” Talitha demanded, her arms and legs holding Jonathan to the ground. If a random stranger could provide her with so much pleasure due to the little black pills they had obtained, she could only imagine the ecstasy she would feel when it was her daddy doing the pounding. Talitha had been observing, waiting to see where the pills were kept. Artfully, pocketing one without being seen. 

“Just a moment—” Jonathan was cut off as Talitha pushed the pill she had acquired into his mouth; she gently coaxed it down his throat. Immediately, Jonathan felt full of energy, his cock raised to its full splendour. With a quick motion, Jonathan overpowered Talitha and pinned her chest to the ground. He couldn’t quite believe that he had managed it. Talitha had demonstrated in the past that she was significantly stronger than Jonathan; maybe she was letting him do it? Perhaps it was the pills?

Jonathan removed the feeble covering that stood between Talitha’s pussy and his now throbbing member. He plunged himself deep within her, keeping her pinned as he pumped away. He didn’t feel the usual fatigue in his crotch that he had been feeling the past couple of days. However, he was feeling oddly more aggressive. Talitha’s eyes rolled back in joy, her legs quaking as her chieftain took her. This was going to be a long night.


34: Again

Talitha's eyes fluttered open as dawn light filtered through the tent. Her body ached in the most satisfying way, muscles pleasantly sore from hours of relentless fucking. She glanced at Jonathan, sprawled unconscious beside her, his chest rising and falling in deep sleep. The firestoker had finally worn off, leaving him completely spent.

But Talitha's need hadn't diminished. If anything, the night had only stoked her appetite further. She needed more.

She dressed quickly, careful not to wake Saikhi in the adjacent bedroll. The trading post wasn't far—maybe half an hour's sprint through the forest. Talitha moved with predatory grace, her feet barely making a sound on the soft earth.

Aldo was sweeping his shop's entrance when she emerged from the treeline. His broom clattered to the ground.

"Talitha? I wasn't expecting—"

"My chieftain is exhausted." Her voice was low, hungry. "But I am not."

Aldo's surprised expression melted into a knowing grin.

"Well then. I suppose we can't have that."

He stepped aside, gesturing toward the back room.

Talitha pounced on Aldo as the door shut behind them, pinning him down on the floor as she took his already ruffled clothes off once again. He was still hard. That would do nicely. Talitha slid her hips against his exposed length and squeezed Aldo’s hips between her thighs.

“Lady Talitha-” Aldo’s words were cut off as Talitha covered his mouth with her hand. She stared deeply into the merchant’s eyes.

“Don’t talk. Just fuck me.” Talitha demanded. Aldo’s words had been both respectful and pleasant to hear, but hearing such words of affirmation was starting to make Talitha blush. She would rather fuck than feel self-conscious. She reached down and slipped Aldo’s stiff member inside of her, releasing a sigh as it was finally back in. She had felt empty without it; a single hour had barely satisfied her lust. Talitha kept Aldo pinned beneath her as she started to use his cock for her pleasure, rolling her hips up and down its length. She leaned in close and nipped at the nape of the merchant’s neck. 

“This is my cock now.” She insisted. It wasn’t unusual for Heldran women, even those in a chieftain’s harem, to take other lovers to satisfy them when their chieftain was busy, although she had never done so before. She could only imagine the pleasures she would feel if her own chieftain had the kind of endurance that this merchant had. She would be sure to work hard so that the information would not be held back. 

Aldo’s hands were released and allowed to explore Talitha’s body. Her curves and patterns seemed to enthral the man. Both of Aldo’s hands ultimately found themselves tending to Talitha’s lovely mounds. Talitha saw Aldo’s eyes gently squinting. He was holding back, trying not to cum. Talitha decided to show him the futility of his resistance; she sped up. The motion of her hips, coupled with her squeezing down on the rod inside of her, produced the desired effect. Talitha felt the warmth of the man’s seed filling her up. 

Aldo looked up at the beautiful forestfolk’s face, which was now presenting a rather wicked grin. She was not stopping. Despite having been filled with come, Talitha continued to increase speed. She felt his seed being pushed further inside of her with each thrust. Several minutes late, Talitha was rewarded for her continued effort with another load of the merchant’s love. This new load mingled with the previous one. It provided adequate lubrication, allowing her to continue. Aldo reached for a nearby vessel of water, but he was unable to reach it from his pinned position.

“Don’t drink. Just fuck.” Talitha would let the man hydrate when she was done. Until then, she had more warmth to extract from him. She pinned his arms back down and changed the angle at which his length was penetrating her. It didn’t take long for her to win third prize. Or her fourth. Or her fifth. The poor merchant was barely keeping up.

Aldo's breathing had become ragged, his face flushed and sweaty. Yet beneath the exhaustion, something shifted in his expression—a glint of mischief.

"I have... a little trick," he managed between gasps.

Talitha raised an eyebrow, slowing her rhythm but not stopping. Before she could question him, the air beside them shimmered. Another Aldo materialised from nothing, naked and already erect.

The duplicate grinned at her shocked expression.

"Twice the merchant, twice the service," the original Aldo wheezed.

Talitha's eyes widened, then darkened with renewed hunger. The second Aldo positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. She felt his cock press against her ass, slick with oil he'd grabbed from a nearby shelf.

"Amazing", she purred. It had been so long since someone had used her ass.

The duplicate pushed inside, stretching her open. Talitha's back arched as both Aldos filled her, their cocks separated by only a thin wall of flesh. The sensation was overwhelming—too much and not enough all at once.

They moved in alternating patterns, one withdrawing as the other thrust deep. Talitha's mouth hung open, sounds escaping her throat that were more animal than human. Her hands clawed at the original Aldo's chest as the duplicate pounded her from behind.

The synchronised fucking drove her to heights she'd never experienced. When both Aldos came together, pumping her full from both ends, Talitha's vision went white. Her body convulsed between them, every muscle clenching as pleasure crashed through her in waves. When it was done, Talitha extracted herself slowly, feeling their combined seed leak from both holes.

She dressed quickly, her legs unsteady but satisfied. Both Aldos sprawled on the floor, utterly spent.

Talitha leaned down, cupping the original's face. She pressed her lips to his—a real kiss this time, not the aggressive claiming from before. When she pulled back, her expression had softened.

"Thank you," she murmured.

Then she was gone, slipping out into the dawn. Her chieftain would be waking soon, and she needed to be there. Daddy came first, always. But this merchant... she hoped she would see him again.


35: Aftermath

Zigarete stood surrounded by the ruins of Sidim. One of the reasons an inquisitor wore black was to hide the ash stains from the cities she had torched; one of the reasons they wore red was to conceal the blood that covered them. Neither did a very good job. The elimination of a whole city was an infrequent occurrence, especially since the end of the Imperial conquest, but if anyone had it coming to them, it was the Cult of Sisters in Sidim. Too long had they been above reproach, hidden behind the memory of the former queen, her good reputation protecting them from persecution. But no amount of clout was going to protect the traitorous cult from the fact that they aided in the escape of a known Sorcerer. They had tried to lock Zigarete and her group in the catacombs, and they had almost succeeded in trapping them down there, but, unluckily for them, Zigarete and her ruthless Tracker had other ideas. 

Initially, the stone doors that locked Zigarete’s group in looked to be impassable; no amount of leverage or strength of swing would make the seal budge. The futility of their attempts didn’t stop Captain Garth and his lackeys from trying for several hours to chisel away at the thick stone slab. Magical mechanisms on the entrance kept the facility locked down from the outside. However, movement within the catacombs was not as restrictive; they could still go where they wished within the facility, but most of the controls that had operated the various chambers and torture devices were unresponsive.

Zigarete explored the labyrinth of tunnels searching for an alternate exit. She had gotten within the edge of her wits before she had found the solution to her current predicament. A priestess-protector named Sala, beset by her cult’s own creations. Zigarete cut those bestial creations down and pried the well-used woman from their grasp. She was given a simple choice: open the entrance to the sacred catacombs and be spared the coming wrath, or don’t, and have that coming wrath enacted upon her now. She opted for the former.

From there, the Tracker went to work, setting ablaze everything in sight. Zigarete was always unnerved by the wicked smile that adorned the Tracker’s face when he was in the midst of pillaging. It was one of the reasons she had originally left her ex-lover: the stigma of being in a relationship with a lowly faen. Zigarete also did her part in destroying Sidim, but she took nowhere near as much pleasure from it. It was just a job to her, something that she had to do for the good of the Empire. Sometimes things need to be destroyed to be made stronger.

Many cultists lay dead at the end of their rampage. Many more are bound up in chains. She was careful not to harm the three insolent leaders of the Cult of Sisters. Their punishment was to be dictated by Emperor Tarthis himself. A moment of uncertainty passed in Zigarete’s mind. How would the Emperor see the scouring of his beloved Sidim? However, the Tracker assured him that he could explain to Tarthis the necessity of their actions. “His hate for sorcerers would outweigh his love for his former queen.” Zigarete hoped to the Holy Goddess that he was right. 

The destruction of Sidim felt good. But it didn’t take away from the humiliation of being outwitted by the sorcerer once again. Worse yet, the Sorcerer had stolen their supplies and their mounts. Zigarete would have to wait for reinforcements before continuing her pursuit; there was no way that they could catch up to a small group on forrin-back without their own mounts. The Tracker had other ideas. Despite Zigarete’s protests, he had left immediately after the destruction of Sidim had been completed. Zigarete imagined that he took the Sorcerer’s escape as a personal slight to his character. She was even tempted to join him and leave Garth and his complacent Cliffside guard to deal with the aftermath of their actions, but she knew that if they were to have any hope of tracking down this fugitive, they would need to turn their search into an Empire-wide manhunt. She couldn’t leave that kind of planning to those buffoons.

This man, Jonn, if that name he had given upon exiting Cliffside was even his real name, must have been a Sorcerer of highly mastered power and skill, supremely confident in his magical abilities. How else could he have been able to avoid capture from right within their grasp. The Empire could not afford another Dread Sorcerer like Fade to rise to power.


