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Prologue: Myst

The tavern bustled with life. Scantily clad waitresses struggled to serve drinks between various round wooden tables whilst being groped by patrons. They did their best to ignore the greedy customer's handsy-ness and some even leaned into their affections, desperate for more tips. Myst's eyes did their best to try to adjust to the dim candlelight. Was it nighttime? It had just been the middle of the day. Everyone's clothes here were downright bizarre. Just what had Jonathan gotten himself into? Though this was pretty tame so far, especially considering what else Myst had found on Jonathan's hard drive.

"You're at the Greedy Mead Tavern! Home to the finest mead in all of the Republic of Cliffside." A young woman with pointed ears told Myst. Her breasts were almost bursting out of her uniform. "What can I get for you tonight, Ma'am?"

"What kind of game is this?" Myst asked.

"Game?" the girl's head cocked to the side in confusion. "I don't think we sell any games, sorry. We have mead and various meats. If you really wan,t we can find you a nice pleasure slave if that is what you are looking for."

"Huh?" Myst was confused. "Why would I want a pleasure slave?"

"Sorry, Ma'am. I just thought a sorcerer like yourself… dressed the way you are… might be looking for something from the special menu."

Myst looked down at her body. She was still in her black bra and panties. A purple bulbous lily tattoo shone from just above her panty line. Myst immediately covered herself with her hands.

"Oh my god… Why am I in my underwear!?" Myst cried out. This drew a few lustful gazes from the people in the tavern.

"I'll… I'll come back in a bit." The waitress offered an awkward smile before leaving Myst with her embarrassment.

Myst looked around for something to cover herself up. She noticed a small leather-bound book on her lap. The words "Live Without Fear: A Guidebook" were next to a small, cold, round stone. They weren't going to work for covering herself.

"Hey babe." A patron approached Myst; he was a heavy-set man who smelled of mead. "I don't care if you're a sorcerer, I'd plough you all the same." He winked as he brushed his hand against Myst's face and pushed back her shoulder-length raven-coloured hair.

"What the fuck?" Myst shifted her chair back away from the drunk.

"Oh, don't play hard to get, you're dressed like a whore, you must want it." The man laughed. He lunged forward and grasped Myst's breast with his hand, his fingers digging into Myst's soft skin; her breasts were just a bit too big to grab in a single handful comfortably.

"Pig!" Myst slapped the man across the face.

"You bitch." The man said as he cupped his face.

Myst took the man's surprise reaction as an opportunity to escape. She stood up and rushed out of the tavern, grasping the book and stone with her as she escaped into the surrounding street. Where was she? What had she gotten herself into? Where was Jonathan? People watched as the almost naked girl rushed past them.

Myst's bare feet slapped against the cold cobblestone streets as she darted between buildings. Her heart raced, and her nearly naked body glistened with sweat in the moonlight. She needed to get away from prying eyes and had a moment to think.

A narrow alley between two brightly coloured buildings caught her attention. Perfect. She ducked into the darkness, pressing her back against the rough stone wall. Her chest heaved as she caught her breath, the leather-bound book clutched tightly to her chest.

"This can't be real," she whispered to herself. The cold stone in her palm felt all too real, as did the rough wall against her back. "Fuck," Myst muttered, sliding down the wall until she sat on the ground. "What the hell am I supposed to do now?"

Myst's fingers trembled as she opened the leather-bound book. The pages began to glow with an ethereal blue light, and a small figure materialised in front of her. It was a chubby, middle-aged fairy with translucent wings and a five o'clock shadow.

He looked at her, rolled his eyes, and let out a long sigh. "Great, another one. Welcome to Live Without Fear, I'm Barry, your guide to this wonderful world of Adearath." His voice dripped with sarcasm as he adjusted his tiny spectacles. "And you're sitting half-naked in an alley. Fantastic start."

"What, what do you mean? How did I get here? Where is my brother?" Myst demanded answers.

He fluttered closer, his wings barely keeping his round frame aloft. "Well, sweetheart, you accepted the terms and conditions, so you are stuck here."

"Terms and conditions? What terms and conditions?" Myst's voice cracked.

Barry pulled out a tiny scroll from nowhere and began reading in a monotone voice. "By accepting the Isekguy Studios Beta Test invitation, you hereby agree to participate in our immersive experience program. All participants acknowledge that they will be transported to Adearath for an indefinite period. Blah, blah, blah. No refunds." He looked up from the scroll. "Ring any bells?"

"I didn't... I was looking through Jonathan's computer and-"

"Clicked 'Accept' on a pop-up without reading it?" Barry raised an eyebrow. "Classic. Well, congratulations! You're stuck here now. Time to, as the guidebook says," he made air quotes with his pudgy fingers, "'Live Without Fear.' Or whatever marketing bullshit they're pushing these days."

"This can't be happening." Myst pulled her knees to her chest, trying to cover herself.

"Oh, it's happening alright." Barry crossed his arms. "Look on the bright side - at least you got a sorcerer mark. That purple flower thing? That means you've got magic. Which you're probably going to need, considering you're practically naked in a city full of horny drunks."

"How is any of this a bright side?" Myst growled.

"Hey, I don't make the rules, I just explain them to confused earthlings in their underwear." Barry shrugged. "Now, shall we get started with the tutorial, or would you rather sit here and wait for more handsy tavern patrons to find you?"

"I guess, I could use a tutorial…" Myst tried to gather her thoughts. "Wait, what kind of magic do I have?"

"According to the book." Barry looked down at the text below him. "You gain power when you absorb… cum."


1: Survey

The corridors of the Dread Tower no longer felt as oppressive as they once did. Three months had passed since he'd claimed the title of Lord Nightmare, and the Tower was starting to feel like home. Though he hadn't gotten used to his new title yet. Jonathan's footsteps echoed off the stone walls as he made his rounds, checking on his companions.

As he approached the war room, distinct sounds filtered through the heavy wooden door—the rhythmic slapping of flesh against flesh, accompanied by feminine moans and masculine grunts.

Jonathan pushed open the door to find Talitha bent over the large oak table, her barely-there fur coverings pushed aside. Behind her, Alistar's muscular form drove into her repeatedly, as he pulled back on the Heldra's hair. His callous hands are slapping Tali's well-toned ass. Maps and strategic markers were scattered across the floor, clearly knocked off during their act.

"Fuck yes, keep going!" Talitha cried out, her tribal markings gleaming with perspiration. Her fingers gripped the edge of the table as Alistar's thick cock stretched her pussy.

Alistar noticed Jonathan first. "My Lord," he managed between thrusts, not breaking his rhythm. "Didn't expect you so soon."

Talitha turned her head, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "My Chieftain! I have- ah! -information from my scouting- fuck! -mission."

Jonathan leaned against the doorframe, amused. "Might be a bit hard for you to give your report to me in that state," Jonathan admitted as he approached the pair.

Jonathan approached the war table, his cock already hardening at the sight before him. "Well, since you're already in position..." He unfastened his pants, freeing his erection.

Talitha's eyes lit up hungrily. "Yes, my Chieftain!" She opened her mouth eagerly as Jonathan stepped closer.

He grabbed her chin and guided himself into her waiting mouth. She moaned around his cock as Alistar continued pounding her from behind.

"Fuck, she's even tighter now." Alistar groaned, his hands gripping her hips harder. Jonathan thrust deeper into Talitha's throat, feeling her swallow around him. Her body seemed to pulse with each thrust as both men used her holes.

"You're so good at this, Tali." Jonathan praised her, watching as she took both of them. Her eyes rolled back in pleasure as she was filled from both ends.

A few minutes of vigorous fucking later, Jonathan felt his release building. His balls tightened as Talitha's throat muscles worked around his shaft. Behind her, Alistar was pounding into her with increasing urgency.

"I'm close," Jonathan warned, his voice strained. His hand tightened in Talitha's hair as he thrust deeper. Talitha moaned around his cock, her pussy clenched around Alistar in response.

"Fuck, me too," Alistar grunted, his pace becoming erratic as he chased his own climax.

They came almost simultaneously, flooding Talitha with their seed. She pulled back, letting Jonathan's cum splash across her face before eagerly licking up every drop she could reach. She swiped her fingers through the mess dripping from her pussy and licked them clean too, making sure not to waste a single drop.

"Now," she purred, looking thoroughly debauched but satisfied, "about that report..."

"The faen are restless," Talitha said, adjusting her furs back into place. She wiped the last traces of cum from her face and moved to retrieve the scattered maps from the floor. "I saw increased activity along our border."

She spread a detailed map across the table – the same one she'd been bent over moments ago – and pointed to Rainfell. "The rains have been heavier than usual, even for them. The faen believe it's an omen."

Alistar, now appropriately dressed, leaned over the map. "An omen of what?"

"Change." Talitha's fingers traced the border of Rainfell. "With the Emperor dead and the Empire destroyed, they're testing their boundaries. There are whispers of reclaiming lands they lost generations ago."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "Fantastic. Just what we need – more political headaches."

"There's more," Talitha's expression grew serious. "They've been gathering resources. Stockpiling weapons. The trees themselves seem... agitated."

"The trees?" Jonathan raised an eyebrow.

"Our forest spoke to me, Daddy. And it whispers that Rainfell's ancient groves are awakening. Whatever the faen are planning, it's big."

"The Tracker, or I suppose King Tellik now," Talitha continued, her voice tinged with a mix of respect and wariness, "has indeed taken control of Rainfell. The rumours were true—both Kianna and Vianna rule alongside him as his queens."

"Well, shit," Jonathan muttered. The most dangerous man in Adearath now controlled an entire nation. He didn't know where he and the Tracker stood, but Jonathan's betrayal of the resistance probably didn't bode well for his future relationship with Tellik.

Alistar's expression darkened. "I've heard tales of his prowess in battle. They say he's never failed to catch his prey."

"Well, he certainly caught me, so I can't say that those tales are false." Jonathan nodded.

"The forest whispers that he's different now," Talitha added, her fingers absently tracing the tribal markings on her arm. "Marriage has... tempered him. But that might make him more dangerous, not less. He has something to protect now."

"Two very politically convenient marriages," Jonathan noted. "The former king's twin daughters. I wonder if their mother Yianna knows." Jonathan doubted it; Yianna didn't stray far from her duties as head maid at the Dread Tower.

Talitha nodded. "The faen people have embraced him completely. They see the union as a symbol of their resurgence."

"And what about our scaly friends?" Jonathan asked, his thoughts turning to the Lizardfolk tribes. "Any word from them?"

Talitha's expression shifted to one of concern. "The tribes are... fractured, Daddy. Without the Empire to unite against, old rivalries have resurfaced." She pointed to several markers on the map representing known Lizardfolk territories. "Three major tribes have emerged, each claiming to be the true heirs of their legacy."

"That's not good. They could have made a good ally united," Alistar commented, stroking his silver beard. "But divided they are—"

"They're killing each other." Talitha finished bluntly. "I witnessed a skirmish between two groups. It was brutal. They're using tactics they learned fighting the Empire against their own kind now."

Jonathan pinched the bridge of his nose. "Fuck me. As if we didn't have enough problems with the faen getting antsy." He studied the map, noting how the Lizardfolk territories bordered the Dread Tower's Eastern side. "Any indication which tribe might come out on top?"

"The Red Scales have the numbers," Talitha replied, "but the Green Spines have better weapons, probably leftover resistance caches. The Blue Crests..." she paused, "they're the most concerning. They're smaller, but they're recruiting sorcerers. Offering sanctuary to anyone displaced by the fighting."

"Speaking of displaced people," Alistar interjected, "the last of my Sentinels arrived this morning. Our forces now stand at over 1000 strong." Alistar paused for a few moments, then sighed. "But, the news from the Southlands isn't good." He moved several markers on the map to the south. "Complete anarchy. Warlords fighting over scraps of land, villages burning."

"Your homeland…" Jonathan said softly, noting how Alistar's jaw clenched.

"What's left of it." Alistar's whole demeanour dropped. "And the Red Isles have fallen to the Pirate Union. Those lawless brigands have claimed the entire archipelago."

Jonathan's eyes narrowed. "The same Pirate Union that was part of the resistance?"

"The very same." Alistar spat. "Word among my men is that they're the ones who sold out the Resistance. Betrayed them to the Empire for a shot at the Isles."

"Fucking pirates," Jonathan muttered. "It's not surprising that they'd play both sides."

"Not at all." Alistar agreed.

Jonathan traced a line across the map with his finger. "Well, at least we finally have a clear picture of the shit show we're dealing with. The Empire's corpse has been thoroughly picked apart."

"Most of the major cities have walled themselves off," he continued. "Cliffside's become nothing but a glorified slave port, and Sidim's barely rebuilding after the Empire burned it down."

Alistar nodded grimly. "And Heartland..."

"The Brute Legion's practically drooling at their gates." Jonathan finished. "They think their walls will protect them. I'm less confident of that. When brutes want something—"

"They take it," Talitha said quietly, her fingers drumming on the oak table. "Along with any women they find."

Talitha shifted her weight, rubbing her thighs together as she leaned over the map. Her pussy was still dripping with the memory of being filled, and she wanted more. She pressed herself against the edge of the table, letting out a soft moan.

"Mmm, my Chieftain..." she purred, her ass swaying invitingly. "Perhaps we could continue our... strategic discussions?" Her hand slid down to play with her wet folds.

Alistar grinned, "I wouldn't mind another round with our beautiful huntress."

Jonathan smiled but shook his head. "As tempting as that is, Saikhi's expecting me. Can't keep the Dread Tower's administrator waiting."

"Your loss, Daddy." Talitha grinned, already pulling Alistar closer by his belt. She wasted no time dropping to her knees and taking Alistar's cock into her mouth. It didn't surprise Jonathan; lately, the two of them were joined at the hip.

"Have fun, you two." Jonathan waved as he exited the war room and made his way to Dread Tower's archives.

The archives of the Dread Tower were a vast labyrinth of towering bookshelves, stretching up into the shadows of vaulted ceilings. Countless tomes and scrolls lined the dark wooden shelves, their spines adorned with gilt lettering that caught the light from floating magical orbs. The air was thick with the musty scent of old parchment and leather bindings.

Jonathan found Saikhi at her favourite reading nook - a cosy alcove tucked between two massive shelves, illuminated by a softly glowing crystal lamp. Her blue dress had ridden up her thighs as she squirmed in her plush armchair, one hand holding a piece of parchment while the other was busy between her legs. Her crimson cheeks grew even redder when she noticed him.

"M-master!" She squeaked, trying to hide the parchment. "I was just... reviewing some cultural documents..."

Jonathan plucked the parchment from her hands, scanning the first few lines. His eyebrows rose as he read her explicit descriptions of a noble lady's encounter with a group of particularly well-endowed goblins.

"Cultural documents, huh?" He smirked at his flustered companion. "I didn't realise you had been writing so prolifically."

"I..." Saikhi's glowing blue eyes darted away in embarrassment, her fingers still idly circling her clit. "The library needed more diverse literature..."

"I... I've been thinking about the goblins lately," Saikhi admitted, her fingers still working her pussy. "About my time with them, before you saved me."

Jonathan sat on the arm of her chair. "You mean when they captured you?"

"Yes," she moaned softly. "They were rough. Demanding. But not entirely cruel." Her free hand gripped the chair's fabric. "They took turns with me, filling every hole. Their cocks were so nice!"

Her breath hitched as she worked herself faster. "They fucked me so much, Master. Used me until I was dripping with their seed." Her blue eyes met his. "But they also fed me, kept me warm."

"What are you suggesting?" Jonathan asked, though he had a good idea.

"The goblins, they breed so quickly. And they're fierce fighters when properly motivated." Saikhi's body trembled as she neared her peak. "If we could... if we could convince them to join us..."

She came with a whimper, her juices coating her fingers. After catching her breath, she continued more composed. "They might make valuable allies, Master. Especially given our current political situation."

"Uh huh." Jonathan was sceptical. "This isn't just because you are craving some more green and blue cock?"

"I won't deny that would be pleasant," Saikhi squirmed in her seat. "But think about it, Master. The Goblin Queen was practically drooling over you when we last saw her. And goblins are fiercely loyal to those they consider worthy leaders."

She leaned forward, her ample breasts threatening to spill from her dress. "If you could convince her to swear fealty, her entire tribe would follow. They're skilled raiders, know the land better than anyone, and..." she bit her lip, "they breed so very quickly."

"I will think about it." Jonathan couldn't deny the logic, even if it were hidden behind the Ashborn's horniness, but talk of goblins was not why Jonathan was here. "How is our financial situation?"

Saikhi wiped her fingers clean with a handkerchief and straightened her dress. "Actually, Master, we're quite wealthy." She reached for a ledger on the nearby table. "Fade, for all his faults, was an excellent hoarder. The treasury has over fifty thousand crowns, and that doesn't even include the jewels and equipment stored there.

"That's…" Jonathan did some quick mental math. "That's a lot of money."

"Indeed. The Dread Sorcerer collected tributes and taxes from many surrounding settlements." She flipped through the pages. "However, money isn't everything. Our food stores..." Her expression grew concerned. "They're adequate for now, but without access to farmland, we'll run into problems within three months. The tower's stores won't last forever. Saikhi sighed as she tapped the page of the ledger. "While we can buy food, there is only so much settlements can spare. I have no idea how Fade managed to keep his brute army fed. We need our own source of food production if we want to maintain our forces."

"Alright, make this your top priority." Jonathan knew that hunger could be as dangerous as the fledgling nations growing around him. "Ask Alistar to send some men out to find fertile soil. Once we do, we will leverage our funds to set up food production there." Jonathan couldn't help but notice how decisive he was being. Three months ago, Jonathan would have likely taken hours, if not days, to make such an impactful decision. But such hesitation was something that current Jonathan couldn't afford.

Jonathan gazed into Saikhi's glowing blue eyes, momentarily distracted by how her breasts strained against her dress. He couldn't help but imagine how good it would feel to have them wrapped around his shaft.

Saikhi's breath hitched immediately, her thighs clenching together as Jonathan's power washed over her. "M-master..." she whimpered, her nipples hardened visibly through the thin fabric of her dress. "Please..." she begged, I need to service you so badly." She pulled down her dress to unleash her breasts.

Jonathan watched as Saikhi's massive tits spilled free. His upgraded power was still catching him off guard - the ability to trigger his arousal effect through eye contact had led to several unexpected situations over the past weeks. Just yesterday, a stray thought during dinner had resulted in Talitha and Painsley arguing at the dining table. And two days before that, a passing glance had sparked an impromptu orgy in the training yard.

"Let me please you, Master." Saikhi purred, already sliding off her chair to kneel before him. Her crimson hands made quick work of his belt and pants, freeing his hardening cock. She wasted no time wrapping her soft breasts around his shaft, squeezing them together.

"Fuck, that feels good." Jonathan groaned as she began moving, her tits gliding along his length. Her blue eyes gazed up at him adoringly as she worked, occasionally flicking her tongue across his tip when it emerged from her cleavage.

The sight of his red-skinned administrator servicing him with such enthusiasm, combined with the incredible softness of her breasts, soon had Jonathan approaching his peak. With a grunt, he came, painting Saikhi's chest and face with thick ropes of cum.

"Thank you, Master," she sighed contentedly, already scooping his seed into her eager mouth. "And please think hard about my goblin suggestion."

"Uh." Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "Alright, I will." Jonathan left Saikhi to her 'cultural documents'.

"Time to find those two troublemakers," he said, heading towards the tower's research lab where Lily and Painsley were usually found. He couldn't help but wonder what chaos they'd managed to create in his absence. Those two worked well together, despite being constantly at odds with each other.

Jonathan descended the tower's stairs to the basement level, where the research lab resided. He wondered why it was so common for labs to be located underground in this world. It seemed odd, especially as the ventilation wouldn't be excellent. Perhaps it was for security reasons.

"Yo, boss man!" Painsley's face lit up when she saw Jonathan enter the lab. She sat up, practically bouncing in her seat. "Perfect timing. I've got something fucking awesome to show you."

Lily rolled her eyes. "Whatever it is, it's probably inappropriate."

"Shut it, you prude fairy." Painsley stuck out her tongue. She turned back to Jonathan, grinning. "I've been working on this sweet project. Got myself a tentacle beast and everything."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "A tentacle beast?"

"Hell yeah!" Painsley jumped to her feet. "Come on, you've got to see this shit. It's like, peak monster research."

"'Monster research,' she says," Lily muttered, making air quotes. "We all know what that means."

"Damn right you do," Painsley winked. "So, what do you say, boss? Want to check out my new pet?"

Jonathan and Lily followed Painsley down a narrow corridor to a reinforced holding cell. Inside, writhing in a large glass tank filled with a fine mist, was a mass of dark tentacles.

"Isn't he beautiful?" Painsley pressed herself against the glass, her eyes gleaming. "Found him in this cave system north of the tower. Took some work to convince him to come back with me, but..." She rubbed her thighs together. "Let's just say I can be very persuasive."

"You fucked it, didn't you?" Lily sighed, hovering nearby.

"Obviously!" Painsley grinned. "Had to test all its capabilities thoroughly. For science, you know?" She traced a finger along the glass. "Those tentacles can reach places you wouldn't believe." She shuddered with pleasure at the memory.

Jonathan watched as the creature responded to Painsley's presence, its tentacles reaching toward her. "And you're sure it's... safe?"

"Oh yeah, totally under control," Painsley said. "Let me show you."

Painsley reached for a small hatch in the side of the tank. As she opened it, one of the dark tentacles immediately slithered out, wrapping around her hand. She stroked it lovingly, like someone might pet a cat.

"See? Totally docile." She cooed at the appendage. "Just gotta know how to handle them."

The tentacle suddenly whipped out, faster than any of them could react. It wrapped around Lily's waist, yanking her close to the tank with a surprised yelp.

"What the fuck?" Lily shrieked, her wings fluttering uselessly as the tentacle held her firmly in place. "Painsley, you idiot! Tell it to let go of me!"

"Uh... stop?" Painsley commanded half-heartedly, clearly more amused than concerned. The tentacle beast ignored her, starting to snake its way under Lily's ethereal robes.

"Some control you have!" Lily gasped as another tentacle emerged from the tank, wrapping around her thigh. "Make it—ah!" Her words cut off as the appendage found a particularly sensitive spot.

"Fuck, this is hot." Painsley bit her lip, watching as more tentacles joined in exploring the fairy's body. "The way it moves is just amazing."

"Painsley," Jonathan's voice took on an edge of concern. "Please tell me you have some kind of failsafe for this thing?"

"Well..." Painsley rubbed the back of her neck, mirroring Jonathan's nervous habit. "I might have skipped that part of the research. Was too busy testing other aspects."

"You what?" Lily's wings fluttered as another tentacle wrapped around her chest. "You brought this thing here without—ohhh..." Her protests dissolved into moans as the creature continued its exploration.

"Hey, my power keeps it under control!" Painsley defended. "Usually. Most of the time. Sometimes?" She shrugged. "Look, this is valuable research data! Just think of the applications!"

Jonathan pinched the bridge of his nose. "Painsley, we need a way to stop it. What if it gets loose in the tower?"

"Don't worry, boss man." Painsley grinned, watching Lily squirm. "Worst case scenario, I'll just fuck it into submission again. That usually works."

"Usually?" Jonathan and Lily asked in unison, though Lily's voice was considerably more breathless.

The tentacles continued their assault on Lily's body, one thick appendage pushing past her lips while another probed between her thighs. The fairy's eyes rolled back as the creature filled her, her muffled moans echoing through the lab.

"Oh fuck yeah, get it, boy!" Painsley cheered, practically bouncing with excitement. "Look at how well it knows what to do!"

A pearlescent fluid began to leak from where the tentacles penetrated Lily, dripping onto the stone floor. The substance seemed to shimmer with an otherworldly quality.

"That's the good stuff right there." Painsley pointed excitedly. "That fluid? It's packed with nutrients and magical properties. I've been experimenting with it in various potions and the results are insane!"

Jonathan watched with a mix of concern and fascination. "What kind of properties are we talking about?"

"Well," Painsley started counting off on her fingers, "it's got incredible healing properties when refined properly. Makes a killer base for strength potions. And don't even get me started on its applications in fertility treatments."

Lily made a muffled sound of protest around the tentacle in her mouth, but her body's reactions suggested she wasn't entirely opposed to the situation.

"Plus," Painsley continued, her eyes gleaming with academic enthusiasm, "the raw substance itself is more nutritious than a week's worth of meals. Been thinking we could solve our food shortage problems with this stuff."

"You want to feed people tentacle monster cum?" Jonathan asked incredulously.

"Hey, once it's processed, you can't even tell what it is!" Painsley defended. "And it's not technically cum. It is a specialised secretion, like milk. Very scientific."

The beast continued its methodical exploration of Lily's body as more of the pearly fluid dripped to the floor. Painsley was already grabbing vials to collect samples, talking excitedly about "ground-breaking research" and "revolutionary applications."

The situation was getting out of hand. While the sight of Lily being ravaged by tentacles was undeniably arousing, Jonathan knew he had to intervene before things got further out of control.

"Conievo," Jonathan said as he touched the beast.

The effect was immediate. The tentacles froze mid-motion, then quickly retracted back into the tank, dropping Lily unceremoniously to the floor. She landed with a soft "oof", her robes dishevelled and dripping with pearlescent fluid.

"You bitch", Lily glared at Painsley as she pushed herself up on shaky legs, her wings fluttering to shake off the residual moisture. "You absolute fucking menace."

"What?" Painsley looked genuinely confused. "That was valuable research data! And don't pretend you weren't enjoying it—I heard those moans."

Lily's face flushed. "That's not the point!" She tried to straighten her robes, which only succeeded in spreading more of the creature's secretions around. "You can't just... just..."

"Just what? Advance the boundaries of monster-human relations?" Painsley grinned, already collecting samples from the puddles on the floor. "Besides, look how much essence we collected!

"I hate you so much right now." Lily scowled, though there was less venom in her voice than before. She turned to Jonathan, pointing an accusatory finger. "And you! You could have stopped this sooner!"

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "I, uh, needed to assess the situation?"

"Assess the—" Lily threw her hands up in exasperation. "You two are impossible. I'm going to take a bath. A very long bath." She stormed toward the door, her wings leaving a trail of glowing droplets behind her. "And Painsley? Next time you want to 'advance research', use yourself as the test subject!"

"Already did!" Painsley called after her cheerfully. "Multiple times! Want to hear about it?"

The only response was the slamming of the lab door.

Jonathan watched the door for a moment after Lily's dramatic exit, guilt gnawing at him. He probably should have stepped in sooner, but the sight had been distracting. He made a mental note to apologise to her later, maybe bring her one of those sweet pastries she liked from the kitchen.

"Look, Painsley," he turned back to the fellow sorcerer who was still happily collecting samples. "Your work is interesting, and potentially valuable."

"Fuck yeah it is!" She beamed, holding up a vial of the pearlescent fluid to examine it in the light.

"But," Jonathan continued, "we need to be more careful. Set up proper safety protocols. Maybe find willing test subjects instead of…" He gestured at the puddles on the floor.

Painsley pouted but nodded. "Fine, fine. I'll be more careful." She brightened suddenly. "Hey, want to hear about this other monster I found? It's got these really cool-"

"Another time," Jonathan cut her off quickly, already heading for the door. "Just try not to let anything else escape while I'm gone?"

"No promises!" Painsley called after him cheerfully, already turning back to her 'research'.

Jonathan shook his head as he climbed the tower stairs back to the upper levels. Sometimes he wondered if giving Painsley free rein in the research lab had been the wisest decision. But then again, her unorthodox methods had yielded some genuinely helpful results, when they weren't causing chaos.

He made his way to the Dread Tower's throne room, still thinking about the scene he'd witnessed. The image of Lily writhing in the tentacles' grasp ran through his mind, making his cock twitch with renewed interest. Maybe he'd have to investigate some of Painsley's 'research' more thoroughly later. Though it would be best to wait until after proper safety measures were in place, of course.

Jonathan reflected on how much his life had changed. Three months ago, he'd been running for his life. Now he was managing a small nation's worth of problems, dealing with political tensions, and failing to keep his increasingly horny companions from fucking everything that moved.

He shook his head and smiled. At least it was never dull.


2: Masterless

Marra's tail swished with satisfaction as she rolled off the Blue Crests chieftain's thick, scaly cock. Her purple skin glistened with sweat in the dim light of his private chambers. The lizardfolk leader lay there panting, his eyes glazed over with post-orgasmic bliss.

"Mmm, you're quite impressive," she purred, running a finger along his chest. "Much more substantial than the Red Scales' warriors."

The chieftain's chest swelled with pride. "The Blue Crests are superior in every way," he growled, pulling her closer.