36: Sisters

“Don’t touch the leaders, do what you want with the rest.” The orders Captain Garth received were clear and unfortunate. The three ringleaders of the Cult of Sisters were the most attractive of their new captives. It was as if they had said, “You need to be ‘this hot’ to lead.” It seemed like a waste not to take advantage of them whilst he could. Unfair even. He and his men did all the hard work. They should get the spoils. The fact that he could also not touch the priestess-protector Sala was just plain cruel. No matter, Garth would make do with the rest of them.

They had herded the dozens of remaining cultist women inside the chapel, its heavy stone masonry made for the ideal holding cell. They had tied up the women in rows along the pews, securing them face down, with their asses in the air. It was a veritable buffet of bodies. Maybe coming on this expedition wasn’t as bad as he thought. It reminded him of the old days, back when the Empire was still on the rise and he was a young lieutenant spreading his seed across the lands they conquered.

Garth found his way over to a petite looking rear, he liked the smaller women best, they made him feel bigger. With a hand gesture, he gave the go-ahead to the other men to find their own captive from the line-up. There were only a handful of men uninjured enough to partake in the festivities; the rest of the poor bastards would have to miss out.

‘Sucks to be Borris and Sten,’ he thought as he slipped his awaiting member into the small woman in front of him. Another advantage of petite women is their relative tightness. Well, generally that was the case. His cock slid in with almost no resistance into the cultist’s awaiting folds. After a few thrusts, it became clear that the captive in front of him was a masochist. No words of resistance, only moans of enjoyment and encouragement as his cock stretched her open. The cultist pushed back against him, meeting each thrust with enthusiasm that caught Garth off guard.

"Harder," she whimpered, her voice breathy with need. "Please, fuck me harder."

Well, that was new. Usually, captives put up at least a token resistance. Garth gripped her narrow hips tighter and obliged, slamming into her with more force. She cried out in what sounded like pure ecstasy.

Looking around at the other captives being enjoyed by his men, their pleasure seemed universal. One of Garth's men had one of the cultists mewling like a slut, her face twisted in bliss as he pounded into her from behind. Another of Garth's men had filled a blonde cultist, her mouth opened as her ass jiggled with each thrust. The chapel was filled with sounds of pleasure. It was... unexpected. Garth had taken enough women during the conquest to know what genuine distress sounded like. This wasn't it. These cultist sluts were genuinely getting off on being used like common whores.

After several minutes of enjoying the first captive Garth had chosen, he started to make his way down the line. There were plenty of pussies waiting to be filled, and he didn’t want to shoot his load before being able to enjoy lots of them. Each of the women seemed excited at his touch, almost as if they were happy they had finally been chosen. Many of them rocked excitedly back against the Captain’s cock as he thrusted into them. The absolute sluts. He would have to see if Zigarete would let them keep one or two for the next leg of their journey. It would certainly make travel more bearable if they had a couple of women to fuck each night. Garth was getting tired of hearing the Tracker having all the fun.

It was on woman 13 that Garth had finally released his cum, or was it 14? It was hard to keep count. The cultist woman actually thanked him for doing so. Garth wiped the sweat from his brow and left the remaining men to watch and enjoy the captives. He would be back later for more.


37: Trail

Jonathan fell off the back of his forrin, somersaulted, and landed square on his face. There were three things Jonathan hated about the Traders-end Highway. Firstly, the highway, if you could even call it that, was covered in tripping hazards, a spattering of unevenly placed cobblestones intermixed with shrubs and small boulders littered its length. This made riding on the back of a forrin to be about as easy as balancing on top of a rolling log. Forrin were fast, but they were known for being the sturdiest animal. It was like riding a duck.

The second thing that Jonathan hated about the Traders-end Highway was that it slowly descended from surface level into a deep rocky gorge; the sound of small stones echoing down the sides of the gorge did nothing to quell Jonathan’s fear that at any moment he could be pancaked by a hunk of rock. The sides of the gorge were also potholed with various caves and caverns where anyone or anything could be lurking. Not to mention the constant darkness, unless the sun was right above them, barely any light reached the bottom of the gorge. Jonathan had to rely on torches to light the way. Luckily, there were quite a number of them in the supplies they had stolen. 

The final thing that Jonathan hated about Traders-end Highway was the constant anxiety. At any point, they could be attacked by bandits, goblins or any other sort of cave-dwelling creature. It made a lot of sense why the Empire avoided this place. Since they had descended, Jonathan had kept his spear firmly in hand, not his penis, his weapon. He was doing his best to put on a brave face in front of Saikhi and Talitha. On the bright side, his spear, his penis this time, not his weapon, was doing a lot better since he had purchased those firestokers. Although he had to be careful not to blow through them too quickly, he had already used five of the precious pills in the span of two days. 

Jonathan’s companions were faring much better than he was. Talitha was her usual, stoic and strong self, more vigilant than worried. Saikhi, on the other hand, hadn’t stopped writing since the moment they had reached the bottom of the gorge. She constantly muttered things about “natural goblin habitats” and “interesting rock formations” as she jotted down her notes. Jonathan was just impressed that she could see what she was doing in this lighting. It turned out that both Ashborn and Heldra could see much better in the dark than humans could. In fact, when Jonathan had asked, he found out that most other races had much better vision in low-light than humans did, navigating in the dark, and subsequently stubbing your knee on the coffee table, was a uniquely human problem.

“Master, are you ok!?” Saikhi looked up from her notes and jumped down from her forrin. She crouched down to Jonathan, who was just lying there, thinking.

Jonathan pushed himself up off the ground and wiped the dirt away from his face. No lasting damage, just a few sore muscles. He rubbed the back of his neck.

“Yeah… I am fine, I think I might walk for a bit.” Jonathan stammered as he grabbed the reins to his forrin. Talitha jumped down from her mount to inspect her chieftain for damage. He was fine. ‘How were they so good at riding those things?’ Jonathan thought to himself incredulously.

“Oh, good, you don’t look injured.” Talitha smiled. “It is getting quite late anyway. Let's set up camp soon.” How Talitha was able to tell the time was beyond him; everywhere Jonathan looked around, it was dark-o’clock. Talitha pointed over to a cave entrance they had just passed. “That place looked secure enough.”

“Sure.” Jonathan led the group to the cave's entrance. He squinted as he tried to peer into the cave’s depths. The illumination from his torch barely revealed the chamber inside. “Do you see anything?” he asked as he stood just outside the entrance.

“Nothing dangerous,” Saikhi said as she walked in. “It looks like it is just big enough to fit us all comfortably.” 

“Doesn’t look like it goes very deep either,” Talitha added.

Jonathan relaxed as he walked in behind them. If the girls said it was safe, he would trust them. He found a raised area within the cave to set down his gear before starting to gather the tinder from Stew’s satchels. Something caught his eye, though. Something the size of a large dog. It was crawling on its stomach, a pulsating, riveted body. A giant larva? Jonathan needed to act. He didn’t know how his companions could have missed something so big. He grabbed his spear and pointed it towards the threat. The spear elongated and pierced the larva. He had swiftly dispatched the threat.

“Master? Why did you kill that cave cleaner?” Saikhi asked.

“Cave cleaner? Did you see the size of that thing!? It could have swallowed my arm whole!” Jonathan shouted as his spear returned to its original form.

“But they are harmless. They only eat moss... I think they are endangered.” Saikhi pouted.

“Oh. I didn’t know. I’m sorry” Jonathan stood there uncertain what to do, the ‘threat’ he had just dispatched posed no real threat at all.

“Don’t worry, they taste delicious!” Talitha chimed in. “I’ve never had a fresh one before, only the preserved kind that we used to get from sacrifices to the forest. I was going to catch it after we had the fire pit set up.” 

Jonathan’s stomach turned “I think I will pass on that one.” He retired early, having slain a dreaded beast… 

Later that night, Saikhi awoke Jonathan for his watch. She did so by poking him with her club. A method developed after the horny tentacle incident to avoid any unhelpful late-night activities that would interfere with the safety of the camp. Jonathan took the last watch of the night when he could. It meant that he’d have some time to wake up before they began to travel again, but tonight, he had opted for the second shift instead. It was the only time he could have a proper chat with Lily without the others noticing. Jonathan needed to ask the fairy about the mysterious creator of the firestokers. Not that he expected her to be very helpful on the matter.

“Master, it’s your turn to take watch,” Saikhi whispered. “Also. Did you have a moment to talk?” 

Oh no, Jonathan didn’t like those words. The last time he had heard them, the resulting conversation had led to him being dumped by his now ex-girlfriend. He really hoped that killing the cave cleaner didn’t upset Saikhi too badly. Jonathan nodded as the pair moved over to guard the entrance of the cave.

“Look, Saikhi, I am really sorry about the cave cleaner.” Jonathan pre-empted. “Had I known they were harmless, I would have never-”

“It’s nothing like that Master.” Saikhi interrupted. She pulled out the notes she had been writing as they entered Traders-end and handed them over to Jonathan. “Would you mind… reading this?” Saikhi looked down at her feet as she asked.

“Of course!” Jonathan breathed a sigh of relief. She just wanted to show him the writing she had been working on. Jonathan read the title. ‘A Study on Traders-end Goblins’. It went on to explain the history of goblins and the natural habitats of Traders-end goblins that lay within the gorge. Saikhi had a real way with words. Each new sentence drew Jonathan deeper into the goblin lore. It then ended abruptly.

“This is great Saikhi, you are really talented! I didn’t know that goblins spontaneously appeared in Adearath around 200 years ago.” Jonathan smiled at the awaiting author. “We should get this printed once we get to Rainfell.” Jonathan’s words made Saikhi light up momentarily.

“But… we haven’t seen a single goblin since we got here.” Saikhi’s face dropped. “How am I supposed to write about something I haven’t seen?”

Jonathan was about to regret the words he was about to say.

“What if we go looking for them?” Jonathan said, stupidly.

“Really? You would do that for me Master? Oh, thank you, thank you!” Saikhi almost leapt for joy at her master's words. Jonathan couldn’t bear the thought of disappointing her, but safety was still his primary concern.

“Yes, but from as far away as possible. We don’t want to end up as goblin chow.”