Marra giggled, letting her breasts press against his scales. Her truth-extracting ability had served her well tonight - she now knew all the clan's secrets, their strategic positions, and their magical resources. "Tell me again about those sorcerers you've hired?"

"Three powerful spellcasters," he said, nuzzling her neck. "Cost us nearly half our treasury."

She pouted playfully. "Only three? The great Blue Crests deserve better." Her hand traced lower, making him shiver. "You know, I could help with that. For the right price."

The chieftain's eyes widened. "You would aid us?"

"Of course, my scaly stud." Marra straddled him again, her pussy still dripping with his cum. "I've grown quite fond of your clan and of your cock."

As she began to ride him again, Marra's thoughts drifted to Fade. That bastard had made her what she was - a creature of pure lust and power. His death had left a void, but also an opportunity. No more playing second fiddle to his schemes.

The Blue Crests would now be her pawns. Their sorcerers would serve her purposes. And once she had them firmly under control, she'd set her sights on the other clans. The thought made her pussy clench around the chieftain's cock.

"Fuck yes," she moaned, bouncing faster. The chieftain grabbed her hips, thrusting up desperately. "You're going to help me conquer this whole fucking region."

"Anything," he groaned. "Anything you want."

Marra threw her head back and laughed. Poor fool had no idea he was just another stepping stone in her rise to power. Her tail wrapped around his throat - not squeezing, just reminding him who was really in control.

She'd learned from the best, after all. Fade might be dead, but his lessons lived on through her. And she intended to surpass her former master in every way possible.

The chieftain came again, flooding her with another load of hot seed. Marra moaned in satisfaction, already planning her next moves. With the Blue Crests' sorcerers under her control, she'd soon have every lizardfolk under her command. She intended to enjoy every delicious moment of her conquest.

The night passed in a blur of pleasure and power. Marra rode the chieftain until his legs trembled and his voice grew raspy from roaring his climaxes. She extracted every last drop of information along with his cum, learning the intimate details of clan politics between bouts of vigorous fucking.

When morning light finally crept through the hut's windows, the chieftain could barely stand. But duty called, and Marra had business to attend to. She watched with amusement as he struggled to don his ceremonial garments, her tail swishing lazily behind her.

"The sorcerers await us," the chieftain said, his voice still rough from the night's activities. "I am sure they will be eager to meet their new commander."

Marra's lips curled into a wicked smile as she adjusted her barely-there outfit. "Then we shouldn't keep them waiting, should we?"

The circular chamber was carved from blue-tinted stone, decorated with clan banners and ancient weapons. Three figures stood around a large table in the centre of the chamber, two men and a woman, all bearing the tell-tale glow of sorcerer marks on their skin.

Marra's eyes widened as she recognised one of them. "Well, well, if it isn't Flankenstein."

The scruffy-looking sorcerer tensed at her voice. "Marra. I'd heard rumours you were still alive."

"More than alive, darling." She sauntered closer, enjoying how the other two sorcerers watched her every move. The woman was tall and willowy, with stark white hair and a sorcerer mark that pulsed like a heartbeat on her throat. The other man was built like a warrior, his mark blazing across his muscled forearm.

"I see you have already met one of our sorcerers," the chieftain said. "The other two are Eya and Kordak. They form the backbone of our magical forces."

Marra circled the table, studying each of them. Flankenstein, she already knew, worked for Fade just like her, was a survivor just like her. He was not as ambitious as she was. The other two were clearly more recent arrivals to this world. Fresh meat, ripe for corruption.

"I look forward to working closely with all of you," she purred, letting her tail brush against Kordak's leg. The warrior-sorcerer's eyebrow raised slightly. Eya's eyes narrowed, noting the interaction.

"This is Marra." The chieftain said. "She will be coordinating our efforts against the other clans."

"What exactly does that entail?" Eya said coldly.

Marra leaned over the table, giving them all an excellent view of her cleavage. "Oh, I have such wonderful plans for the Blue Crests. And talented sorcerers like yourselves will be essential to making them a reality."

Flankenstein shifted uncomfortably. He knew what she was capable of, had seen her work during Fade's rise to power. She was as bad as he was. But he held his tongue. He wasn't stupid.

"First," Marra continued, "we'll need to discuss your individual abilities. Over drinks, perhaps? I find conversation flows so much more freely over a drink."

The chieftain nodded eagerly. "I'll have refreshments brought to your private quarters."

"Perfect." Marra's tail coiled with anticipation. Three sorcerers, all ripe for manipulation. Fade would be proud of how well she'd learned to play this game. By the time she was done with them, they'd be begging to serve her cause.

She caught Flankenstein's worried glance and winked at him. He knew what was coming, knew there was no point in resisting. The other two would learn soon enough.

"Shall we?" she gestured toward the door, her pussy already getting wet at the thought of breaking in her new toys.


3: Broke

Garth leaned against the stone wall of a Cliffside alley, enjoying a rare moment of peace. The city had changed since the Empire's fall. There were more whores on the streets, more desperation in the air. Just how he liked it.

A woman's voice cut through his peaceful moment. "What do you mean I have no money?"

Garth's ears perked up at the sound of frustration in her voice. He peered around the corner, spotting a young woman in black underwear. His eyes roamed over her pale skin, taking in her athletic build and the way her bra hugged her breasts.

"Damn it, Barry," she complained, snapping a book shut. "Some guide you are."

Garth's lips curled into a smile. He saw her glowing markings. Another sorcerer, fresh and lost in Cliffside. And this one was particularly appealing, young, attractive, and clearly without resources. Just the way he liked them.

He straightened his armour and ran a hand over his balding head before stepping out of the shadows. "Excuse me, miss. Couldn't help but overhear you're having some troubles?"

The woman startled, instinctively crossing her arms over her chest. Her raven hair fell across her face as she took a defensive step backward. "I'm fine."

"Now, now," Garth said, keeping his distance and adopting his most professional guard captain voice. "A lady in her unmentionables, alone in Cliffside? That's not safe at all." He tapped the insignia on his armour. "I'm the guard captain. Name's Garth." Technically, Garth was the former guard captain, but it's best not to let her know that.

She hesitated, eyes darting between his face and the insignia. "Myst." she finally offered.

"Well, Myst, Cliffside can be dangerous for newcomers. Especially since the Empire fell." He gestured to the busy street beyond the alley. "Slavers, thieves, all sorts of unsavoury types about. I'd hate to see something happen to a lovely young lady such as yourself."

Myst's shoulders relaxed slightly, though suspicion still lingered in her eyes. "And you're what, offering to help out of the kindness of your heart?"

Garth chuckled. "Let's say I have a soft spot for sorcerers in need. I've helped quite a few find their footing in our fair city." He kept his expression neutral and professional while his mind wandered to all the ways he'd make her pay for his help later.

Myst glanced down at her state of undress, then back at her guidebook. "I could use some clothes. And maybe some information about where I am."

"I can help with both," Garth said, shrugging off his cape and offering it to her. "There's an inn nearby where we can talk safely. I'll even treat you to a meal. You look like you could use one."

Myst wrapped the cape around herself, and Garth got a good look at the purple mark just above her panty line before it was covered. She was definitely a sorcerer alright. Oh, this was going to be good.

"Thank you," she said, clutching the cape tight. "I appreciate it."

"Think nothing of it." Garth gestured for her to follow, already planning how this would play out. "It's this way. Watch your step, the cobblestones can be treacherous."

As they walked, he maintained his professional demeanour, asking appropriate questions about her arrival and offering sympathetic nods to her confusion. But inside, his blood was racing. He hadn't had a proper bedwarmer since Saikhi, and this one, this one would be special.

The Garth smiled to himself as he led her through the streets of Cliffside. Sometimes the best hunts were the ones where the prey walked right into your hands.

The Lazy Cren Inn wasn't the fanciest establishment in Cliffside, but it served Garth's purposes. Located in a quieter part of the docks district, it had seen better days, much like its current clientele.

"It's not the Royal Plaza," Garth said, leading Myst up the creaking stairs, "but it's safe enough. My room's just up here."

Myst followed, still wrapped in his cape, her bare feet careful on the worn wooden steps. "You live at an inn?"

"Temporary arrangement." Garth unlocked his door, gesturing for her to enter. "Recent changes in the city's leadership have led to some adjustments in my living situation."

The room was modest yet tidy, featuring a single bed, a wooden chest, and a small table positioned near the window. Garth made a show of rummaging through the chest while Myst stood awkwardly by the door.

"Ah, here we are." He pulled out a bundle of fabric. "It's not much, but it should fit. One of the merchants left it behind; she owed me a favour, but skipped town before paying up."

He held up what appeared to be a dress, if one was being generous with the term. The fabric was a deep green that would complement her pale skin, but it was cut in a way that would leave little to the imagination. The neckline plunged deep, and slits ran up both sides of the skirt.

"This is," Myst held the garment up, frowning, "rather revealing."

"Beggars can't be choosers, my dear." Garth shrugged apologetically. "Unless you'd prefer to continue wandering Cliffside in your undergarments?"

Myst's cheeks flushed. "No, I... thank you. Could you...?" She gestured for him to turn around.

"Of course, of course." Garth turned to face the window, listening to the rustle of fabric behind him. "You know, I've helped quite a few lost souls find their way in Cliffside. The city can be overwhelming at first, but once you know the right people."

"It fits." Myst interrupted, though her tone suggested 'fits' was a generous description. "You can turn around now."

Garth turned, keeping his expression neutral despite his satisfaction. The dress clung to her curves like a second skin, revealing a generous amount of cleavage in the neckline. The slits in the skirt rose to her hips, showing flashes of her black panties when she moved.

"Well," he said, stroking his chin thoughtfully, "it's not perfect, but it'll do for now. Once we get you settled, we can look into something more suitable."

Myst tugged futilely at the neckline. "And how exactly do you plan to help me get settled?"

"I have connections throughout the city." Garth sat on the edge of the bed, gesturing for her to take the room's only chair. "Merchants who need inventory tracked, nobles who need letters written, simple work that pays well enough. And more importantly, work that won't draw unwanted attention to your special talents." Garth pointed knowingly at her sorcerer mark's location.

She sat carefully, trying to arrange the dress in a way that preserved some modesty. "You seem to know a lot about helping sorcerers."

"Let's just say I've had lots of experience with sorcerers." Garth leaned forward, his voice dropping conspiratorially. "The Empire might be in pieces, but most people in Adearath still hate sorcerers. Best to lay low, earn some coin, and figure out your next move."

Through the window, the sun was starting to rise, painting the room in orange light. Garth watched it play across Myst's exposed skin, anticipation building in his chest.

"Now then," he said, standing up. "Let's get you something to eat, and we can discuss the details of your new employment."

Myst stood, still awkward in the revealing dress. "Thank you, Captain Garth. I don't know what I would have done without your help."

"Think nothing of it." Garth opened the door, gesturing for her to go first. "After all, what kind of man would I be if I left a damsel in distress?"

As he followed her down the stairs, watching the dress shift and slide with each step, Garth allowed himself a small smile. Everything was falling into place perfectly.


4: Alliance

The warm summer sun beat down on the rocky Traders-end Highway as Jonathan stood before the large cave entrance. Crude wooden stakes and primitive fortifications marked the territory of the goblin tribe. The smell of cooking meat and the distant sound of guttural laughter wafted from within the darkness.

"My Lord, are you certain this is wise?" Alistar asked, his deep voice carried a note of concern. "Goblins aren't known for their diplomatic nature."

Jonathan gripped the Spear of Narcese tightly, the liquid metal rippling slightly at his touch. Behind them, two dozen Sentinel warriors stood at attention, their armour gleaming in the sunlight. The familiar "Long may we stand!" banner fluttered in the warm breeze.

"We need to secure this region," Jonathan replied, rubbing the back of his neck. "Having hostile goblins near us isn't exactly ideal for trade."

"The goblins here..." Saikhi's crimson cheeks flushed darker as she stepped forward, her blue dress swishing. "They aren't entirely unreasonable."

Her glowing eyes grew distant. "When they captured me, before Master rescued me, they were rough, but not cruel. A whole band of them used me, taking turns with their blue and green cocks, but they fed me well and didn't harm me beyond that." She squirmed, her large breasts heaving with excitement.

Alistar's hand tightened on his sword hilt. "If they are going to go around fucking women at will, it's all the more reason to cleanse this nest of vermin." Jonathan thought back to Alistar's initial encounter with Talitha on the very same highway they stood on. It was a bit hypocritical.

"No," Saikhi shook her head, white hair catching the sunlight. "That would be wasteful. They're skilled miners and craftsmen. With proper direction, they'd make far better allies than enemies."

"Saikhi's right, we're here to negotiate. Besides, I've met their Queen before." Jonathan thought back to his time together with the surprisingly attractive female goblin.

From the darkness of the cave mouth emerged a small but voluptuous figure, her green skin catching the sunlight. The Goblin Queen's curves swayed hypnotically as she walked, barely contained by her revealing silk garments. A translucent veil covered her face, but her hungry grin was visible beneath it. Six burly goblin guards flanked her, their crude weapons at the ready.

"I have missed you, magic man," she purred, her voice dripping with desire. Her hips swayed as she approached, making her ample assets jiggle enticingly. "You ran from me. Now I hear Magic Man has become a magic king."

Jonathan felt his mouth go dry as he remembered their last encounter. Behind him, he heard Alistar shift uncomfortably, likely torn between drawing his sword and being entranced by the Queen's sultry movements.

"Our last encounter was..." Jonathan cleared his throat, memories of their heated tryst flooding back. "Well, let's just say things got a bit out of hand."

The Goblin Queen's eyes narrowed beneath her veil. "You mean when you made me cum so hard I passed out, then escaped while my guards were distracted?" She licked her lips. "Very naughty of you."

"That's why I'm here now, to make things right. I want to offer you and your tribe an alliance with the Dread Tower."

She approached him and circled him slowly, her hips swaying with each deliberate step. Her guards tensed, but she waved them back. "And how do I know you won't just..." she ran a finger down his chest, "...take advantage of me again and disappear?" It was a reasonable question.

"How can I prove my trustworthiness to you?" Jonathan asked, meeting the Goblin Queen's hungry gaze.

She pressed herself against him, her silk-clad curves moulding to his form; fortunately, she avoided touching his skin directly. "I have needs, magic king. My tribe has needs." Her fingers traced patterns on his chest. "We are few, and growing fewer. To thrive, we need help."

"What kind of arrangements?" Jonathan's voice remained steady despite her proximity. Somehow, he already knew the Goblin Queen's answer before she gave it.

The Goblin Queen's eyes flicked to Saikhi, then to the two female Sentinels standing among Alistar's men. "First, a show of good faith. Your women pleasure my guards while we discuss." She gestured to her six burly escorts. "Then, we talk about the future."

Saikhi stepped forward, her crimson cheeks flushed. "Master, I would be happy to help secure this alliance." Her eyes beamed with excitement.

The two female Sentinels exchanged glances before nodding. "Long may we fuck." one of them said with a slight smirk.

"But that's just the beginning," the Goblin Queen continued, circling Jonathan again. "My tribe needs to grow. We need strong women, willing women, to help breed the next generation." Her hand traced down his arm. "Goblin pregnancies are brief, just a month. The children are healthy. They are strong. They grow up fast."

"I..." Saikhi spoke up again, her voice trembling slightly. "I would volunteer for such a program, Master. If it would help secure peace." She squirmed slightly. "And I've wanted to research their breeding methods anyway."

The Goblin Queen's eyes lit up. "The crimson beauty remembers us fondly, I see." She turned back to Jonathan. "But we need more than just occasional breeding stock. We need a proper home, closer to civilisation." Her finger traced the outline of the Dread Tower on Jonathan's chest. "Closer to you."

"You want to relocate your tribe?" Jonathan asked, raising an eyebrow.

"These caves served us when we needed to hide from the Empire," she said, gesturing at the crude fortifications. "But now? We need proper mines, proper forges. Room to grow." Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. "Room to breed."

Alistar shifted uncomfortably. "My Lord, are you certain—"

"We grow together," the Goblin Queen interrupted. "We grow strong." She pressed closer to Jonathan; he was indeed 'growing'. "If you give us what we want."

The Goblin Queen snapped her fingers, and her guards moved forward eagerly, their muscular green forms towering over Saikhi and the two female Sentinels. Saikhi's crimson skin flushed darker as she approached the nearest guard.

"Show them our goodwill." Jonathan nodded, trying to keep his voice steady as he watched his devoted administrator begin undressing.

The female Sentinels shed their armour efficiently, their training evident in their coordinated movements. "Long may we fuck!" they called out in unison, drawing appreciative grunts from the goblin guards.

Soon, the air was filled with moans and the wet sounds of vigorous fucking. The guards wasted no time, their thick green cocks stretching their eager partners. Saikhi's eyes rolled back as she was lifted and impaled, her large breasts bouncing with each powerful thrust.

The Sentinel women proved equally enthusiastic. One was bent over a nearby rock, while another was pressed against the crudely made fortifications. Their cries of pleasure echoed off the stone, punctuated by the goblins' grunting and the slap of flesh against flesh.

"Your women seem to be enjoying themselves," the Goblin Queen purred, watching the scene unfold with obvious satisfaction. "So what do you think of my offer?"

Jonathan considered the proposal. The goblins were indeed skilled craftsmen and miners. Having them as allies rather than potential raiders would secure the region. And if they were closer to the Dread Tower, they'd be easier to monitor.

"Where would you want to settle?" he asked.

The Goblin Queen's eyes sparkled. "There are good caves in the foothills near your tower. Rich with ore, easy to defend. We used to live there before we ran from the Dread Sorcerer." She bit her lip enticingly. "Close enough for regular visits."

"And in exchange for land and willing women, you'll swear loyalty to the Dread Tower?"

"Yes", she purred. "My tribe will be yours, magic king. Our weapons, our skills." She pressed against him again. "And of course, my pussy."

Jonathan watched as Saikhi took goblin cock with enthusiastic abandon. Her glowing blue eyes met his, filled with devotion and lust as she moaned shamelessly.

"Master... ah... I'm helping... aren't I?" she gasped between thrusts, her white hair wild, being pulled back by one of the guards.

The sight of Saikhi being ravished while still trying to please him made his cock throb. The guard gripped her tighter, driving deeper into her willing pussy as she cried out in pleasure.

"Do we have an agreement?" the Goblin Queen asked, her voice heavy with promise.

"We have an agreement."

The Goblin Queen's smile widened beneath her veil. "Good. Let's solidify our alliance." The Goblin Queen dropped to her knees and pulled Jonathan's pants down. The Goblin Queen's skilled tongue danced along Jonathan's shaft as she took him deep into her throat. Her experience was evident in every movement, drawing gasps of pleasure from him. Behind them, the sounds of the ongoing orgy provided a lewd backdrop.

"Fuck..." Jonathan groaned, his fingers tangling in her dark hair.

She pulled back with a satisfied breath, her eyes gleaming. "I've dreamed of this cock since you left me." Without warning, she stood and pushed him onto his back. Her silk garments fell away, revealing her curvaceous blue form.

Alistar and his men watched, transfixed, as the Goblin Queen mounted their lord. She sank onto his length with a moan of satisfaction, her pussy gripping him like a vice.

"Now everyone can see," she declared, riding him with wild ferocity. Her full breasts bounced hypnotically as she worked her hips in tight circles, grinding down on Jonathan's length. "The magic king... is... in… me!"

Jonathan gripped her thick blue thighs, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he lost himself in the pleasure of her tight, gripping heat. The Goblin Queen's movements grew more frenzied, her pussy clenching and releasing around him in waves. Her moans grew louder, echoing off the stone walls.

Alistar and the Sentinels watched with hungry eyes, some stroking themselves as they took in the sight of their lord claiming the goblin monarch. Several of them had started to fuck the only other female goblin of the tribe.

"Fill me!" the Goblin Queen demanded, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around Jonathan's cock. She leaned forward, her hands planted on his chest as she bounced harder. "Seal our alliance with your seed! Give me your magic cum!"

Jonathan couldn't hold back any longer. The combination of her tight pussy, her desperate demands, and the knowledge that all his men were watching him fuck her pushed him over the edge. With a grunt, he erupted inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her womb with his cum. The moment his seed touched her insides, his Arousal Control ability triggered intensely.

The Goblin Queen threw her head back and howled in triumph, her body convulsing as the most intense orgasm of her life ripped through her. She shuddered violently, her blue skin glistening with sweat as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Within seconds, she collapsed against his chest, panting heavily. The Goblin Queen had unsurprisingly fallen unconscious, a satisfied smile on her lips as Jonathan's cum leaked from her unconscious well-fucked pussy.

Around them, the goblin guards reached their own climaxes. Thick ropes of cum painted Saikhi's crimson skin as she knelt between two of them. Her face sparkled with joy as she eagerly lapped up their seed, her tongue working diligently to clean their softening cocks.

The female Sentinels were similarly marked, their bodies glistening with fresh cum as their partners finished. One guard pulled out of a Sentinel's pussy, his release dripping down her thighs. The other Sentinel's face and tits were thoroughly glazed in goblin cum.

"Long may we fuck..." one of them gargled cum dripping from her lips.

"Thank you for helping securing this alliance, Master." Saikhi smiled as she looked over to Jonathan with cum-covered lips and pure devotion.


5: Fairy

Lily burst into Jonathan's chambers without knocking, wings fluttering so hard they blurred into iridescent smears.

"This is bullshit!" Her translucent robes did nothing to hide the angry flush creeping up her neck. "I didn't sign up to be your fucking camp counsellor!"

Jonathan looked up from the Dread Tower's ledgers, quill poised over parchment. "Good evening to you, too, Tinkerbell. What's Painsley done now? Accidentally fucked a mimic chest again?"

"Don't even start!" She jabbed a finger at his face, the motion making her barely-there sleeves slip down pale shoulders. "Miss 'Oops I Tripped On Another Minotaur Cock' is turning the laboratory into a monster sex dungeon. Saikhi keeps asking me to explain human mating rituals, as if I'm some kind of interspecies Kama Sutra! And don't get me started on Talitha's new endurance training 'exercise'!" Her chest heaved, nipples pebbling against sheer fabric. Jonathan's gaze lingered a heartbeat too long.

"I guess you are not used to it yet?" Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "I mean, this place is pretty horny-on-main, it's not like your see-through getup is helping keep people's libidos in check."

"This was my uniform, asshole! Isekguy Studios issued this!" She stomped closer, the scent of jasmine and rage thickening the air. "And another thing! Why does every fucking meeting end with someone getting railed over the war table? I found teeth marks in the oak yesterday! Actual. Teeth. Marks."

Jonathan's lips twitched, trying not to smile. "We're stress-testing the furniture. Important leadership stuff." His hand almost brushed against Lily as he raised it defensively. Lily recoiled as if she had been almost burned.

"Oh no you don't! Don't touch me with," her throat worked, the angry flush deepening to crimson, "your sex magic bullshit! I'm not becoming one of your brainless fuck puppets! Once was already one too many times."

"First of all, ouch." Jonathan stood slowly, the hem of his cloak whispering across flagstones. "Second, if I wanted you, I wouldn't need to touch you." He stepped into her space, heat radiating off his body. Jonathan surprised himself with his boldness. It was unlike him. Maybe the power was starting to get to his head; he made a mental note to try to keep himself in check.

Lily's wings smacked the wall as she backpedalled. "Y-you think this is funny? I was supposed to be a tutorial guide! A disembodied voice! Not... not..." Her gaze dropped to his mouth. "...not trapped in t-this hormone circus of an eroge game."

Jonathan held up his hands. "Okay, real talk, you want me to actually do something about this, or are we just doing our weekly foreplay where you yell and I make dick jokes?" 

"Fuck you! This isn't—" 

"Because I can literally tell you are horny as hell," he continued, leaning back against the desk. "Your pupils are dilated, your breathing's gone shallow, and if I squint, I can see your fucking heartbeat through those non-existent clothes. So which is it? You want Lord Nightmare to lay down some fucking decorum edicts?" His smirk faltered. "Or are you just... I dunno. Homesick?" 

The fairy froze. "Don't." Her voice cracked. "Don't you fucking psychoanalyse me, isekai trash."

"Look, the fucking Lord Nightmare gig? Not exactly covered in Economics 101. Yesterday I had to mediate an argument between a brute and a forrin stablehand about whether cum counts as fertiliser. Last week, Painsley tried to 'thank' me by suggesting I have my cock changed into a—" 

"I'm working on it." 

The sudden quiet made his ears ring. Lily's translucent robes shimmered as she hugged herself.

"Getting home. Back to server rooms and Starbucks and not having to worry about fucking tentacled cocks ruining my morning." Her laugh sounded like broken glass. "Turns out Isekguy's 'safety protocols' were written by some horny intern. The return portal code? It's corrupted. Glitched. Like someone tried editing it while jerking off to hentai." 

Jonathan's throat went dry. "How fucked is it?" 

Lily met his gaze for the first time without fury. "Remember when you 'accidentally' caused all the Sentinels to run a train on Talitha?" 

"Oh god." 

"Yeah. That kind of fucked." Her wings drooped. "I've been splicing together some magical scroll fragments Fade had locked away. Best case? We get a one-way message out. Maybe, just maybe, a three-second voice clip. If we can generate enough power, and pray to whatever porn-addicted god runs this shit." 

Jonathan dropped his quill. "Damn, you should have told me you were working on this. I could have helped." 

"Helped? This is not something you can fix by fucking it. Wake up, Jonn! We're stuck here! Permanently! In the worst fucked-up hentai game I can think of!"

Jonathan reached out instinctively to comfort Lily, then remembered his power and fist-bumped the wall instead. "Cool. So we're looking at indefinite harem management and near-death experiences?" 

"Yeah. Pretty much."

The silence stretched.

"Hey Lily?" 

"What?" 

"Thanks. For trying." 

Lily's wings twitched. The angry lines around her mouth softened as she flopped onto Jonathan's bed onto the black satin sheets. "Remember when you told that merchant you were from Gotham?"

"Jonathan snorted, perched on the edge of his desk. "Hey, I had to think of something fast. I had just finished a Batman marathon before being transported here." He paused. "Wait, how'd you know about that? I never told you."

"Tutorial fairy, remember? I technically saw everything you did, but I couldn't let you know that." She fluttered her eyelashes, the motion exaggerated enough to be mocking. "I heard everything. Like how you made Yianna moan 'puddin' during that clown incident."

"Fuck!" Jonathan's ears turned crimson. "That was one time! I was in a particularly unhinged state."

Lily's laugh rang out like shattering icicles. "You fucked a forty-year-old woman, imagining her as Harley Quinn while whispering 'we live in a society'! That's not just unhinged, that's a cry for help!"

"Fuck, I really am turning into an isekai harem protagonist, aren't I?" Jonathan slumped.

Lily's smirk softened. She floated over to poke his chest. "Relax, edge lord. Your secret's safe." Her finger lingered a heartbeat too long. "Not that anyone besides Painsley would understand the references. Though maybe lay off the DC references before you accidentally turn yourself into the Joker." The two nervously laughed together.

Jonathan leaned back, running a hand through his hair. "You know, I never properly thanked you for everything. Back when we were running from the Empire, I would've been dead ten times over without you."

Lily's wings stilled, her usual snark fading. "I was just doing my job. Tutorial fairy and all that."

"Bullshit. Your 'job' was to give generic quest markers and explain how to open the inventory. Not getting Painsley to save my ass from Inquisitors. Not helping me figure out my powers. Not sticking around after getting pulled out of the guidebook."

A gentle smile tugged at Lily's lips. "Well, someone had to keep you from getting yourself killed." She floated closer, her voice softening. "I'm glad I could help."

Jonathan's gaze drifted downward. Moonlight through the arched windows made Lily's translucent robes glow like frosted glass. Her body was an amazing sight.

"You're doing that thing again," she said, voice suddenly tight, "the creepy staring thing. Stop it before I—"

Jonathan looked back up at Lily's eyes. Those robes really are practically nothing, does she like to show off like this to get all the guys drooling over her tits. The thought slithered through Jonathan's mind before he could stop it.

Lily's wings spasmed. Her breath hitched. "Oh, you fuckstick, you didn't just." Her knees buckled. Jonathan caught her by the waist, her back arching as she fell against him. "Jonathan!" Her scream came out as a moan. Her fingers clawed at his cloak. "You... you complete... ah!... complete asshole!"

Her pussy clenched around nothing, juices trickling down her thighs. The translucent fabric turned opaque where it clung to her dripping slit. Jonathan's cock strained against his pants as Lily ground against his thigh.

"This isn't... I'm not..." Lily's teeth sank into his shoulder as her hips jerked. "Fuck you! Fuck your... your stupid dick magic!"