“Don’t worry, goblins don’t eat the people they capture, they usually just keep them prisoner and make them do hard labour their smaller frames can’t handle. That or use you as a pleasure slave.” Saikhi noticed the shocked look on Jonathan’s face. “I mean, they wouldn’t use you as a pleasure slave, I mean, the males wouldn’t, the females still might, it’s ok though, female goblins are actually quite cute if you think about it.” Saikhi continued to notice Jonathan’s shocked face. “I mean, it won't matter anyway, because as you said, we will stay as far away as possible.” She smiled.

“Good,” Jonathan said nervously. Saikhi really was a goblin fangirl. He had never seen her get this excited over anything.

“Besides, goblins would probably find us much sooner than we would find them. They can smell the presence of most species of females in their lands from over a mile away. It is really quite remarkable. They follow it like little scent trails.” Saikhi smiled.

‘Fuck.’

Jonathan stood up and turned to awaken Talitha. Before he could speak something round and hard knocked him on the back of the head, his vision faded to black.


38: Research

Saikhi felt a bit chilly. The beautiful dress that her master had purchased for her had been stripped off and replaced with nothing but rope bindings, fastened around her wrists and ankles. She didn’t quite remember how she had gotten to be naked, nor did she remember the series of events that led her to being bound in this cold, dark room. The last thing she clearly remembered was seeing her master collapse, a fast-moving stone hitting him in the back of the head. She remembered letting out a scream, rushing over to help her master, and losing sight of him when a sack was forced over her head. After that, everything was a blur.

Thankfully, Saikhi had been able to wiggle her head out of the sack. The sack’s rough fabric scraped against the relatively smooth floor of the chamber that Saikhi found herself in. The room was small, just enough space to stretch herself out to full length. The room’s furnishings were made of smoothed, hewn stone: A slab to use as a bed and a corner table. In fact, the whole room looked as if it had been carved from the rock around it and polished with surprising attention to detail. The only exit, a rudimentary-looking wooden door, looked a bit short. Short enough that Saikhi would likely bump her head on the frame if she weren’t careful, and she was a short girl herself. The woodwork, unlike the stonework, was of low quality. Held together with nails, glue, and uncertainty.

Long lengths of rope fastened Saikhi’s bindings to a pulley system at the top of the chamber. They allowed her a bit of mobility; she could easily reach most of the room. Saikhi couldn’t help but be surprised; her gut instinct wanted her to say that goblins had captured her. But the stonework and mechanisms here were beyond the level of a normal goblin society. At least if the books that she had read were correct. In vain, she looked around for her notes to jot down the details of the room. Nothing. Just her and her binding in this cold and dark room.

Saikhi would have been more worried if she weren’t so curious about the whole situation. She really wanted to see what the goblins of Trader-end were like, but on the other hand, it was likely she would find a lot more out about the goblins’ intimate nature than she cared to. Despite that, she was excited. Finally, she could see what goblins were truly like. Saikhi’s fascination with goblins mainly stemmed from her theory about their origins. She believed that they had originated from somewhere other than Adearath. Somehow, 200 years ago, they appeared all over the world seemingly overnight. If that were true, it would mean there were places outside of Adearath. Perhaps floating out there in the great beyond. Another aspect to Saikhi’s fascination with goblins is that she found them... kind of cute. They reminded her of short, stocky, grumpy faen, with fun skin colours.

The door to the chamber opened. A trio of blue-skinned goblins stood at the entrance. The lead goblin looked half a head taller than the other two, and yet he only came up to 3/4th of Saikhi’s height. A scar ran down the lead goblin’s cheek, accented below a milky white eye. These goblins looked well built, less round than she had initially anticipated. Saikhi noticed the clubs and slings laced to each of the goblins' roughly made clothing.

“Woman, mate, now.” The lead goblin grunted as he entered the room.

“Um.” Saikhi covered herself. She was once again surprised. Goblins being able to speak was not something she was prepared for. “I am sorry, I do not think that is a good idea.”

The three goblins laughed. Saikhi looked around for some way to escape. Her body started to quiver, partly from the cold, partly from the adrenaline flowing through her veins. This was going to happen. If nothing else, at least she would be able to learn more about goblins. 

“No, ask. Tell.” The lead goblin walked over to the other side of the pulley system that Saikhi was connected to. With a single pull, Saikhi found herself being swept off her feet by her ropes and suspended by them in the air. The goblins removed their clothes. Saikhi noted that goblin cocks, whilst not very long, are quite girthy and have a unique, ribbed form. The lead goblin spun Saikhi around, positioning himself behind her. With a slight adjustment, he lowered Saikhi to be able to access her pussy more easily. Saikhi gently bit her bottom lip as she felt the goblin’s thickness enter her. It was a unique feeling, different from her master’s, different from the man in Cliffside and different from even the brutes. It felt like the goblin’s cock was massaging her from the inside, its ridges rubbing against her folds. Saikhi really wished she had her notes with her.

It didn’t take long for the other goblins to get in on the action. One of them lay beneath Saikhi’s tits and was able to use them against his cock. His short manhood was very much lost between the Saikhi’s sizable mounds. The third goblin placed himself next to Saikhi’s face. For a moment, Saikhi contemplated trying to struggle away from the goblin’s member, but curiosity overcame her reluctance. In no book that Saikhi had read had anyone ever described the feeling of a goblin’s cock, nor the taste of it. She could be the first. She slowly parted her lips, allowing the goblin to slide his member inside. She found herself absentmindedly sucking, trying to place the taste.

Saikhi winced as she felt the lead goblin slap her ass as he increased the frequency of his thrusts. 

“Red slut, pussy good.” He grunted gleefully. “Warm, tight.”

Saikhi was a bit offended at being called a slut. If anything, she was a highly dedicated researcher, doing her best to study these creatures. That being said, she did notice that the whole ordeal wasn’t entirely unpleasant for her. The goblins showed a lot of enthusiasm, and Saikhi thought the blue cocks contrasted nicely against her red skin. Just research, that was all.

Saikhi found herself moaning softly, the cock in her mouth stifling the sound. Sparks of pleasure tingled up her spine from every pump of the leader’s rod. She found her brain feeling a little cloudy. Mentally, she was doing her best to take notes; she didn’t want to forget any moment of what was happening, as it could all be useful information.

In unison, the goblins unloaded onto and into Saikhi. The white liquid covered her tits and dripped from her mouth and pussy. Saikhi was surprised that they had synchronised their cumshots, perhaps it was a biological mechanism? A more thorough study was needed.

“Good slut, pleasure whole tribe.” The lead goblin grinned as he got dressed. It seemed like Saikhi was going to get that extra study she wanted. 

“Queen, happy.” One of the other goblins said as they left the chamber, leaving Saikhi to hang there off the ground.

“Hello, um, goblins? Would you mind letting me down?” Saikhi called out to no avail. She hung there, swinging around and dripping.

Another group of goblins arrived in Saikhi’s chamber some time later. They wasted no time getting their own share of Saikhi's holes. These goblins were green. They swarmed around her suspended form, their rough hands grabbing at her cum-slicked skin. One positioned himself between her legs, his cock already hard, while another climbed up to use her mouth.

She continued to make observations as they used her body, her scholarly mind never entirely shutting off even as pleasure coursed through her. The goblin fucking her pussy was smaller than the previous ones, but he made up for it with enthusiasm, pounding into her with rapid, desperate thrusts. Meanwhile, the one using her mouth gripped her white hair, pulling her head forward as he fucked her throat.

"Tight hole, good slut," one of them grunted.

Saikhi's muffled moans vibrated around the cock in her mouth as another goblin slid underneath her to squeeze and maul her breasts. She noted how their techniques differed slightly from those of the previous group; did their skin colour indicate a difference in disposition?

Once again, they came in synchronisation, their bodies tensing simultaneously as they filled her with their seed. Hot cum spurted into her pussy and down her throat while the others painted her crimson skin white.

After the fourth group departed—leaving her even more thoroughly coated and filled—Saikhi felt like she had all the data she needed to confirm her suspicions: when one goblin came, all other goblins in the immediate area would too. It was likely a competitive reproduction response, ensuring maximum breeding efficiency. Fascinating, really, even if she was currently the subject of her own research.

Saikhi continued to make mental notes on her experience, as she enjoyed the pleasures of goblin cock.


39: Plan

Life was pain, and Jonathan’s head was experiencing life to its fullest. The midday sun had shone into the cave, rousing Jonathan from unconsciousness. He tried to stand up, but soon gave up on that idea as nausea set in. Instead, he settled by rolling onto his side. It took him several slow, methodical blinks to will his vision back into existence. The camp was a mess. The forrins were gone, and the firepit had been extinguished. Several blue creatures' bodies lay motionless on the floor around him. After a quick pat-down of his own body, Jonathan determined that he was relatively unharmed, besides a lump on the back of his head and a bruised leg. It also seemed that nothing had been taken from his person. Guidebook, check. Dagger, check. Spear, check. 

Jonathan looked around for his companions. Stew looked like he had once again slept through the whole ordeal. However, several pouches on his back were emptied of their contents. Saikhi and Talitha, on the other hand, were nowhere to be found. The only things that remained of Saikhi’s were her club and some shredded fabric from her dress. Meanwhile, Talitha seemed to have disappeared entirely without a trace, if you don’t count the number of blue bodies with deep hatchet wounds that led outside of the cave. What were those blue creatures anyway?

Jonathan pulled himself to his feet and inspected one of them closely. It was short, stocky, had long pointed ears, small fangs, and a button nose. Jonathan thought that it was most likely a goblin. If it was, they were not as ugly as he expected. One could almost mistake them for tiny savage looking elves. 

‘Faen, got to remember they are called faen here.’ Jonathan thought between pulsating head pains. No matter, he needed to find Talitha and Saikhi. If only he knew where to start. The trail of goblin bodies he had hoped to follow to Talitha’s location ended a few feet from the cave. Either she had been captured, or she had run out of goblins to slay.

“Desperate times call for desperate measures,” Jonathan said to himself as he opened his guidebook; the little blue fairy materialised on its pages.

“Wow, you look like crap.” Lily appeared legitimately worried. 

“Thanks...” As if Jonathan’s pain wasn’t enough.