Her hand plunged into his trousers. Jonathan gasped as her fingers wrapped around his throbbing cock. "Lily, wait—"

"Shut up! Shut up, shut up!" She turned him around and shoved him onto the bed, robes peeling away from her. Her pussy glistened and parted. "If I have to be your fucking... your fucking fleshlight, you're at least make me feel good."

Jonathan's hips snapped upward. Lily's scream echoed off the vaulted ceiling as he sheathed himself to the hilt in one thrust. Her walls pulsed around him.

"Y-you bastard!" She raked lines across his chest, riding him with violent desperation. "I hate... oh fuck!... hate you so much!"

Jonathan gripped her hips, watching her small breasts bounce. Her clit rubbed against his pelvis with every downward slam. "Could've fooled me."

"Go... go die!" She came with a shriek, juices gushing over his balls. "In a... ah! Ah!... in a fire! Fuck! Fuuuck!"

Her wings collapsed against her back as she spasmed. Jonathan flipped them over, pinning her wrists above her head. Lily's sneer twisted into a lewd grin as he pounded into her.

"J-Jonn! Wait! I didn't... oh god… didn't say you could—"

He swallowed her protests with a kiss. Lily's legs locked around his waist, heels digging into his back. Her pussy massaged his cock.

"I'm not enjoying this!" She gasped against his lips. "You're... you're terrible! Worst lay... ah!... worst lay ever!"

Jonathan's balls tightened. Lily's eyes widened as warm cum flooded her womb. A silent scream parted her lips as the orgasm ripped through her.

They collapsed. Lily's wings twitched against the rumpled sheets.

"Fuck you," she panted, tracing the bite marks on his shoulder. "Fuck your magic. Fuck your... your stupid face."

Jonathan nuzzled her neck, still buried inside her quivering pussy. "Love you too, Tink."

Her laugh came out shaky. "Asshole." She closed her eyes and drifted off.


6: Options

With the goblins moving closer to the Dread Tower, the food situation had grown dire; the new estimate, until the food ran out, was down to two months.

Jonathan sat in his study, rubbing the back of his neck as he pored over maps and reports. The food situation weighed heavily on his mind. A knock at the door drew his attention.

"Enter," he called out.

Talitha strode in, her movements as graceful as ever. She carried several rolled-up maps under her arm.

"My chieftain," she said, spreading the maps across his desk. "We've scouted our options for farmland."

Jonathan leaned forward, studying the detailed drawings. "What have you found?"

Talitha's finger traced a path westward. "To the west, near Rainfell, there's excellent fertile land. The constant rain makes the soil rich." She paused, her expression growing serious. "But the faen might not appreciate us moving in. They're territorial. Our scouts almost got filled with arrows by one of their border patrols"

"And the other options?" Jonathan asked.

"South, past the Trader-end Highway." She moved her finger down the map. "There's an established farming town. They've been struggling since the Empire's fall, and their defences are weak. We could encourage them to join us." The way she said 'encourage' made it clear she thought they would need to use violence.

Jonathan nodded thoughtfully. "That's close to Sidim, right?"

"Yes. The Cult's influence is strong there, but they're still rebuilding. They might not interfere." Talitha's finger moved to the northern section of the map. "And finally, there's land to the north, near the mountains. The soil is rich, possibly the best of all three options."

"I'm sensing a 'but' coming," Jonathan said.

Talitha's lips curved into a slight smile. "But it's monster-infested. Mostly Mern."

"Mern?" Jonathan had no idea what those were, but it was clear that Talitha assumed he did. "What are Mern?"

"They don't have Mern where you come from Daddy?" Talitha looked surprised.

"Nope, completely Mern-less."

"That is fortunate. Mern are vicious flying beasts that breathe a gas that paralyses their prey before taking them away." Talitha stretched her arms out to the sides. "They are big. They used to be everywhere, but they were hunted to near extinction."

"Sounds like something we would rather not have to fight." Jonathan mused, studying the map. "Each option has its own risk." This was starting to feel familiar to Jonathan. It was just like the strategy games he used to play, though this one had much higher stakes.

"Yes." Talitha agreed. "The western lands would give us the best yield with the least initial effort, but we risk conflict with the faen. The southern option gives us existing infrastructure and workers, but we'd need to subjugate the town. And the northern lands," She shrugged, "high risk, high reward."

Jonathan sat back in his chair, considering their options. The food stores wouldn't last forever, and with the goblins moving in, they needed a solution soon.

"Which would you recommend?" he asked.

"As your general, I must consider both food and security." She pointed to each location in turn. "West means diplomatic challenges. South means potential enemies at our backs if the Cult recovers. North..." She grinned, showing her teeth. "North means a good fight, but once we win, the land is truly ours."

"That's not exactly a recommendation," Jonathan said with a slight smirk.

"A chieftain must make such decisions," she replied, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "I merely present the options."

"Alright, let's hedge our bets," Jonathan said, pointing to the south. "I will go south and talk to the farmers. I want you to take Painsley and check out the north. See if she can find a way of dealing with the beasts there without us having to fight them.

"Very well Daddy." Talitha looked uncharacteristically nervous.

"What's the matter Tali?" Jonathan asked.

Talitha shifted her weight, her ears twitching slightly. "There is... one more thing I wish to discuss, my chieftain."

"Oh?" Jonathan leaned forward, intrigued by her unusual hesitation.

"Sir Alistar and I..." She paused, her fingers absently tracing one of her tribal markings. "We have grown very close. I wish to take him as my mate." Her eyes met Jonathan's. "But the forest demands the blessing of my chieftain."

Jonathan felt an unexpected pang of jealousy in his chest. He and Talitha had shared many intimate moments, and the thought of her being with Alistar stirred something possessive in him. Still, he couldn't deny they made a good match. The two spent countless hours together, planning defences and leading troops. Their chemistry was evident to anyone who saw them interact.

"I see," he said, trying to keep his voice neutral. "And this is what you want?"

"Yes, Daddy." Talitha moved closer, her scent filling his nostrils. "Though you should know, even as a mated female, my pussy will always be available to my chieftain." She placed a hand on his chest, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "That is also what the forest demands."

Jonathan's cock twitched at her words. He cleared his throat. "Then you have my blessing, Tali."

Her face lit up with a brilliant smile. "Thank you Daddy!"

Before Talitha could move away, she dropped to her knees in front of Jonathan's chair. Her nimble fingers worked at retrieving his cock.

"Let me show you my gratitude," she purred, her eyes gleaming with desire. "A good mate must always honour her chieftain first."

Jonathan looked down at Tali as she freed his rapidly hardening cock. Talitha's warm breath ghosted over his sensitive flesh, making him twitch.

"You are so wise and generous," she murmured, running her tongue along his length. "Giving me permission to take such a strong warrior as my mate."

Her full lips wrapped around his head, drawing a groan from Jonathan. She took him deeper, her tribal markings shifting as her cheeks hollowed. Her tongue swirled around his shaft with often-used skill.

"Fuck, Tali." Jonathan gasped, gripping the arms of his chair.

She pulled back with a wet pop, stroking him with her hand. "A good mate must please her man," she said, her voice husky. "But her chieftain's pleasure always comes first. That is what the forest demands."

Talitha took him back into her mouth, bobbing her head with increasing intensity. Her hands caressed his thighs as she worked, occasionally cupping and massaging his balls.

"You've made me so happy, Daddy," she said between licks. "Alistar will be such a good mate. Strong, skilled..." She engulfed his cock again, moaning around his shaft. "But he'll never make me feel the way you do."

Jonathan's hips bucked involuntarily as she deepthroated him. Her throat constricted around his length, sending waves of pleasure through his body.

"I'm close, Tali." he warned.

She doubled her efforts, her head moving faster, taking him deeper. Her eyes locked with his, filled with lust.

"Cum for me, Daddy." she pulled back just enough to speak. "Let me taste my chieftain's blessing."

Her words pushed him over the edge. Jonathan's cock pulsed as he emptied himself into her eager mouth. Talitha swallowed every drop, moaning in satisfaction.

When she finally pulled away, she licked her lips and smiled up at him. "Thank you, Daddy. For everything."

She rose gracefully to her feet, adjusting her minimal clothing. "I should go tell Alistar the good news." She leaned down and placed a kiss on his cheek, she had become almost immune to Jonathan's cum's power to incapacitate. "But remember, no matter who I mate with, my body will always serve my chieftain's pleasure."


7: Job

Garth watched as Myst's chest rose and fell with slow, steady breaths. The sleeping draught he'd slipped into her meal had worked perfectly. She lay sprawled across his bed at the Lazy Cren Inn, clad only in her black underwear.

He waited another few minutes to be certain she was fully under. When she didn't stir at his movements, he carefully sat on the edge of the bed. His rough hands trembled slightly as he reached out to touch her soft skin.

"Such a pretty little thing," he whispered to himself, running his palm along her flat stomach. Her skin was impossibly smooth under his calloused fingers. He traced the purple tattoo just above her panty line, fascinated by how it seemed to shimmer.

His touch grew bolder. He cupped one of her breasts through her bra, squeezing gently. Even through the fabric, he could feel her nipple harden against his hand. Myst let out a quiet sigh in her drugged sleep but didn't wake.

Garth's cock strained against his trousers as he continued exploring her body. His fingers trailed down her sides, across her thighs, everywhere he could reach without disturbing her too much. But when she shifted slightly in her sleep, he quickly withdrew his hands. He couldn't risk her waking up, not yet anyway.

With great reluctance, he pulled away from the bed. His pants were uncomfortably tight, but he'd have to deal with that himself. There would be time for more later.

When morning came, Myst stretched languidly in the soft bed. She felt incredibly well-rested, like she'd slept for days instead of hours.

"I haven't slept that deeply in ages," she mumbled, still groggy but refreshed. "Must have been more tired than I thought."

Garth chuckled from his seat by the window. "Already lunch time, actually. You slept right through the morning."

Myst sat up quickly, her head spinning a bit from the sudden movement. "What? That long?"

"Must have needed it." He shifted in his chair, watching her. "Listen, while you were out, I heard about a job that might interest you. Local pub's looking for a waitress."

"I appreciate the thought, but I don't really have time for that." Myst ran her fingers through her messy hair and put on the dress that Garth had given her. "I need to find my brother."

"You're brother?" Garth leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. "I can help you track him down, but we're going to need funds to make any real progress. Adearath's a big place. Information costs crowns, travel costs crowns. Everything worthwhile costs crowns."

Myst chewed her lower lip, considering his words. The dress felt strange against her skin - so different from her usual clothes back home. But she wasn't home anymore, and maybe Garth had a point.

"I suppose you're right," she sighed. "Jonathan will have to wait until I can actually afford to look for him properly."

Garth's eyes narrowed slightly at the name. Jonathan. It was so close to Jonn, that bastard sorcerer who'd slipped through his fingers. And now here was this girl with the same raven-black hair... But no, it couldn't be. The odds were astronomical. Even if it was, it didn't change what needed to be done.

"Smart choice," he said, keeping his voice casual. "The pub's just down the street. We can head there now if you'd like."

Myst followed Garth through the bustling streets of Cliffside until they reached a building with a painted sign of a scantily clad faen woman lounging on a crescent moon. The establishment's name, "Feisty Faen", was written in flowing purple script beneath.

Her steps faltered. "Wait, this isn't a pub."

"No, it's better." Garth placed a hand on her lower back, guiding her forward. "Much better money than some tavern bar."

Inside, the afternoon light filtered through stained glass windows, casting colourful shadows across plush velvet booths. A circular stage dominated the centre of the room, complete with a brass pole that extended to the ceiling. Though the club was closed, a few dancers were practising their routines.

Myst's cheeks burned as she watched a pointed-eared woman in pasties and a g-string spin gracefully around the pole. "I can't work here," she whispered harshly. "This is a strip club!"

"Listen." Garth's voice was low and reasonable, "You won't have to dance. They need servers, good ones who can handle themselves around rowdy customers. The pay is triple what you'd make at a regular tavern, plus tips."

A curvaceous human woman in a corset approached them, her heels clicking against the wooden floor. "Captain Garth, what brings you by so early?"

"Madame Rose," he nodded respectfully. "Got someone interested in serving work."

Rose's painted lips curved into a smile as she assessed Myst. "We do need more servers. The dancers bring them in, but the servers keep them spending."

"I... I don't know about this." Myst stammered.

"The uniform's modest enough," Rose assured her, gesturing to a server walking past in a short black dress. "Just serve drinks and food, maybe chat with the customers a bit. That's all."

Garth leaned close to Myst's ear. "One night here equals a week's pay elsewhere. Think how much faster you could save up."

Myst bit her lip, watching the server deftly balance a tray of drinks. The dress was revealing but no worse than what she was already wearing. And the money would help her find Jonathan faster...

"Just serving?" she asked Rose. "Nothing else?"

"Nothing you don't want to do, dear." Rose's smile widened. "Though with your looks, you could make a fortune on stage."

"No, just serving," Myst said firmly. "When can I start?"

"Tonight, if you'd like. We're always busy on market days."

Garth squeezed Myst's shoulder. "Smart choice. I'll come check on you later, make sure you're settling in."

As Rose led her away to fill out paperwork, Myst tried to ignore the knot of anxiety in her stomach. It was just a job, she told herself. Just a way to earn money quickly. What could possibly go wrong?

Garth settled into the plush leather seat of the private viewing booth. The elevated position gave him a perfect view of the entire club floor through the one-way glass. He watched as Rose's assistant showed Myst around, pointing out the bar, kitchen, and private rooms.

The door clicked open behind him. Rose's perfume preceded her as she glided into the booth, two glasses of wine in hand.

"Quite the find you've brought us," she smiled, passing him a glass before taking the seat beside him. "Where did you discover such a delectable morsel?"

Garth took a long sip. "Just my good fortune. She practically fell into my lap."

They watched as Myst bent over to pick up a dropped napkin, her dress riding up to show a tantalising glimpse of her black panties.

"Mmm, and what a tight little body." Rose's tongue darted across her painted lips. "Are you sure we can't convince her to dance? The customers would go wild for that innocent act."

"All in good time." Garth's cock stirred as he remembered how soft Myst's skin had felt under his hands. "Let's not spook her just yet. Though I wouldn't mind a private show myself once she's more... settled in."

Rose laughed, a rich throaty sound. "You dirty old man. Don't worry, I know exactly how to break in the fresh meat."

"As long as I get to watch," Garth laughed, draining his wine. "And speaking of watching..."