“Looks like you had one hell of a party last night. Oh, wait, are those goblins?” Lily surveyed the surrounding scene.

“Yeah, I think so. Got ambushed by the little bastards last night. I think they took Talitha and Saikhi.”

“I kept telling them! This is what you get when you introduce a new species into an untested ecosystem. But nooo, ‘You’re just a guide Lily, You should leave the designing to the designers, Lily’.” She spat.

“Wait, designers? Are there designers? No, never mind, not important.” Jonathan would get to the bottom of that later; Lily only had a limited time. “What do you know about goblins? How do I find them?”

“Well, goblins were added to Adearath about 200 years ago. Honestly, their whole concept started as a joke. A guy… let’s just call him: Jim from accounting, got rather drunk one day and pitched the whole ‘adding horny small creatures that would try to fuck anything’ idea to the rest of the staff. Unfortunately for Adearath, the rest of the staff were also pretty drunk. They thought it would be funny. A few changes later, and voila, goblins everywhere. Needless to say, after that, alcohol consumption was banned on the premises.” Lily seemed especially annoyed at that last part. 

“There are so many things that you just said that disturb me on an existential level.”

“Best try not to think about it too hard,” Lily advised. “As far as finding them goes, your guess is as good as mine. You know, if you had just picked to play as a female, they would be coming to find you.”

Jonathan was happy that he didn’t.

“Luckily for you, goblins keep prisoners.” Lily smiled, “So your friends are almost certainly alive.” 

That was a relief. Saikhi had mentioned that goblins didn’t eat their prisoners, but it was good to have that information confirmed by Lily. The unfortunate part is that, if your friends have been captured, they are most likely being pumped full of goblin cum. Like fantasy hentai levels of the stuff. But that’s probably not a downside for your perverted mind now, is it?” Lily shuddered. Jonathan found that both offensive and accurate.

“Do they have any weaknesses?” This was all interesting, but Jonathan needed something practical.

“Well, they are matriarchal. You seem to have a way with women. I am sure you will work something out.” Lily said mockingly. “But in all seriousness, if you were able to capture their queen, getting your friends back would be easy. There isn’t much that male goblins wouldn’t do to protect their females. It would be way easier than trying to cut your way through them all.”

“Oh, and I am guessing they will just let me walk up and take her then?” Jonathan said sarcastically. In theory, it made sense to try to capture their queen, but in practice, it seemed nearly impossible; there was no way they would leave their queen unprotected.

“You can always use yourself as bait. Goblin males are not the only rape-y ones. Lily shrugged. “As I said, I am sure you will work something-”

And she was gone. At least Lily had provided a bit of helpful information this time around, which is more than can be said about some of Jonathan’s other interactions with the fairy. Using himself as bait wasn’t the worst idea, but it was risky. Then there was still the problem of actually finding the goblin’s lair.

“Who was that little blue lady?” Talitha’s voice came from right behind Jonathan, almost shocking him into a catatonic state.

“Oh my god, Tali, you almost gave me a heart attack.” Jonathan grasped his chest. After the initial shock wore off, Jonathan felt a great sense of relief. The goblins hadn’t taken Talitha. He wasn’t in this alone.

“I’m sorry, Daddy. I didn’t mean to frighten you.” Talitha apologised. She was covered in dirt and what was most likely goblin blood. “I think I saw you talking to her the day we met.”

“Uh, yeah, you could say that she is like a sort of... spirit.” Jonathan wasn’t sure how he was going to explain Lily’s existence. Oh, hey, here is my tutorial fairy that brought me here from another world. What is a tutorial? Well, it is a thing that helps you learn a computer game. What’s a computer? Well, it’s this little box that does things. Jonathan was not looking forward to this. It was going to be confusing for both of them.

“A spirit of the forest?” Talitha asked excitedly. “I have never seen one in person before! My former chieftain talked to forest spirits all the time!. I can only imagine the wisdom that you learn from her!”

Jonathan couldn’t stop himself from laughing out loud. Lily was about as wise as she was tall.

“Daddy?” Talitha looked confused.

“Sorry, I promise I will tell you about the spirit later.” That was a problem for Jonathan to deal with later. “Do you know where Saikhi is?” He held out hope that she was fine and the situation had resolved itself.

“Captured by the goblins.” Jonathan’s hopes were dashed. “I did my best to save her, but the goblins that tried to carry you away went crazy and attempted to violate me. By the time I’d dealt with them, Saikhi was gone.” Talitha’s face looked sullen.

“It’s not your fault.” Jonathan tried his best to reassure her. “You did the best you could have given the situation... If only we knew where they took her.”

“We do.” Talitha stated. “I found their lair about half a mile down the gorge. There are a lot of them. More than I think we can handle.”

“I think I might have a plan.”


40: Negotiation

Maybe this was a bad idea. Jonathan stood unarmed in front of the entrance to the goblin’s lair. His armour, weapons, and valuables were safely stashed away with Stew. Jonathan had entrusted Talitha with the job of taking the cren and what was left of their supplies back the way they had come from, towards the trading post. Hopefully, she had gotten far enough away that the goblins could no longer track her. Whilst this left Jonathan alone and vulnerable, it was worth it to guarantee Talitha’s immediate safety. When they had parted, Jonathan did his best to say something cool, “If you don’t hear from me in two days, go on without me.”, but instead he blurted out," If you don’t hear from me in two days, go on and save me”. He wasn’t that cool. If this plan went south, he wanted to be recused, damn it!

It didn’t take long for the sentries standing outside the goblins’ lair to notice the easy mark in front of them. The two rough, blue figures approached Jonathan, clubs drawn. They did their best to appear intimidating, despite their stumpy bodies.

“Take me to your leader!” Jonathan requested loudly. He didn’t expect it to work; he just always wanted to say that.

The two goblins stopped, looked at each other for a moment, and then looked back at Jonathan. ‘Wait, did they understand me?’ He thought that goblins didn’t understand language. 

That raised another question… what language were they speaking anyway? Everyone Jonathan had come up to had spoken English, just like him. He just took it for granted. This was a whole different world; there was no way that they all happened to speak English. It was probably due to some crazy bullshit that Lily would make fun of Jonathan for asking about.

“Lead… er?” the goblin on the right grunted. They didn’t just understand, they talked!

“Uh. You know, leader, chieftain, the big cheese, your queen?” Jonathan tried to elaborate.

“Why, we take you, queen?” The left one growled. It didn’t seem like he was affable to the idea.

This was going way differently than what Jonathan had expected; he definitely thought he would be unconscious by now. Conversing with the goblins was not an option he had even considered. He had to think up something fast.

“Because I want to, um… surrender to her!” He began to develop his lie. “Yeah, I am the uh, emperor of the humans. We heard of your tribe’s power, and we just had to surrender before they kill us all.” Jonathan nodded. “Yu,p that’s it, we don’t stand a chance.”

The two goblins raised an eyebrow. It looked like they weren’t quite sold on Jonathan’s words, but perhaps if he just went a little further. 

“As a tribute, we would like to offer your tribe all the women they could ever want. More than you could fuck in a lifetime!” He went all in. The two goblins grinned wickedly.

“We take you.” The right one said. “No trick us, else bad.” He moved up to Jonathan and patted down his clothes, searching for concealed weapons. Fortunately, at no point during the search did the goblin touch Jonathan’s bare skin. He wouldn’t need to deal with a highly horny goblin. Well, he wouldn’t have to deal with a goblin that was any hornier than usual.

The pair made Jonathan walk in front of them, occasionally jabbing him with their clubs. He couldn’t believe that this was working; it was probably due to the goblins being more frisky than they were smart. Jonathan was all too aware of the negative correlation between someone’s intellect and their desire to fuck. As the sex drive rose, intelligence plummeted.

Jonathan accidentally whacked his head as he tried to crouch through the first doorway inside the goblins’ lair. The fine stonework passageways were much too small for his size. It was odd, the goblin architecture fit much closer with his preconceived ideas of fantasy dwarves than it did with goblins. The place may have even been considered comfortable if it hadn’t been so cramped for him to move around in. Swaths of goblins looked on as Jonathan walked through the various sleeping quarters, common rooms and halls. In one room, he noticed a long line of goblins waiting to enter a single door. He could have sworn he heard Saikhi’s voice coming from within. If it was, Lily was undoubtedly right; they wasted no time in using Saikhi as a cum dump. But who knows, maybe they were waiting to use the restroom.

Jonathan was led through one final door into a large chamber. Much larger than the others he had seen throughout the lair. It was covered in a cacophony of fine linen, large pillows and other soft things. Not a single inch of stone flooring could be seen. In the centre of the chamber, a small naked figure sat on a round bed. A thin purple veil covered the lower half of her smooth, blue face. Her body was round and curvy, the splitting image of a short fertility goddess. Her round green eyes exuded sensuality. She was hot, thank god she was hot.

“Human king, want to surrender?” one of the goblins grunted.

“Thank you. Leave us.” The sultry voice of the goblin queen commanded. The two goblins hesitated and rightly so, Jonathan thought. Leaving your queen with a stranger was not the most brilliant move, but you never interrupt the enemy when they are making a mistake. The two goblins left and closed the door to the queen’s chamber on the way out.

“You are not a king. You are a magic man.” The queen pointed to the glowing light of Jonathan’s sorcerer mark seeping out from beneath his shirt. Well, that ploy didn’t last very long. Jonathan noticed that the queen’s speech was much more refined than that of her male subordinates. She could even speak in complete sentences.

“Ah, you got me,” Jonathan admitted.

“I could use a magic man.” The queen pondered. “Why have you come here? I know. The red girl is yours, yes?” Well, that was going to save some time explaining it. Perhaps Jonathan could make a deal with her.

“Yes, her name is Saikhi, and she is bound to me,” Jonathan explained. “I have come to bargain for her release.”

“You killed many of my tribe.” The queen rebuked sternly.

“Oh, that wasn’t me.” That was technically correct. Talitha was the one who did all the killing. “Besides, you raided us first.”

“True.” The queen admitted. She got up from her bed and removed her veil. Her small fangs poked out of her mouth and brushed up against her lips. Her body jiggled hypnotically as she walked closer to Jonathan. She looked him up and down, inspecting his body for faults. Her head was barely above waist height.

“We can make a deal.” The queen continued. “We let her go after all of the tribe has seeded her. As queen, I must be fair.” The queen looked at Jonathan’s clearly enlarging bulge. “In return. You fill me with a magic seed. Make me magic like you.”

How the hell was he supposed to do that? The whole ‘making her a sorcerer thing, that is, Jonathan had plenty of ideas how to fill the goblin queen up with his seed. It didn’t matter, though; this was all going to plan better than expected. He could fuck her, make her pass out, tie her up, and worry about the finer points later.

“I accept!” Jonathan said. Saikhi would have to endure the goblins a bit longer, but it looked like she was going to get out of here.

The goblin queen wasted no time in yanking down Jonathan’s pants. She opened her mouth and took the entire length of Jonathan down her throat, no gag reflex in sight. Her eyes widened as she felt power and pleasure flow through her body. Mercilessly and repeatedly, the goblin queen swallowed down Jonathan’s cock. She made several loud slurps as she came up for air.

“More!” She yelled as she pushed Jonathan up against the door. She was surprisingly strong for her size. The goblin queen showed her mastery by holding Jonathan’s entire length down her throat for almost two minutes. Her tongue reaches out and tastes Jonathan’s balls. “More!” She yelled as she came up for air once again. Jonathan could see the queen’s pussy growing increasingly wetter.

Jonathan picked up the queen and held her as he guided his cock inside of her. The sensation of squeezing overcame Jonathan as he almost came on the spot. The queen’s small pussy was tight, yet easy to enter. He started to move the queen up and down his length. She was surprisingly effortless to move, lighter than her body would have otherwise led Jonathan to believe. With a few more pumps, Jonathan unloaded into her. The goblin queen let out a moan as she felt his warmth fill her up. 

“Mor-” the goblin queen started to say before passing out on top of Jonathan’s dick.

“Worked like a charm.” Jonathan smiled.

“More!” The queen regained consciousness and started to grind against Jonathan's manhood.

“Fuck…” Jonathan grunted, his member still sensitive. He hoped for at least a few minutes of unconsciousness, enough time to tie up the goblin queen. Nope, the little whore was right back to it. Jonathan swallowed. A smooth black pill, formerly hidden in the side of his mouth, rolled down his throat. 'Time for plan B.'

Jonathan carried the queen over to her bed. He pinned her there and continued plunging into her. His cock barely fit its length inside. The queen wrapped her legs around Jonathan, as her ass lifted off of the bed enthusiastically.

“Fill me up again, magic man,” the queen cooed as her body quaked.

A few minutes later, Jonathan obliged her request, filling the goblin queen’s royal pussy with his seed once again. The queen passed out a second time.

“More!” She yelled. Not even two minutes later. Jonathan had only managed to start gathering the fabrics in which to bind her. It was a good thing that Jonathan had come prepared; he had another four pills hidden away in his mouth. After swallowing another, he grabbed the queen and pushed her onto all fours, taking her from behind. He reached down and fondled the queen’s breasts as he continued his assault. This was going to be a battle of attrition.


41: Another

She was absolutely insatiable. It took all five of Jonathan’s pills to properly fuck the goblin queen into submission, and even then, it seemed that it was her exhaustion that had dealt the final blow, rather than Jonathan’s power. Each time he thought the little blue girl had passed out, she would just jump back up a moment later, shout “More!” and then proceed to extract another load from his cock. It seemed, for the most part at least, that his abilities still worked on the queen, just not for very long. Goblin women were intense.

The deal that the queen had suggested for Saikhi’s freedom seemed reasonable; unfortunately for her, Jonathan could barely understand his own powers, let alone turn the goblin queen into a sorcerer. So instead, he opted to capture the queen. Jonathan bound her hands and legs with some of the fabric that lined the floor of her chamber. And with that, he now had himself a bargaining chip. Checkmate. Except that really, he didn’t. He had no weapon or way of protecting himself. If he walked out of this chamber with the queen, the goblins would take a total of ten seconds to bonk him on the head and take her back.

Jonathan searched the queen’s chambers for a weapon—something sharp or at least something heavy. After pawing through a substantial amount of long cylindrical objects scattered around the place, he found something stashed under the queen’s mattress. A sharp black stone dagger with a dark wooden hilt. It would do. A few deep breaths later, and he was ready to get out of here. 

“Hey goblins, the queen needs you!” Jonathan called out to the goblins guarding the entrance to the queen’s chambers.

The two guards burst through the door, clubs at the ready. They saw Jonathan, dagger in hand. They also saw their queen tied up and unconscious in his arms.

“Let go, queen!” The one on the right shouted as they approached.

“Ah, not one step further or the queen gets it.” Jonathan lied as he pressed the dagger against the goblin queen’s bare skin. He didn’t really have the stomach for killing, especially not killing someone like this. He hoped the goblins didn’t call his bluff.

The goblins stopped.

“Good, now put down your weapons,” Jonathan demanded. The goblins complied. “I am going to make this easy for you. You are going to bring me Saikhi, the red woman that you have captured '' He didn’t know if the goblins knew the word ‘ashborn’. “Then you are going to let us both walk out of here. If you do, no harm will come to you or your queen, and we can all put this horrible situation behind us.” Jonathan surprised himself with his composure, but he felt the adrenaline start to pump.

The goblins wordlessly nodded, spite and fear in their beady eyes. One of them ran off down the hallway whilst the other remained and watched. A few minutes later, he returned with another much larger goblin, this one with a milky white eye. Oh yeah, he was definitely the one in charge now.

“Make, deal.” The goblin said in a guttural tone. “Here, red.” Jonathan looked expectantly to see Saikhi. Instead, he saw some other random girl; was that red paint? 

“What? Who’s that?” The girl had pointed ears and a lean, small figure. A faen.

“Uh…” The lead goblin stammered. “Red, girl?” The goblin raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

“No, I don’t want her. I want Saikhi! The one you just captured.” Jonathan was uncertain if they were trying to trick him or were just that stupid.

“If it isn’t too much trouble, could you save me too?” The unknown faen piped up. “I would very much like to get out of here.”

‘Fuck.’

“Alright. Because you tried to trick me: I want Saikhi and this girl.” Jonathan demanded. “I have altered the deal, pray I do not alter it further!”

The faen girl smiled and let out a small chuckle. There was something odd about her that Jonathan couldn’t quite put his finger on.

“Urgh, fine!” The lead goblin grunted. “Told others, trick no work,” he muttered as he left. A few minutes later, Saikhi was in the chamber with them. Covered in what Jonathan could only assume was cum. She wabbled down to her knees; they had been working her quite hard, and she looked spent.

“Saikhi, are you ok?” Jonathan called out.

“Master… I got… so many notes! So many new findings… Must write them down.” She said breathlessly. She displayed the faintest smile on her face as she said those words. At least she seemed ok.

“Now, give, queen!” The milky-eyed goblin shouted.

“Not so fast. You will get your queen once we are safely out of this place.” Jonathan couldn’t help but feel the rush of the whole situation getting to him. His heart began to race. “Back away and let us pass.”

The goblins obeyed, not a single one tried to get in the way of the trio as they made their way out of the lair. Their faces displayed more concern than anger. It was a good thing that they highly value their females. It made Jonathan’s almost idiotic plan have merit. It didn’t take long for Jonathan’s group to get back to the entrance, but by the time they got there, there were no fewer than fifty goblins following.

“Alright. Now I am going to let down the queen. But, if you make any sudden moves, or try to follow us, I’ll… use my magic to make her disappear. Kablamo!” Jonathan made an explosion sound with his mouth. He hoped that the goblins would be dumb enough to buy it or cautious enough not to risk any harm coming to the queen.

“Human, leave.” The milky-eyed goblin nodded. “No hurt, queen.”

Jonathan placed the queen down and slowly backed away, keeping his eyes on the goblin horde in front of him. After he felt like he was safely out of rock-to-the-head distance, he turned tail and ran with Saikhi and the red-painted faen girl.

“Thanks for helping me out back there. I felt like I was losing my mind in that place. Smooth moves, Darth.” The faen girl grinned as she pulled out in front of Jonathan. She was surprisingly fast. 

‘Wait, what did she call me?’ Jonathan pondered. This was the first time he had seen her from behind. It then became very apparent to him why he had felt something was off about her. Right above her waist was a purple, glowing bulbous tattoo. She was a bloody sorcerer.


42: Loyalty

Garth looked on with terror as the Emperor Tarthis’ retinue entered the desolate remains of Sidim. Over a thousand highly decorated warriors, all veterans of the Imperial conquests of Adearath, trailed the golden war carriage. The ground shook with each synchronous step the army took. Garth’s men stood at attention, ready to receive the Emperor. It was customary for the lead commander to offer tribute when an Emperor or one of his officials visited a conquered land. Garth was thankful to the goddess that wasn’t him. Instead, Zigarete would have the ‘honour’ of serving up tribute: the three naked and bound cult leaders who had allowed the sorcerer’s escape. A collar and lead firmly clasped around each leader’s neck. Zigarete smugly held onto each of them in one hand.

Each of the naked bodies was a sight to behold; they glistened in the mid-afternoon sun. Unfortunately, for Garth and his men, those beautiful bodies had been left unviolated. Zigarete had been adamant about them remaining unspoiled for the Emperor’s judgement. They would have to be satisfied with the dozens of other female cultists that they had taken prisoner. Which, for the most part, they were. Garth was beginning to feel a bit exhausted; in fact, there was a lot of pussy to go around. However, something about the cultist leaders' forbidden nature made them all the more desirable.

The Emperor’s carriage came to a stop several meters away from Zigarete. Two of the Emperor’s retinue pulled open the carriage’s golden doors, whilst a third placed a small staircase at the opening. Emperor Tarthis stepped out in full battle regalia, and a faint black mist flowed out like a cape from his chest plate as he walked towards the Grand Inquisitor. The Emperor’s hand rested on the hilt of his sword. It had been a long time since Garth had seen the Emperor like this. Fear swelled inside of him; if the tribute were not sufficient to the Emperor’s liking, someone would be dying today. 