He settled back in the booth and waited there as the club began filling up for the evening shift. The lights dimmed, music started playing, and the first dancers took to the stage. But Garth's eyes stayed fixed on Myst as she navigated between tables in her new uniform.

She was a natural, he had to admit. Despite her obvious discomfort, she managed to keep the drinks flowing and the customers happy. When the first wandering hand landed on her ass, she jumped but maintained her composure, even managing a strained smile.

"Just part of the job, dear." Rose cooed, appearing at Myst's side after the third grope of the night. "The more you act bothered, the more they'll do it. Laugh it off, maybe a playful slap on the wrist if they get too grabby. But remember - happy customers tip well."

Myst nodded, squaring her shoulders before heading back out onto the floor. Her face burned each time rough hands found their way to her body, but she kept Rose's advice in mind. A giggle here, a gentle rebuke there. By the end of her shift, her tip jar was overflowing with bits.

Garth watched it all from his private perch, his pants growing tighter with each passing hour. The way she squirmed under unwanted touches, how she forced herself to smile through her discomfort, it was intoxicating. And this was only the beginning.

"She's doing well," Rose commented, re-joining him in the booth. "Give her a few days and she'll be ready for... additional duties."

Garth's grin widened as he watched Myst dodge another groping attempt. "I can hardly wait."

The night air was cool against Myst's flushed skin as she left the Feisty Faen. Garth was waiting outside, leaning against the wall.

Myst jingled the pouch at her hip. "I made more tonight than I thought, if my understanding of your money is right. The customers were very generous."

"Quite a first night," he said, falling into step beside her. "At this rate, we could start looking for your brother in a week or two." Garth guided her through the quiet streets. "Just need enough to grease the right palms, buy some forrins."

Back at the Lazy Cren Inn, Garth ordered a late supper sent up. The serving girl brought bread, cheese, and two bowls of steaming stew. Myst fell upon the food ravenously. She hadn't realised how hungry she was after hours of running drinks. Between bites, she told Garth about her night: the customers, the dancers, even managing to laugh about some of the groping attempts now that it was over.

Her words began to slur slightly as she finished her stew. "I'm more tired than I thought..."

"Get some rest," Garth said softly. "You earned it."

Myst barely made it to the bed before collapsing. Within minutes, her breathing had deepened into the slow rhythm of drug-induced sleep.

Garth waited until he was sure she wouldn't wake. His cock was already hard as he approached the bed. He freed himself from his trousers, stroking slowly as he watched her chest rise and fall.

"Such a pretty thing," he growled, moving closer. His free hand roamed over her body while he pumped his shaft. He traced his cock head across her parted lips, imagining how they would feel wrapped around him. He gently patted his tip against her soft cheek as he rubbed between Myst's thighs, over her panties.

The pressure built quickly. With a grunt, he aimed his release at her exposed cleavage. Thick ropes of cum splashed across her breasts.

But before he could reach for a cloth to clean her, something impossible happened. The cum began to sink into her skin, absorbed like water into sand. Within seconds, every drop had vanished.

Garth stared in shock. "What the fuck?"

His mind raced with implications. The purple tattoo, the strange absorption, it had to be sorcery. But what kind of power was this?

He tucked himself away, watching her sleep with new eyes.


8: Dormik

The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the dirt roads of Dormik as Jonathan and his small group approached. A few Sentinels flanked him while Lily hovered nearby, her translucent wings catching the golden light. The village was modest but well-maintained, with neat rows of crops stretching out behind weathered wooden buildings.

Villagers paused in their work to stare at the newcomers. Jonathan couldn't blame them. Between his midnight-blue cloak, the armed Sentinels, and a literal fairy, they made quite the spectacle.

"Not exactly a subtle entrance," Lily said, crossing her arms.

One of the Sentinels, a burly man, announced to the watching villagers. "We seek your village elder."

A young boy ran ahead to fetch the elder while the villagers gathered around, maintaining a cautious distance. Jonathan straightened his posture, trying to project the authority expected of the Lord of the Dread Tower. He rubbed the back of his neck. It felt weird doing this.

"No way," he whispered as the elder emerged from the most prominent building. The familiar face of Aldo, the merchant he'd encountered months ago, broke into a knowing smile.

"Well, well, well," Aldo said, his grey hair catching the sunlight. "If it isn't the mysterious traveller running from the now fallen Empire." His eyes darted between Jonathan and his companions. "Though you seem to have new company."

Jonathan cleared his throat. "Aldo. I didn't expect to find you here."

"Did you think I was just a simple trader?" Aldo chuckled, spreading his arms to encompass the village. "This is my true home. Trading is just a side job." His gaze settled on Lily, lingering on her barely concealed form beneath the transparent robes. "And speaking of connections, where is that exotic beauty, Talitha? I was rather hoping to renew our acquaintance."

Lily's wings fluttered in irritation. "Gross," she muttered under her breath.

"Talitha is at the Dread Tower," Jonathan replied, keeping his voice neutral despite the memory of exactly what had transpired between Aldo and Talitha during their previous meeting. "She has responsibilities as our general."

"General?" Aldo raised an eyebrow. "How things have changed. Though I must say," he turned his attention back to Lily, his eyes roaming over her slim form with obvious appreciation, "your winged friend here is quite the stunning specimen herself. A fairy, I take it? So beautiful but much taller than I expected."

Lily's face flushed with anger. "Listen here, you creepy old—"

"We're here to discuss bringing Dormik under the protection of the Dread Tower." Jonathan cut in, shooting Lily a warning look. "The Empire's fall has left a power vacuum, and we are looking to acquire a food source, and in return, we will offer protection."

"Ah yes, business before pleasure," Aldo said, though his eyes still hadn't left Lily. "Please, come to my home. We can discuss terms there." He gestured toward the large building he'd emerged from. "Though I must say, having such beautiful company for negotiations makes the prospect much more entertaining."

As they followed Aldo toward his house, Lily flew closer to Jonathan. "I swear to god, if you even think about letting that creep anywhere near me—"

"Relax," Jonathan whispered back. "We need this alliance, but I am not going to make you do anything you don't want to."

"The deal we made with Talitha was very profitable for both of us," Aldo called over his shoulder, making it clear he'd overheard them. "I'm willing to negotiate similar arrangements, should the opportunity arise."

Jonathan could feel Lily's rage emanating from her. He had to admit, watching her get worked up was hot, even if the situation was potentially explosive.

"Shall we?" Aldo held the door open, his eyes gleaming with amusement and barely concealed lust.

Jonathan sighed. This negotiation was going to be interesting, to put it mildly.

An hour into negotiations, Jonathan and Aldo sat across from each other at a heavy wooden table, empty cups of wine between them. The terms were straightforward enough. A rotating contingent of Sentinels would protect Dormik, and in exchange, the village would provide regular shipments of grain and produce to the Dread Tower.

Lily hovered near the window, arms crossed, pointedly ignoring Aldo's frequent glances in her direction.

"Well then," Aldo said, leaning back in his chair with a satisfied smile. "I believe we have the makings of a mutually beneficial arrangement." He drummed his fingers on the table. "Though there is one small matter that would help seal the deal, as it were."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "Oh?"

"Just a minor consideration." Aldo's eyes were fixed on Lily. "A simple handjob from your lovely fairy companion would make this agreement absolutely perfect."

"What?" Lily spun around, her wings flaring with anger. "You disgusting—"

"A gesture of good faith." Aldo continued smoothly. "Much like the arrangement we had with Talitha. Nothing too demanding."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, caught between the need for this alliance and Lily's obvious disgust. The fairy's face had turned an interesting shade of red, and he couldn't tell if it was from rage or embarrassment.

"You can't be seriously considering this." Lily hissed at Jonathan.

Aldo just smiled, waiting for their response.

Jonathan met Lily's furious gaze. "We really need the food." he said softly, his voice pitched low enough that only she could hear. "This could stop everyone at the Dread Tower from starving." He paused, watching the emotions play across her face. "But it's your decision, Lily. I won't force you."

Lily's wings fluttered  in agitation as she glanced between Jonathan and Aldo. The merchant sat there with that insufferable smile, clearly enjoying her discomfort.

"Just a handjob?" she asked, her voice tight with barely contained anger.

Aldo nodded, spreading his hands in a gesture of mock innocence. "Nothing more, my dear. Just those delicate fairy hands wrapped around my cock for a few minutes. A small price to pay for feeding hundreds, wouldn't you say?"

Lily's face flushed darker. "I fucking knew something like this would happen," she muttered, shooting Jonathan a glare. "Every single time you go somewhere, it turns into some kind of perverted situation." She ran a hand through her blue hair, clearly wrestling with the decision.

After what felt like an eternity, she let out a long, defeated sigh. "Fine. But just a handjob, nothing more. And if you try anything extra, I'll cut your dick off."

"Such spirit!" Aldo laughed, already undoing his belt. "I can see why you keep her around, Lord Nightmare."

"Don't push it," Lily warned, floating down to land beside Aldo's chair. Her wings twitched with nervous energy as she watched him free his rapidly hardening cock. "Let's just get this over with."

Jonathan shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying to ignore the growing tightness in his own pants. He'd seen Lily annoyed plenty of times before, but something about her reluctant submission to this situation was incredibly arousing. The way her delicate hands trembled slightly as she reached for Aldo's cock. It was delicious.

"Well?" Aldo prompted, his cock now fully erect and waiting. "Shall we seal our deal, little fairy?"

With a scowl, Lily wrapped her delicate fingers around Aldo's shaft. Her touch was reluctant but rapid as she began to stroke, clearly wanting to finish this task as quickly as possible.

"Mmm, such soft hands." Aldo purred, his smile widening at her obvious discomfort. "Though you could show a bit more enthusiasm."

"Shut up." Lily snapped, her wings twitching in irritation as she continued the steady up and down motion. "You're getting what you asked for."

Jonathan watched from across the table, his own arousal building at the sight of the proud fairy being forced to debase herself like this. Her face was a mix of anger and embarrassment, her hair falling forward as she focused on her task.

Several minutes passed, and Lily's movements became more aggressive. "Why isn't this working?" she demanded, pumping faster. "This should be done by now."

Aldo chuckled, clearly enjoying her frustration. "Ah, about that, I may have taken a little enhancement before our meeting. Just a firestoaker pill I had lying around from my dealings with the former Dread Sorcerer. Plus, I have very good control."

"You what?" Lily's wings flared with renewed anger. "Pervert!"

Her hands were getting sticky with pre-cum now, making wet sounds as she stroked. The fairy's face burned brighter as she realised she'd need to take additional measures to finish this ordeal.

"Fuck it!" she said, then spat directly onto Aldo's cock. The merchant groaned in approval as she used the extra lubrication to pump faster, her delicate hands now sliding more easily along his length.

"Now that's more like it," Aldo said, leaning back in his chair. "See? A little extra effort goes a long way."

"I hate you both so much right now," Lily growled, glaring between Aldo and Jonathan as her hands continued their relentless pace. Pre-cum and saliva made obscene noises with each stroke, and her usually pristine hands were now thoroughly messy.

"Just keep going." Aldo groaned, his cock throbbing in Lily's grip. "Though I might finish faster if you begged for it."

"Absolutely not." Lily's wings fluttered in indignation as she continued pumping. Her hands were getting tired, and the mix of pre-cum and saliva was dripping onto the floor. "You're getting a handjob. That's it."

"Suit yourself." Aldo shrugged, settling back with a satisfied smirk. "I can do this all day."

Several more minutes passed. Lily's movements grew increasingly desperate, her arms starting to ache from the repetitive motion. She shot a venomous glare at Jonathan, who was watching the scene with poorly concealed arousal.

"Fine!" she finally snapped, her pride crumbling under the need to end this humiliation. "Please... please cum."

"You can do better than that, little fairy."

Lily's face burned with shame. "Please give me your cum. I... I want it. Just finish already, damn it!"

"Much better—" Aldo's words cut off in a sudden groan. Without warning, his cock erupted, sending thick ropes of cum across Lily's face and chest. She yelped in surprise, but her hands continued stroking instinctively, milking out every last drop.

"You fucking asshole!" she shrieked, cum dripping from her chin onto her transparent robes. The white streaks stood out starkly against her blue hair and pale skin. "You could have warned me!"

"Now where would be the fun in that?" Aldo tucked himself away, looking thoroughly pleased. "I believe our deal is officially sealed. The first grain shipment will arrive at the Dread Tower within the week."

Lily hovered in the air, her wings buzzing with fury as she wiped at her face. "I need a bath. Several baths. And you," she pointed at Jonathan, "you owe me big time for this."

"A pleasure doing business with you both." Aldo raised his empty wine cup in a mock toast. "Do give my regards to Talitha when you return home. She is always welcome to visit Dormik or my shop at any time."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, watching as Lily stormed out of the room, leaving a trail of cum droplets in her wake. At least they'd secured the food supply. Though he had a feeling Lily wouldn't let him forget about this anytime soon.


9: Breeding

Jonathan pushed open the door to Painsley's lab, immediately wrinkling his nose at the musky scent that permeated the air. The faen sorcerer was bent over a desk, scribbling notes while occasionally glancing at a vial of liquid.

"How'd the scouting go?" Jonathan asked, clearing his throat.

Painsley spun around in her chair, her green leotard riding up slightly. "Shit news, boss. We were too fucking late. The Blue Crests beat us to it. They've already moved into those fertile lands up north."

"How bad are we talking?"

"Pretty bad. They've got this absolute unit of a sorcerer leading them." Painsley stood up, gesturing with her hands to indicate size. "Dude's built like a brick shithouse. Shirtless too, showing off his muscles like some kind of sweaty MMA reject."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "Detailed observation."

"Hey, I notice things, alright? Especially beastly muscles." Painsley's cheeks flushed slightly. "His name's Kordak. Can control metal or some shit. Makes these sharp pieces float around him like he's fucking Magneto."

"Great." Jonathan sighed. "So I'm guessing trying to move in there would mean—"

"Fighting the whole damn lizardfolk clan? Yeah." Painsley hopped onto her desk, legs swinging. "Blue Crests aren't fucking around. They've got the place locked down tight."

Jonathan thought for a moment, then shrugged. "Well, it's not ideal, but we've got Dormik's food production secured at least. That should keep us going for now."

"Oh?" Painsley's pointed ears perked up. "The farmers came through?"

"Yeah, Elder Aldo was... persuaded by Lily." Jonathan shook his head."

Painsley burst out laughing, nearly falling off her desk. "No fucking way! That stuck-up little fairy actually did something dirty?"

"She gave Aldo a handjob," Jonathan said, to secure the supplies. "Under the negotiating table, no less."

"Holy shit!" Painsley wiped tears from her eyes. "Little Miss 'I'm too good for this' wrapped her dainty hands around some old merchant's cock? Fuck me, I wish I could've seen her face." Oh man." Painsley finally caught her breath, wiping away the last tears of laughter. "Speaking of dirty deals, though, those goblins you negotiated with? They're settling in nicely. Already claiming those caves around the tower base."

Jonathan nodded. "How's that going?"

"Better than expected. Saikhi's been busy." Painsley grinned. "She's already found some willing volunteers for their little 'breeding program.' Half a dozen women, if you can believe it." She leaned forward, lowering her voice conspiratorially. "She's putting herself on the list, too. Says it's for 'research purposes' or some shit."

"Wait, Saikhi?" Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "I mean, I know we discussed it, but I didn't think she'd get started so soon."

"Hey, don't underestimate how persuasive those little green fuckers can be." Painsley waggled her eyebrows. "They certainly fucked good enough from what I remember, plus, you know how she gets about studying new things. Probably already has a notebook ready for detailed observations and all the sex positions she wants to test out."

Jonathan found himself nodding, curiosity getting the better of him. "Alright, let's go check out their setup."

"Fuck yeah!" Painsley hopped off her desk. "Let's see how the girls are holding up."

They made their way down through the tower's base and to the entrance of the nearby cave system. The goblins had been busy. Crude but effective wooden furniture lined the walls, along with colourful tapestries that gave the cave a surprisingly cosy feel. Painsley let out an impressed whistle.

"Damn, they work fast. Place looks better than my lab."

As they ventured deeper, the familiar sounds of pleasure echoed off the cave walls. They rounded a corner to find a large chamber that had been converted into what could only be described as a breeding den.

Cushions and mattresses were scattered across the floor, creating comfortable areas where several women were entertaining their goblin partners. In the centre, Saikhi sat cross-legged on a plush cushion, her blue dress hiked up as she diligently wrote in her notebook while a goblin massaged her shoulders.

"Master!" Saikhi's eyes lit up when she spotted them. "I'm documenting everything for posterity. Did you know they have fascinating cultural rituals around breeding? This message is actually part of their courtship."

"See, taking notes." Painsley snickered. "Only you would turn getting railed by goblins into studying."

Saikhi's crimson skin flushed darker. "It's important to understand their customs if we're to maintain good relations."

Jonathan looked around the chamber, impressed despite himself. The goblins had clearly put effort into making their partners comfortable. Incense burners provided a pleasant aroma, and there were even small fountains providing ambient noise and fresh water.

"This is actually pretty nice," he admitted.

"Right?" Painsley gestured at the setup. "Way better than that shitty cave they had me in. These guys know how to treat a lady."

Painsley watched the scene with growing interest, her hands unconsciously adjusting her leotard. "Fuck it, I could use some fun. Been too long since I had a good dicking."

"I thought you'd be worried about the breeding part," Jonathan said.

She waved dismissively. "Nah, I've been taking those contraceptive pills from the lab. Magic juice won't take root in this garden." She stripped off her leotard with practised ease, drawing appreciative looks from several nearby goblins. "Besides, someone's gotta show these girls how it's done."

Meanwhile, Saikhi's goblin companion had grown bolder, his hands moving from her shoulders to cup her generous breasts through her dress. She let out a soft gasp but continued writing, though her handwriting grew noticeably shakier.

"The males often initiate through progressive physical contact," she mumbled, trying to maintain her scholarly tone. Her composure cracked when the goblin gently pushed her forward onto the cushions, hiking up her blue dress. "Oh! This is... this is the next phase of—ahh!"

Her quill clattered to the ground as the goblin mounted her, her academic observations dissolving into moans of pleasure. Her notebook lay forgotten beside her, the last line trailing off into an illegible scrawl.

Jonathan leaned against the cave wall, watching the scene unfold before him. Painsley had already drawn a small crowd of eager goblins, her tanned skin contrasting with their green as they competed for her attention. She handled them with ease, directing them like a conductor with her orchestra.

"Goddess, yes, just like that," she purred, positioning one behind her while another moved to her front. "Show me what you've learned since last time."

Nearby, Saikhi was still attempting to maintain her academic observations, even as her goblin lover drove into her with increasing enthusiasm. Her white hair splayed across the cushions.

"The—ah!—the males demonstrate remarkable stamina," she gasped out, clutching at her forgotten notebook. "Multiple partners often—oh—take turns to ensure maximum breeding potential."

As if to prove her point, two more goblins approached her, their intentions clear. Saikhi's eyes widened, but she made no move to stop them. Instead, she tried to continue her documentation.

"Group breeding sessions are—mmph!" Her words were cut off as one of the newcomers claimed her mouth, while another positioned himself beside the first.

Around the chamber, other women were similarly occupied. Some were clearly new to the experience, their surprised gasps and tentative movements betraying their inexperience. Others moved with more confidence, already familiar with their green-skinned partners.

"The females often—ngh!—develop preferences for specific males." Saikhi managed to get out during a brief respite. "Building recurring partnerships that—AH!—enhance breeding success rates."

Jonathan couldn't help but smile at her determination to keep documenting everything, even as she was clearly losing herself to pleasure. Her scholarly façade was crumbling with each thrust, her attempts at academic distance giving way to raw need.

"Master," she called out between partners, her glowing blue eyes finding his. "Are you—are you taking notes too? This is valuable... valuable research data..."

"I think you're doing enough note-taking for everyone," he replied, watching as another goblin eagerly took position. "Maybe focus on your 'research' for now."

"Yes... Yes, of course," she moaned, her crimson skin flushed darker with arousal and embarrassment. "Must... must document everything... for science..."

Her words dissolved into incoherent pleasure as the goblins renewed their attentions, her last pretence of academic detachment finally shattering. The sound of her moans joined the symphony of pleasure echoing through the cave, a chorus of satisfaction that spoke more eloquently than any research notes could.

Saikhi's legs trembled as goblin after goblin finished inside her, adding to the growing pool of cum that leaked from her freshly fucked folds. Despite her state, she still managed to catch her breath enough to speak.

"The most fascinating aspect," she panted, "is how goblin reproduction works. They don't—ah!" She gasped as a fresh goblin took position. "They don't actually use the mother's genetics for the children."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"

"We're just—ngh!—vessels." Saikhi moaned, her large breasts bouncing with each thrust. "The non-goblin females merely carry and nurture the young. The babies are pure goblin, regardless of the mother's race, though they must be similar in build, like humans, or faen, or ashborn. Brutes breed the same way".

She gripped her cushion tighter as the goblin picked up his pace. "Though sometimes—fuck!—sometimes the mother's features might show up. It's quite rare, but—OH!" Her explanation cut off as the goblin bottomed out inside her.

"Fascinating," Jonathan said, watching as his companion was filled with another load of goblin cum. "You're really taking your research seriously."

Saikhi could only nod, her eyes glazed with pleasure as yet another goblin took his place between her spread legs. The academic discussion would have to wait; she had more "data" to collect.

Painsley looked over at Jonathan from her position on all fours, three goblins already using her holes. "Fuck, you should probably head out, boss. We're gonna be—ah!—busy for a while."

Her eyes lit up as a huge goblin approached, his cock standing proud. "Oh fuck yes, come here, big boy." She beckoned him closer with a crooked finger. "Show me what that monster can do."

The massive goblin grinned, positioning himself behind her while the others made space. Painsley's eyes rolled back as he pushed inside her elastic pussy, her mouth forming a perfect 'O' of pleasure.

"Holy shit," she moaned. "Now that's what I call a proper fucking. See you later, boss!"

Her goodbye was cut short as the goblin began pounding her in earnest, reducing her words to incoherent cries of ecstasy.

Jonathan left them to it.


10: Book

Jonathan lay sprawled across his bed, deep in peaceful slumber. The silk sheets of the Dread Tower's master bedroom clung to his bare chest. A cool breeze drifted through the open window, carrying the sweet scent of night-blooming flowers.

The door burst open with a bang. Lily stood in the doorway.

"Jonathan! Wake up!" She jumped onto the mattress, making him bounce.

"What the fuck?" Jonathan bolted upright, sheets pooling around his waist. He blinked rapidly, trying to clear his sleep-addled mind. "Lily? It's the middle of the night."

"Have you checked your guidebook lately?" She asked, crawling closer on her hands and knees. Her blue hair cascaded over her shoulders, her face was intense, and she had undoubtedly been up all night.

"Uh, no. Not since you... You know, came out of it." He gestured vaguely at her corporeal form.

"You haven't looked at it once?" Lily's eyes widened in disbelief. She sat back on her heels, crossing her arms under her breasts. "The magical book that tracks everything about you, and you just... forgot about it?"

"I've been busy! Becoming Lord of the Dread Tower and all that." He yawned, still not fully awake. "Besides, I had the real thing right here. Why would I need the book when I have you?"

Lily rolled her eyes. "Oh my god, you're such a noob. I can't believe you're running a fledgling nation and you don't even check your stats." She shook her head. "What if something important changed? What if you unlocked a new achievement? What if your arousal control got an upgrade you don't know about?"

That last suggestion made Jonathan perk up. "Wait, you think I have unlocked new power?"

"I don't know," Lily smirked. "Maybe if someone checked their guidebook once in a while, they'd find out."

"Alright, alright." Jonathan swung his legs over the side of the bed. "Where did I put that thing anyway?"

Jonathan shuffled over to the bookshelf, running his fingers along the spines until he found the familiar leather-bound guidebook. A thin layer of dust coated its surface.

"Three months." He wiped it clean with his palm. "Has it really been that long?"

"Longer." Lily chimed in from the bed. "Now open it!"

He cracked open the book, pages rustling as they settled on his stats page. The text glowed faintly in the dim room:

"Name: Jonn Nightmare

Age: 23

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.

Upgrade - Lustful Gaze - When making eye contact with someone, if you think a sexual thought, they are affected by your power as if you had touched them. Limited range of 50 metres.

Upgrade - Contagious - When someone who is under the effect of your ability touches someone who is not under the effect of your ability, the arousal effect is passed on. These new targets do not themselves pass on the arousal."

Jonathan's shoulders slumped. "Well, that's disappointing. Nothing new except..." He squinted at the page. "Wait, when did I turn twenty-three?" The months in Adearath were slightly different from those on Earth. The Adearath calendar was split into 10 equal months, each with 37 days. A total of 370 days per year. He did not know how all that lined up with the calendar back on Earth.

Lily flopped back onto the bed with an exasperated sigh. "I really thought there'd be something new. Some achievement or upgrade or... anything."

"Why were you so interested anyway?" Jonathan closed the book and set it on his bedside table. "Is this about getting home?"

"Yeah." She rolled onto her stomach, propping her chin on her hands. "My current theory was that if we complete enough achievements, maybe finish the 'game' so to speak, we might unlock a way home."

Jonathan sat on the edge of the bed. "I'm not even sure I want to go back." He rubbed the back of his neck. "I mean, I've got the tower now, and people who depend on me. Plus, you know, the whole magic powers thing is pretty cool."

Lily's wings twitched. "Look, I get it. You're having fun playing emperor and getting your rocks off with your pervy power. But we need to think long-term here."

"What do you mean?"

"Isekguy Studios created this world, Jonathan. We technically stole this world and warped it." She sat up, her expression serious. "They're still developing it, still making changes. Who knows what they might do? They could reset everything tomorrow, or send an apocalyptic event, hell, they could turn everything into fucking 'Hello Island Kitty Adventure' with enough time." She trailed off, hugging herself. "We need a way out. An escape route. Just in case."

Jonathan leaned back against the headboard, processing Lily's words. "But why would Isekguy go through all this trouble just to make a game? This tech is insane. They can literally create worlds and transport people between realities. Shouldn't they be using it for something more important?"

Lily's wings fluttered as she shifted position, crossing her legs beneath her. "You're not entirely wrong. But it's more complicated than that." She twisted a strand of blue hair around her finger. "There are a lot of limitations to what they can do. From what I understand, and believe me, they didn't tell me much, this whole 'game' thing is basically an advanced research program."

"Research? For what?"

"The military." Lily's expression darkened. "That's why they can get away with spiriting people off to another world without consequences. No one's going to investigate too deeply when the government is actively covering it up."

Jonathan sat up straighter. "Holy shit. Are you saying we're part of some secret military experiment?"

"Kind of?" Lily shrugged. "I mean, they're not testing weapons or anything. At least, I don't think so. It's more about the technology itself. How to create and maintain links between alternate realities. How to move things, and people, back and forth between them."

"But they can't move people back yet, can they?" Jonathan's hand unconsciously went to the sorcerer's mark on his chest. "That's why we're still here."

"Likely." Lily flopped onto her back, staring at the ceiling. "They don't have total control over Adearath either. It's like... imagine trying to edit a document while someone else is writing in it simultaneously. They can make changes, but they can't completely override what's already here. The world has its own momentum."

"That's why they need test subjects," Jonathan realised. "To see how the world reacts to outside interference. To figure out the rules."

"And to work out how to break them." Lily turned her head to look at him. "They're getting better at it, too. When I first started, they could barely maintain the connection between worlds. Now they can send people through, create new monsters, even send me through a guidebook." She gestured to her physical form. "They're making progress. But they're not there yet."

Jonathan rubbed his temples. "So we're basically guinea pigs in some military-funded reality manipulation experiment disguised as a game company?"

"Pretty much." Lily sat up again. "That's why we need to figure out our own way home. Because when they do finally crack it? When they figure out how to fully control this place?" She shuddered. "I don't want to be here when that happens."

"Fuck me." Jonathan blinked. "The biggest threat that we face is the Shapers," Jonathan remembered the words that the Tracker had told him whilst he was in resistance captivity.

"The Shapers?" Lily sat up straighter, her wings fluttering with interest.

"When the resistance captured me, Tellik mentioned them. He'd been investigating the sudden changes happening across Adearath, like strange creatures appearing out of nowhere. He called the ones responsible 'the Shapers' because they seemed to be reshaping reality itself."

"He figured it out?" Lily's eyes widened. "Without any knowledge of Earth or modern technology?"

"Not exactly. He just knew something was wrong." Jonathan shifted on the bed. "He said the Empire was too focused on hunting sorcerers to see the real threat. The Shapers were changing Adearath, experimenting with it. Turns out he was right."