"For the Empire, for the Emperor," they all shouted in unison.

“Inquisitor, I have received your report. I take it these three are the tribute?” The Emperor said curtly.

“Yes your Majesty.” Zigarete bent down on one knee, offering up the three leads to the Emperor. The Emperor took them and handed them to one of his retinue. The three women were silently led into the Emperor’s carriage.

“I will deal with those three later.” The Emperor continued. “I believe the last we spoke, I said if you couldn't do your job, I would find someone who could.” 

“Your Majesty, I-”

“Silence.” The Emperor interrupted. “I have decided to give you all the resources you need to catch this sorcerer.”

Garth tried to hide his surprise from the sidelines; mercy was not something often shown by his liege.

“If you need manpower, I will give you manpower; if you need weapons, I will give you weapons; if you need another goddess-damned magical relic, I will get you something way more powerful than the Spear of Narcese. I will not be having another Dread Sorcerer in my empire. Do you understand me? Look at me!” The Emperor gazed directly into Zigarete’s eyes. “Do you understand? There will not be another chance for you.”

Zigarete peered up at the Emperor, and she meekly nodded. “Yes… Yes, your Majesty.”

Garth couldn’t help but feel smug at the self-righteous inquisitor being put in her place, even if his own head was on the chopping block too.

“Do not disappoint me again.” The Emperor’s smooth voice took an even more sinister tone. “Now, show your Emperor how grateful you are for a second chance.” The Emperor loosened his grieves and pulled out his royal cock. He looked down expectantly at the kneeling inquisitor.

Without hesitation, Zigarete parted her lips and swallowed the Emperor's cock in full view of Garth's men and the Emperor's retinue. Her technique was mechanical, lacking the practised smoothness of a seasoned whore, but there was something captivating about watching the proud Grand Inquisitor debase herself. What surprised Garth most was the speed. She'd gone from kneeling to sucking royal cock without a moment's pause. Self-preservation was a hell of a motivator.

Despite her inexperience, the display had its appeal. Zigarete worked her mouth up and down Tarthis's shaft. The slick smacking of her lips mixed with the occasional gag when she pushed too deep. Garth felt his cock stirring in his breeches, hardening as he watched the ice-cold inquisitor service their Emperor like a common pleasure slave.

This was definitely going in his spank bank. Next time Zigarete chewed him out for not following her orders to the letter, he'd have this memory to fall back on—the great Zigarete Silverspear on her knees with the Emperor's dick stuffed down her throat.

The Emperor made certain that regaining his gratitude was not a simple task; years of constant fucking had left him with potent control over his ability to cum. It took Zigarete an hour of tirelessly working the Emperor’s shaft before he unloaded his sticky liquid into her mouth. Zigarete diligently swallowed every last drop, being careful not to let a single drop spill to the ground, lest she be further punished. After the deed was done, she opened her mouth and showed the Emperor the evidence of her loyalty.

“You are dismissed.” The Emperor fastened his grieves and returned to his carriage. It took quite some time before Zigarete found the strength to stand, but when she did, Garth saw in her eyes a renewed sense of determination. Determination and rage.


43: Sorcerer

“Painsley? Your name is Painsley, not Ainsley?” Jonathan did his best to hold back his laughter. And here he thought his name was bad. It hadn’t taken Talitha long to rejoin the group, Stew, and the remaining supplies in tow. Talitha was standing guard, watching for any signs of trailing goblins, whilst Saikhi slept off her exhaustion, using Stew as a pillow. Jonathan had yet to survey exactly what supplies he had remaining, but he had a more pressing matter to attend to: working out who this faen sorcerer was. 

“Yeah, I know. Funnily enough, I can’t actually say that word anymore.” Painsley sighed as she removed a flake of dried red paint from her arm. She was small, about a head and a half shorter than Jonathan, with short ginger hair and fair, freckled skin.

“What word?” Jonathan asked curiously.

“My name, Ain-” the faen stopped. “See. Can’t do it. Every time I try, something catches my tongue and I can’t say my real name anymore.”

“Holy shit, me too. Look! Jonn-” Jonathan choked. “See!” He paused for a moment, using the entirety of his brain power to realise the implications of what Painsley had just said. “You are from Ear—” Jonathan choked again, he had never tried to say earth before now, but it seemed to have the same effect as trying to say his name.

“See, can’t say that word either. But yes! I am. Fucking Isekguy.” She complained.

“Fucking Isekguy.” Jonathan agreed.

“Now it looks like we are both stuck with a crappy name. I am not sure which one is worse.” Painsley giggled as she pulled at the clothes Jonathan had given her. They were way too big for her, but they were better than nothing. “So what ability did you pick during character creation?”

“Uh, well.” Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. It might not have been the best idea to tell her, but fuck it. “Arousal control.”

“Oh damn, no wonder you got two hot sluts following you.” Painsley giggled again. This struck a bit of a nerve with Jonathan.

“Hey, they are not sluts.” Jonathan asserted.

“Well, I don’t know about the strong lady, but the way I heard that red chick enjoying herself, I would beg to differ.” Painsley pointed over to the sleeping ashborn. The fact that she had begun to grab her own breasts sleepily did not do much to help Jonathan’s case.

“Actually, that might be my fault. The more they have sex with me, the more they seem to like it, no matter who it is with.” Jonathan should probably work that problem out sooner rather than later. Talitha had seemed way too eager to take the merchant Aldo’s cock, and Saikhi had been too keen to let goblins poke around inside of her for ‘research’. Whilst Jonathan found both of those things extremely hot, the long-term effects of his corruption may prove to be problematic if he doesn’t do something about it.

“Tough break. I am sure you are really cut up about it.” Painsley said flippantly. “Just don’t go trying to get inside of me.” Painsley slapped her hips. “These holes are reserved for monster cock only.” 

“Excuse me?” Jonathan’s eyes widened in disbelief. Did he hear that right?

“I chose the monster tamer ability at character creation. Any beast that has sex with me will be under my control for several days.” 

“You mean, you were controlling those goblins the whole time?” If that were true, Jonathan would have a problem.

“No.” Painsley pouted. “I was testing to see if my power worked on less intelligent humanoid species. There appears to be a threshold that I haven’t been able to work out. I took so much goblin cock for nothing.” She sighed. At least Jonathan didn’t have to worry about accidentally corrupting this girl; she was already there.

“Oh, that reminds me.” Jonathan rummaged around his clothes and retrieved his guidebook. “Did you get one of these?”

“Oh, the ‘live without fear’ thing?” Painsley nodded. “Sure did! The guide, Lily, was a complete bitch, though, so up herself. She kept calling me flat-chested, so I threw that thing into a river.” Jonathan had never heard something so irresponsible and yet so completely understandable at the same time.

“Yeah, Lily sucks,” Jonathan replied before getting lost in thought. Perhaps that was the reason Lily would disappear so suddenly. Was she trying to help multiple sorcerers? Yet another question to add to the long list of things ‘Lily may or may not be actually helpful in answering’. There was an awkward silence as Jonathan sorted through his thoughts.

“Thanks for saving me. Seriously. I know you didn’t have to help me. Who knows how long I would have been stuck there had you not arrived when you did.” Painsley’s flippant tone sobered.

“Don’t mention it, apparently saving people is what I do now.” Jonathan was starting to make it a habit. Painsley stretched her small body as she yawned. She looked exhausted. It was getting close to the change of watch anyway; Talitha would also want to get some sleep.

“You know what? I think I will follow your little harem for a while. We hunted sorcerers. Best stay together. Who knows, play your cards right and I might let you have a taste.” Painsley giggled yet again. This girl was a laugh track. She found an empty bedroll that had been put aside for her and crawled in. A moment later, she was loudly snoring.

Jonathan didn’t know what to make of Painsley, but he couldn’t help but feel offset by her. There was something strange about speaking with someone who had come from Earth in this new world. A sense of familiarity, yes, but having been immersed in this world, the interactions began to stray down the path of the uncanny valley. The fact that she threw away her guidebook made Jonathan concerned that the girl was unstable, but it was also endearing. She was right about one thing, though. There was safety in numbers.


44: Sentinels

Talitha watched as the small woman in front of her pushed ahead, seemingly without a care. Her chieftain’s new acquisition was certainly odd. She was barely taller than a child and looked like a powerful gust of wind could pick her up and blow her out of the gorge and across the Burning Sea. Despite her size, she was exceedingly loud, especially for a faen, and even more so when she ate. Opting not to chew with her mouth closed was painful to Talitha’s finely attuned ears. But the thing that worried Talitha most was not Painsley’s attitude. She could get used to that. It wasn’t even that her chieftain would now have less time for her; the protector of the forest must have many fertile women to increase the tribe’s numbers.

The thing that worried Talitha was the bulbous glowing tattoo that sat above her Painsley’s waist, had the forest chosen this girl also? Was it so flippantly handing out power these days? No, whilst similar, the mark on Painsley was different. Talitha’s acute heldran eyes recognised the intricate ways in which the pattern of her chieftain’s mark weaved. Jonn’s patterns were the same as her former chieftain's… Painsley's were not. She was not the chosen protector. However, she grew unsure of herself, with every step they took away from the forest, the voice of its wisdom grew dimmer. Ultimately, time would tell if Painsley would be a useful addition to her tribe.

Traders-end Highway had been living up to its dangerous reputation. Low light, unsteady ground, falling rocks, hand, and horny goblins. Talitha was on high alert. She would not let her chieftain endanger himself like he had done with the goblin queen, brave as he may be. So Talitha insisted that each day, she would go forth and quietly scout ahead for danger. Her chieftain agreed that it was a good idea and then immediately insisted that someone else accompany her each day. “It’s probably bad to split the party, but it is even worse to send someone else off alone,” her chieftain had said. Although what this had to do with festivities was beyond Talitha. Not being alone was a fine enough idea in case they ran across anything dangerous. The days in which she scouted with Saikhi or Jonn had been fine, but today she found herself scouting with Painsley. The girl insisted on leading the way. After some arguing, Talitha agreed, as long as she stayed quiet.

“Holy shit balls!” Painsley exclaimed as she pointed down the highway.

“Quiet,” Talitha whispered. This was going great.

“Holy shit balls,” Painsley whispered, still pointing down the highway. “Do you see that?” Something large lumbered in the distance—a stony form shifting from one side of the gorge to the other. Talitha pulled the loud one down behind a nearby rock. She did indeed see that. “What was that? Painsley asked, a twinkle in her eye. “It looked… strong,” she bit her lower lip.

“Quite,” Talitha whispered again, placing her hand over Painsley’s mouth. Whatever was up ahead, it surely meant trouble. Painsley nodded her head. Talitha removed her hand from the girl's mouth. Hopefully, she had gotten the point.

“Behind you!” Painsley's eyes widened as she pointed down the path they had just come from. In one swift motion, Talitha retrieved her hatchet and spun to face whatever potential threat awaited them. She scanned the area behind her. There was nothing there. She scanned for a few moments longer before she turned back around. When she did, Painsley was gone from behind her. Instead of being safely behind the rock, the faen was sprinting towards the lumbering form in the distance.

“Oh, for forest’s sake,” she cursed before chasing after her. This was going to be a disaster. Fortunately, Talitha was much faster than Painsley, and it would take only a minute or so to catch up with her. Painsley’s shorter body did not do her any favours in the speed department. Almost there.

Talitha felt the ground shift below her. The top layer of soil and rock gave way, revealing a hidden pit below her. A trap. She used the little leverage she had to push off the edge of the pit and to the safety of the ground above, landing on her feet like a true heldra. She was relieved she had avoided certain peril. Well, she would have been relieved had the ‘safe’ ground she found herself on not also shifted below her. There was no avoiding this one.

“I told ya, always dig two pits.” Talitha heard a gruff voice say as she regained consciousness. “It’s insurance!” Talitha looked around. She found herself in a dimly lit, damp room. Wooden walls gave way in places to rough cave walls. A gang of a dozen men sat on a variety of haphazardly placed furniture nearby. They were dressed surprisingly well considering their surroundings. Each of them was armed with a sword at their side.

“Oh, she’s awake.” Another one of the men laughed. This one, Talitha, reached for her weapon, but it was gone, as were her clothes. “Looking for this?” The man proceeded to dangle Talitha’s hatchet before placing it down on a nearby bench. “I am terribly sorry for the inconvenience, Miss, but your weapon and your clothing have already been donated to the Sentinels.”

“Long may we stand!” They all shouted in unison. Talitha tried to pick herself up off the floor, but the bindings on her hands and legs made the task impossible.

“Ah, yes, sorry about that too Miss.” The man continued. “Couldn’t have you running off and telling the Empire about us now, could we? We Sentinels have to stay secret these days, don’t you know, guilds being outlawed and all.” Talitha studied the room, looking for some way to escape her predicament. The distinct smell of alcohol wafted in the air.

“Uh, boss, ya sure she can understand? She looks like a forestfolk.” The gruff-voiced man chimed in.

“Of course she can!” the boss looked at Talitha. “Uh… you can understand me, right?”

“Let me go,” Talitha replied coldly. Perhaps she could buy some time by talking to them.

“She speaks!” The boss laughed. “There is no need to fear, Miss. We don’t wish to cause you harm. We are not common bandits after all. However, the donation you provided was rather small compared to the donations we generally receive. Don’t worry, there is a way we can all be squared up, and after a few months, you can be on your way.” Talitha could feel the men's eyes leering towards her. “You see Miss, it has been many weeks since my men have seen a woman, let alone a woman as beautiful as yourself. Sentinels do not let a good opportunity for merriment pass them by!”

“Long may we fuck!” They all shouted in unison. Talitha prepared herself for what was to come. Since Painsley was nowhere to be seen, she hoped that she had escaped capture; either way, by now, her chieftain would surely be looking for her. She just needed to keep these guys occupied. The boss picked up Talitha and laid her down on one of the wooden benches in the middle of the room, woefully not the same one as her hatchet was on. Before long, the men stood encircling Talitha, two ranks deep. Their pants were long gone, and their cocks were in various states of readiness.

“Enjoy Miss.” The boss said as he slid his cock against Talitha’s opening. To Talitha’s surprise, she found her body reacting to the stimulation. She couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation and amusement. It wasn’t long ago that Talitha thought of herself as relatively inexperienced in the ways of pleasure. Having only entertained her chieftain’s cock inside of her holes. Now it seemed like every week she had to endure another man’s cock. Hands began to grasp Talitha’s curves, the other Sentinels’ rods prodded and slapped against her bare skin. She opened up as the boss slid effortlessly inside of her.

“Didn’t expect you to be so accommodating.” He said to her as he began his rhythm. Talitha couldn’t help but think that it wasn’t unpleasant. His cock was a decent enough size, probably bigger than her chieftain’s. Its pressure didn’t make her wild with desire like her chieftain’s did, but it was nevertheless pleasant. Talitha tried to snap out of that line of thinking. What was she going on about? These men were taking advantage of her and needed to be punished. She started to struggle against her bindings.

“My chiefta—” Talitha began to speak, but was immediately cut off by the gruff-voiced man’s member entering her mouth. A hand on the back of her head pushed her down its entire length. It slid down her throat and was held there as the man thrusted. It felt like an age before Talitha was let back up for air. She took a deep breath before another man on her other side forced his cock down her throat, the two men taking turns to enjoy Talitha’s mouth. 

It didn’t take long before the rest of Talitha’s body was being enjoyed by her captors. The binds on Talitha’s hands had been removed, and each of them had been put to work stroking the awaiting men. One of the smaller Sentinels had climbed on top of Talitha and had put her breasts to work, wrapping them around his cock. Talitha was beginning to feel overwhelmed; she couldn’t keep track of who was where and what each part of her body was doing. All she could tell was that she was being touched and pleasured from every conceivable angle. All the while, the men were calling her ‘Miss.’ and telling her what a good job she was doing and pleasing all of them at once. She had to admit that she was a little impressed that she was able to handle so many at once. Pissed off, but impressed.

The cock in Talitha’s pussy had long since switched out when Talitha began to feel waves of warmth flow up her spine. She curled her toes as she let out a muffled moan on the member in her mouth. She did her best to regain some semblance of control for a few minutes, and several men later, she experienced the same feeling again. It was like her body was on fire. From that point on, she could no longer hold back her noises, much to the Sentinels’ delight. It must have been an hour before Talitha realised something was particularly strange. Not that being filled by a dozen men wasn't strange. None of the men had actually unloaded their seed yet. Every time one looked like they were about to pop, they would fall back, and another would take their place. Replacing tired soldiers like a military force would. The reason for such a practice soon became apparent to Talitha.

“Well, men, good work. Time for the final volley.” The boss commanded, and each of the dozen men stepped back from Talitha, forming a single circle around her. Each of them stroked their cocks towards Talitha’s exhausted figure. “Fire!” With a single command, each of the men began to come. Hot strands of seed began to plaster Talitha from head to toe. No part of her was spared. Talitha lay there, dripping. “Thank you most kindly, Miss!” The boss continued as he picked up the nearby bindings they had removed. “Your body is most excellent, and we are going to have a lot of fun, don’t you worry.” The ground began to rumble beneath them.

The door to the room smashed open as a large stone-skinned beast burst into the room, its muscular body easily turning the flimsy wooden door that stood in its way to splinters. On top of the beast, riding on its back, was a small, loud, faen.

“Knock, knock, motherfuckers!”


45: Beast

Painsley fled from the overbearing Talitha. She wasn’t much for being babysat, especially by a mere NPC of this world. Surely, a computer program did not demand her respect, nor was it worth taking the time to get to know one. The only person she had met in this world that she considered worth the time was Jonn Nightmare. He was a “Player Character” just like her, so he was worth the effort. Painsley couldn’t help but be impressed by the little harem he had been putting together, and she thought that it would probably be best for her to follow in his footsteps. But whilst Painsley had indeed found both men and women attractive in the past, since coming to this world, she had discovered a new proclivity: fucking beasts. Her power allowed her to indulge in that proclivity without the worry of being harmed, well, at least without the fear of being harmed too much. She was enjoying herself a little too much. Inhibitions had been thrown to the wind.

That is why she found herself running straight towards a dangerous-looking beast with stony skin, which was easily four times her size. It had the frame of a bear with facial features that reminded her of a wolf. To anyone else, such a form would instil a sense of fear or dread. But all Painsley could think of was how beautiful it looked and how it would feel mounting her. The rest of the world melted away until it was only her and the beast. She didn’t even notice when Talitha, who had been chasing after her, fell into a pit. 

As she approached the beast, her desires continued to bubble up inside of her. She slid out of the oversized clothes that Jonn had provided for her. Leaving each subsequent piece in a line on the ground as she got closer. The beast was now in full sight, and it was as magnificent as she imagined. She tried to get a glimpse of its rod, but it was clearly a grower, not a shower, hidden away in its sheath. The beast turned to look at Painsley, a cautious bass-y growl emerging from its mouth.

“Whoa there, big guy.” Painsley said softly. “I’m not here to hurt you. I am here for the opposite, actually.” Painsley crawled down onto all fours, putting herself in a submissive position. She turned to present her rear to the beast, beckoning it to approach her. After a few tense moments of waiting, the beast walked forward. Painsley felt a moist tongue slide against the outside of her folds. She was glad that this beast had the courtesy of preparing her before making her his bitch. Painsley enjoyed the sensation and let out a soft moan. “That’s it big guy, get me nice and wet for you.”

The lumbering hulk of the beast’s body towered over Painsley as it moved itself into position. Painsley shivered in anticipation, the weight of the beast's body resting on top of her. She felt the thickness of the beast growing against her thigh; he was huge. Hopefully not too big, she wanted to take it all. Painsley let out a happy squee as the tip of the beast’s cock found its way inside of her. She had to control her breathing and relax. Painsley felt proud for each inch that the beast pressed forward, although barely half of it was able to find its way in. This lack of space didn’t dissuade the beast at all. With a vigour that Painsley was anticipating, the beast began to thrust inside of her. It was rapid, each successive motion sending tingles up Painsley’s spine and causing her to let out a successive series of pleasurable sounds.

“Oh fuck, good boy. Good boy!” She cooed in ecstasy. The beast's cock was almost certainly the biggest she had ever experienced, and it felt like it was ribbed for her pleasure. Painsley’s eyes began to roll back as the beast pressed into her. It was almost too much for her to handle. No regular man could make her feel so good; no regular man was quite as raw or primal.

Painsley's body rocked with each powerful thrust, her small frame stretching to accommodate the beast's girth. The creature's pace never faltered, driving into her, each pump stretched her wider, filling her completely in ways she'd never experienced.

"Good boy!" The words spilled from her lips between gasps. The beast mounted her with increasing intensity. The ribbed texture of its cock dragged against her inner walls, sending jolts of pleasure through her core. Painsley's thighs trembled, barely supporting her weight as the beast used her. The sheer size made her feel full in all the best ways, stuffed to her limit with thick beast cock.

Drool leaked from the corner of her mouth. Her mind went blank except for the overwhelming sensation of being thoroughly bred by this magnificent creature. The beast's hot breath washed over her neck, its growls vibrating through her body.

"More, give me more!" Painsley pushed back against the thrusts, desperate to take every possible inch. Her pussy clenched around the invading length, her body betraying just how much she loved being used like this.

The beast responded with renewed vigour, its primal instincts taking over completely.

With a grunt, the beast began to fill Painsley’s up with its seed. She felt the warmth of it, lust overflowing inside of her in a torrent. Hopefully, in this world, crossbreeding wasn’t possible, or else Painsley would definitely be in trouble.

Painsley got up from the ground and petted the beast’s face. Its whole demeanour had changed. Its face now had a more… derpy vibe to it. Like a puppy that knew it had done a good job.

“Well, aren’t you a cutie?” Painsley smiled as she continued to pet him, still feeling his warmth run down her leg. “I think I know just what to call you.”


46: Recruits

Jonathan walked into quite the scene. A dozen soldiers in various states of being battered and bruised lay in uncomfortable positions all around the makeshift base. The smell of alcohol wafted from the smashed bottles and spilled mugs. A bit of a waste, really. But if Jonathan had to pick one thing that was putting him off, it wouldn’t be the destruction, or even the cum-covered Talitha that was lying exhausted in the middle of the room. It would be the 8-foot-tall stony-looking bastard that Painsley was riding on. The thing looked like a wolf that had been shaved, covered in cement and injected with all the steroids in Lance Armstrong’s medicine cabinet. He really hoped that Painsley had more control over her powers than he did. Despite the very real chance that Jonathan would end up like the other men on the ground, he threw caution aside and rushed to check on Talitha. 

“Tali, are you ok?” Jonathan asked, careful not to accidentally touch her.

“I… I am ok, Daddy.” She heaved through exhausted breaths. “They were energetic and-.” She smiled softly. “Polite.”

‘Polite?’ That was an odd way of putting it. 

“Yo, want me to finish these assholes off?” Painsley shouted out. “Wouldn’t take much for Jonn Nightmare the Second.” Painsley giggled as she lovingly stroked the beast’s skin.

“No, that won’t be necessary.” Jonathan shuddered at the thought, killing was a last resort and these guys looked sufficiently defeated. 

Jonathan paused for a moment.

“You named that thing after me?” Jonathan said, shocked.

“Sure did, you should be honoured, I don’t name my beasts after just anyone! I was going to call him Forrest Gump, but your name just seemed more fitting.”

“I’m flattered.” Jonathan wasn’t. It probably shouldn’t have surprised him that someone named ‘Painsley’ would be so bad at naming things. He made a mental note not to ask Painsley for suggestions if he ever had a kid.

One of the men writhing on the floor pulled himself up against a nearby wall and began to speak. “Excuse me, sir.” He let out a wheeze. “Terribly sorry for the inconvenience we have caused. We didn’t mean any harm.”

Jonathan raised an eyebrow and looked down at Talitha. “I somehow doubt that.”

“Uh, right, right, I imagine that doesn’t look too good. But you see, we never intended to harm your friend; we are not ordinary thieves or bandits. We are the Sentinels!” The man waited expectantly, as if the name should strike a sense of awe. Jonathan looked over to Painsley, who shrugged. Maybe Saikhi would know the name, but she was still outside guarding the entrance.

“Never heard of you,” Jonathan admitted.

“Really? You have never heard of us?” The man coughed. “The keepers of the old lands? The thorn in the Empire’s side?”

“Long may we stand!” A chorus of groans and painful cries came from the partially conscious men.

“Sorry, we are not from around here. Do you guys have a flier?” Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. What was with these guys?

“A what?” The man seemed flustered. “We don’t generally keep advertising materials on hand.”

“Too bad. I know a guy back home who could sort you out with one.” Jonathan jested.

“We are the knights of the Red Isles and Southlands! You are speaking to nobility, boy.” A gruff voice protested from the floor. Jonathan was starting to regret his decision to hold back Painsley’s whole ‘finishing them off’ plan.

“Hoarn, quiet now. We have clearly been bested.” The standing man quieted his prone compatriot. “Oh, but where are my manners? I am Alistar of the Southlands, leader of the Sentinels. It is a rare pleasure to make the acquaintance of not one but two sorcerers in a single day.”

Jonathan reached for his spear, he didn’t know how Alistar knew that he was a sorcerer but it almost certainly meant trouble.

“Whoa, slow down, we are on your side.” Alistar raised his hands. “We hate the Empire just as much as you. Until recently, we even had a sorcerer in our own ranks.”

“Long may he rest!” The pained chorus rang out again.

“He could see things others couldn’t. Before he passed, he granted me the ability to spot those marks you guys have.”

“What happened to him?” Jonathan asked, but he imagined nothing good.

“He got married. Poor bastard.” A single teardrop fell from Alistar’s eye. “I miss him dearly.”

“Wait, so you know the location of another sorcerer? Where is he? Does he have the ability to make something called ‘Viagra’?” Jonathan’s curiosity had been sufficiently piqued. Maybe there was a sanctuary out there for sorcerers like him.

“Uh. He married a faen girl up north, so I imagine he is still in her village. Never spoke about ‘Viagra’ though. What is that? Sounds like some monster.”

“Never mind that.” Although now that Jonathan thought about it, ‘Viagra’ did sound like some sort of mythical creature. “Can you take me to him?” 

“If you kindly spare us, then yes.” Alistar nodded.

“Wait, you are going to trust this bastard? After they turned Talitha into some expressionist art piece with their jizz?” Painsley wasn’t keen on the idea.

“They seem harmless enough.” Talitha sighed from the ground. “They were just a bit pent up, no one makes good decisions when they haven’t had their desires taken care of in weeks.” Jonathan expected Talitha to be more ‘murder-y’ than that, especially considering her usual temper and what had just happened to her. The effects of Jonathan’s powers were likely to blame. Jonathan found himself getting aroused at the idea of having other guys around that could take care of his companion’s needs when he was otherwise indisposed.

“I agree, it isn’t ideal.” Jonathan turned to Painsley. “But if Talitha vouches that they are harmless, I think the benefits of finding another sorcerer outweigh the risks. But I want to check with Saikhi first, hopefully she will know if you guys are worth the trouble.” Jonathan asked Painsley to watch the group as he headed for the entrance.

“Just one thing.” Jonathan stopped and turned back to the group. “My adventuring party, my rules. You understand?”

“Yes sir!” Alistar bowed.


47: Tracked

The Tracker observed the rabble as they wandered along Traders-end Highway, careful not to give away his position high up amongst the rocks. It seemed the sorcerer’s forces were multiplying, from two companions to over a dozen. Did he fancy himself a king or a liberator? Surely the man was looking to cause trouble for the Empire. The Tracker had long since learnt that any opposition to the Empire was doomed to fail; even the powerful Dread Sorcerer Fade had resorted to hiding in his tower when faced with the full might of Emperor Tarthis. A mere petty upstart would have no chance against him. The Tracker did have to give his quarry credit, though. The sorcerer had managed to outmanoeuvre, something no one else had managed in a very long time and something he would not allow to happen again.

He held himself back. For all of the Tracker’s abilities, he knew that taking on a group that size by himself would unlikely end well. The soldiers looked well-trained, and the tamed stone beast would likely be a match for him. No matter, if there was one thing the Tracker didn’t lack, it was patience. He just needed to wait until the sorcerer was alone. Sooner or later, he would slip up and be isolated from his entourage. Then he would strike.

The Tracker allowed his mind to wander as his eyes stayed vigilant. He thought back to Zigarete, remembering the joys of her body. He regretted not taking her with him; if he had, he would at least have had something to do to pass the time. Conversely, he had no issues with leaving Captain Garth and his useless men. They were dead weight. The Tracker was convinced that if ill-trained guards had not been at Sidim, the chase would have been over already. If they were even a little bit more competent, he wouldn’t have had to rush to save Zigarete from the drakken. However, the Tracker’s desire to help Zigarete was one of the reasons he left her behind. The Tracker shuddered at the thought of his own weakness.

After a day of following the group, there had never been a moment when the sorcerer had been alone. Anytime it looked like he was going somewhere by himself, one of his female companions would follow him and proceed to have some intimate time. It was interesting to note that the sorcerer’s faen companion didn’t seem interested in such activities. Not with him, at least; the stone beast was getting a lot of care and attention. It was also quite apparent to the Tracker that the soldiers were somewhat interested in the sorcerer’s companions. However, beyond gawking, they had not acted on their desires. 

It took another day of stalking the sorcerer's group before the opportunity to strike presented itself. Just after they had finished lunch, the sorcerer had artfully snuck away from the leading group, managing to do so without the notice of his female companions. Behind a boulder, he sat and pulled out a book to read. He wasn’t as isolated as the Tracker desired. It was risky. But such an opportunity was unlikely to present itself again for some time, and each day he could feel the favour of the Emperor slipping from him. He grasped his maces and started creeping down from his perch.

The Tracker approached the sorcerer, inching closer to his quarry; he was almost within reach. This was it. He raised his mace, high into the air. 

“Shit! Jonn, behind you!” A little blue voice yelled.
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