"Fuck." Lily flopped back onto the mattress. "A techless fantasy warrior figured out what was happening. I'm impressed."

"Yeah." Jonathan yawned, stretching his arms above his head. "The Tracker's intelligence is matched only by his lethality. Now will you let me get back to sleep?"

Lily rolled off the bed with a dramatic sigh. "Fine, fine. But we're not done talking about this." She padded toward the door. "And start checking your guidebook more often!"

"Yes, mom," Jonathan muttered, already sliding back under the silk sheets.

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving Jonathan alone with his thoughts. The cool night breeze still drifted through the window, but sleep felt a lot further away now.


11: Dance

Garth couldn't believe his luck. Every night for the past week, he'd been able to play with Myst's unconscious body thanks to the sleeping draft he'd been slipping into her evening tea. The sight of her lying there in just her black underwear never failed to get his cock rock hard.

Tonight was no different. He watched her chest rise and fall with slow, steady breaths as he stroked himself. Her soft skin practically begged to be touched. He'd been careful not to wake her, starting with gentle caresses of her breasts through her bra, then working his way down to her flat stomach.

"Such a perfect little slut in training," he whispered, his cock throbbing as he remembered how her body had started responding to his touches over the past few nights. Even unconscious, her nipples would harden when he played with them.

He'd cum on different parts of her body each night, her stomach, her tits, her face, her ass, watching in amazement as her skin absorbed his seed, as her sorcerer's mark glowed. The urge to just fuck her properly grew stronger each time, but he knew he had to be patient. The corruption had to happen gradually or else he might scare Myst away, and he wanted to make Myst his long-term fuck toy.

During the days, he kept tabs on her work at the Feisty Faen. Madame Rose was doing her part perfectly, letting Myst see just how much the dancers made compared to servers. The girl was obviously struggling with money; he could see it in her eyes when she counted her tips at the end of each shift.

"Soon," he growled, stroking faster as he fondled one of her breasts. "Soon you'll be begging for cock."

His balls tightened as he watched her face. Even unconscious, she was beautiful. He aimed his cock at her stomach, right above her sorcerer's mark, and let out a grunt as he came. Thick ropes of cum splashed across her skin, and he watched in fascination as the purple tattoo glowed brighter, absorbing his seed.

The next morning, he listened from his usual corner table as Madame Rose made her pitch again.

"Darling, you could make five times what you're making as a server," Rose said, adjusting Myst's already revealing uniform. "The men already stare at you anyway. Might as well get paid properly for it."

"I... I don't know," Myst replied, but Garth could hear the uncertainty in her voice. She was weakening.

"Just think about it." Rose smiled. "No pressure."

Three days later, Garth was nursing an ale when Myst approached Madame Rose during a quiet afternoon shift. He pretended to be absorbed in his drink.

"About the dancing," Myst said quietly, "I've been thinking. Maybe I could try it? Just once?"

Rose's face lit up. "Of course, darling! We can start you with something simple. Just a little striptease to test the waters."

Garth hid his smile behind his mug. Everything was going according to plan.

The next evening, Myst stood backstage, fidgeting with the straps of her new outfit, a shimmering green two-piece. Her heart pounded against her ribs as the current dancer finished her set.

"Remember what I taught you," Rose whispered, adjusting Myst's top. "Start slow, tease them. They're already eager for you."

Garth settled into the VIP booth, grateful for the one-way mirror that let him watch without being seen. His cock was already hard just thinking about what was coming. The band changed the music, a slow, sultry beat filling the club.

Myst stepped onto the stage, her movements hesitant at first. The crowd immediately erupted in cheers and whistles. She gripped the pole, circling it like Rose had shown her, letting her hips sway to the rhythm.

"Take it off, sweetheart!" someone shouted.

Her fingers trembled as she worked the clasps of her top. The fabric fell away, revealing her black bra underneath. More bits appeared on the stage. The sight of money seemed to embolden her. She moved more confidently now, running her hands over her body as she danced.

By the time she was down to just her underwear, the stage was littered with bits. Her sorcerer's mark peeked out just above her panty line, drawing even more attention. Garth watched her scoop up her earnings afterwards, her eyes wide at the amount.

Over the next few days, Myst's dancing improved dramatically. She learned to work the crowd, to tease them just right. The money kept flowing, and Garth noticed how she counted it obsessively after each shift.

One evening, she cornered him at his usual table, still flushed from her performance.

"Look at this!" She spread out her earnings. "We must have enough for the expedition now, right? To find Jonathan?"

Garth made a show of counting the money, then shook his head. "Not quite enough for supplies, forrin, and hired protection." He leaned back, taking a long drink. "Though... I might have some savings we could use to make up the difference."

"Really?" Her eyes lit up. "That would be perfect!"

Garth sighed, tracing the rim of his mug with one thick finger. "There is one condition." His voice cracked slightly. "It's embarrassing even to bring up."

Myst leaned forward, her face earnest. "What is it? After everything you've done for me, I'm sure we can work something out."

"It's been so long since..." He stared into his drink. "Since my wife Lara passed. Haven't been with anyone since then."

"Oh." Myst's cheeks flushed. "I'm so sorry about your wife."

"Five years now." He wiped at his eyes. "Just... sometimes the loneliness gets to be too much, you know? Been watching you dance, and..." He shook his head. "Never mind. It's not right to ask."

Myst fidgeted with her costume, which was still damp from her performance. "What exactly are you asking for?"

"Just your mouth." His voice was barely a whisper. "Help an old man feel something again. Been so long since anyone's touched me."

She bit her lip, conflicted. Garth had given her a place to stay, helped her find work...

"I have solid information about your brother," Garth added softly. "If we move quickly, we could reach him within the week. But I understand if you're not comfortable. We can forget I said anything."

Myst's heart raced. In just a week, she could find Jonathan. But was she really willing to? Her eyes darted to the bulge in Garth's trousers, then away again. It was just a blowjob. She'd seen the other girls do much more in the private rooms. And Garth had been nothing but kind to her.

She swallowed hard. "If you're sure about Jonathan's location."

Garth reached across the table, taking her hand in his. His palm was rough and warm. "I wouldn't lie to you about that. You've become special to me."

The apparent sincerity in his voice made her decision easier. Just once, she told herself. Just to help someone who'd helped her. Just to find her brother.

"Okay." She whispered. "But... not here."

Garth squeezed her hand gently. "My room. Whenever you're ready." His voice was thick with emotion. "Thank you, Myst. You don't know what this means to me."

She nodded, unable to meet his eyes. As she stood to leave, she didn't notice the predatory smile that crossed his face, or how quickly he wiped away his fake tears.

Myst's heart hammered in her chest as she followed Garth into his room at the Lazy Cren. The familiar space felt different now, charged with nervous energy. She'd slept here for almost three weeks, but tonight was different.

"We can take it slow," Garth said, settling onto the edge of his bed. His voice was gentle, but she could see the bulge straining against his trousers. "No need to rush."

She nodded, kneeling between his spread legs. Her hands shook as she reached for his belt. The leather was warm from his body, and the buckle clinked softly as she worked it open.

"I've never done this before," she admitted, cheeks burning.

Garth ran his fingers through her hair, the touch surprisingly tender. "Just use your tongue at first. Get used to the feel of it." He guided her head forward as his cock sprang free. "Watch the teeth."

The musky scent of him filled her nostrils as she leaned in. She darted her tongue out experimentally, tasting the salty skin. Above her, Garth let out a low groan.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Now take the tip in your mouth. Nice and slow."

Her lips parted, stretching around his girth. He was bigger than she'd expected, thick and hot against her tongue. She tried to remember what she'd overheard the other girls at the Feisty Faen talking about.

"Fuck yes," Garth growled, his fingers tightening in her hair. "Use your hand on the base. Work it like you're milking a cren."

She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, stroking in time with the bobbing of her head. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth as she took him deeper.

"Such a natural," he praised. "Your brother should be proud of how far you'll go to find him."

The reminder of why she was doing this made her falter, but Garth's grip kept her in place. His hips started to thrust slightly, pushing more of his length into her mouth.

"Relax your throat," he instructed. "Let me in deeper."

She tried to comply, fighting her gag reflex as he hit the back of her throat. Tears pricked at her eyes, but she didn't pull away.

"Such a good girl." Garth panted.

His words made her whole body flush with shame and something else she didn't want to name. Her thighs pressed together, seeking friction she shouldn't want. She focused on the mechanics of it, the slide of her lips, the twist of her wrist, the flutter of her tongue.

Above her, Garth's breathing grew ragged. His praise devolved into grunts and growls as she found a rhythm that worked for him. Her jaw ached, but she didn't stop. She could do this. She had to do this for Jonathan.

"Gonna cum," Garth growled, his grip tightening in her hair. "Try to swallow it all."

Myst braced herself, remembering the conversations she'd overheard in the dressing room at the Feisty Faen on how 'spitters were quitters'. His cock pulsed against her tongue, and then hot spurts filled her mouth. She swallowed reflexively, fighting down her initial urge to pull away. Some of his seed escaped, trickling down her chin, but she managed to take most of it. She didn't notice that the cum on her chin was quickly absorbed.

When Garth finally released her hair, she sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her throat felt raw, but otherwise...

"That wasn't as bad as I thought it would be," she admitted, surprised by her own words.

Garth tucked himself away, a satisfied smile on his face. "You did well for your first time."

Myst found herself blushing at the praise. If someone had told her a few weeks ago that she'd be kneeling in a man's bedroom, letting him… Her mind shied away from the details. Her upbringing had been so sheltered that their parents had practically locked her and Jonathan in a bubble. No dating, no parties, just studies and carefully monitored activities.

Now here she was, stripping in a club and... She touched her lips, still slightly swollen. The taste of him lingered on her tongue, salty and bitter. What would her mother think? But mother wasn't here. No one from her old life was here except maybe Jonathan, and finding him was worth stepping outside her comfort zone.

"I'll need a day or two to get everything organised," Garth said, breaking into her thoughts.

Myst nodded, rising to her feet. Her knees protested after she had knelt for so long on the hard floor. "And then we go find my brother?"

"Then we go find your brother," Garth confirmed. He reached out, catching her hand. "You're a brave girl, Myst. Taking on so much to help your kin. Most people wouldn't have the strength."

She squeezed his hand, grateful for the understanding. "Thank you. For everything. I don't know what I would have done without your help."

"Get some rest," he said, releasing her. "We've got busy days ahead of us."

As Myst headed for the bed, she felt lighter somehow. Like she'd crossed some invisible threshold. Maybe this world was changing her, but maybe that wasn't entirely a bad thing. She was surviving, adapting, doing what needed to be done. No, it wasn't just that; she had felt physically stronger, too. It was strange. She felt like she could fight the whole world if she needed to.

She curled up under her blanket, listening to Garth's movements as he prepared for bed. In just a few days, she'd see her brother again.


12: Rider

Zigarete shifted her weight atop the Drakken's scaly back as they crested another hill. The beast moved with surprising grace for its size, each step silent despite its massive form. Her silver hair whipped in the wind as she gazed at the dark spire piercing the clouds ahead, the Dread Tower.

"Easy now," she whispered, patting the creature's neck. The Drakken rumbled softly in response, a sound she'd grown to understand as affection. How strange that the deadliest predator in Adearath had become her most loyal companion.

Through a spyglass, she studied the tower's defences. The former home of the Dread Sorcerer Fade now housed that fumbling fool she'd hunted across the continent. Jonn fucking Nightmare. The thought of him still made her blood boil, the way he'd humiliated her, turned her own body against her with his cursed powers.

But now... now she needed him. Or at least, she might need him to get to Tellik. Her hand unconsciously went to the scar on her back where her former lover had stabbed her. The betrayal still burned worse than the wound ever had.

"What kind of ruler are you really, Nightmare?" she said to herself, watching the patrols along the tower's outskirts. The defences weren't as militant as she'd expected. In fact, there seemed to be a surprising amount of everyday traffic: merchants, travellers, even what looked like common folk seeking audience.

The Drakken tensed beneath her, its massive head swinging toward movement in the trees. A wild cren, nothing more. She stroked its scales, calming it. The beast's devotion still amazed her. It had nursed her back to health after Tellik's betrayal, protected her while she healed, and now served as her mount and  bedwarmer.

"We'll need to get closer," she told the creature. "But not today. We need to understand our potential ally first."

The word 'ally' felt wrong in her mouth. Jonn had been her quarry, her failure, her shame. But the reports she'd gathered painted an interesting picture. He wasn't the typical power-hungry sorcerer. He actually seemed to care about the people under his protection, even if his methods were unconventional.

Zigarete lowered her spyglass, her silver eyes narrowing as she considered her options. The Empire had fallen, the Inquisition shattered. Tellik reigned in Rainfell, playing at being king with his two royal whores. And here she was, contemplating an alliance with the very man she would have happily captured, or killed, a few months earlier.

"The world's gone mad," she chuckled darkly, patting the Drakken's neck. She rode away from the tower.

The Drakken's lair was a massive cave system carved into the mountainside, far from prying eyes, although it seemed one of the lizardfolk clans had moved closer to their secluded sanctuary. Zigarete dismounted as they entered, her boots echoing off the stone walls. The beast had made it surprisingly comfortable. Soft moss for bedding, newly dug pathways from the thermal vents below for warmth, it was surprisingly livable.

"Home," she sighed, removing her cloak. The Drakken curled around her protectively, its massive body radiating heat. She leaned back against its scales, mind racing with plans. The creature's tongue flicked out, tasting the air around her – sensing her tension.

Zigarete pulled chunks of cren meat from her pack, setting them over the small fire pit she'd constructed near the cave's entrance. The smell of cooking meat filled the cavern as she expertly turned the pieces to ensure even cooking. The Drakken watched with interest, its massive head resting beside her.

"Almost ready," she told it, testing a piece with her knife. The meat was rich and fatty – perfect for keeping up their strength. She tossed several large chunks to her companion, who caught them mid-air with surprising delicacy. The rest she kept for herself, savouring the meal in comfortable silence.

After eating, she settled back against the Drakken's warm scales, her muscles relaxing as the day's tension slowly ebbed away. The creature's steady breathing was oddly soothing, its massive form curled protectively around her. She found herself idly stroking its scales, tracing the patterns that had become so familiar.

The Drakken rumbled contentedly, shifting its weight. Its massive head nuzzled against her neck, hot breath washing over her skin. Zigarete sighed, a small smile playing at her lips. She'd never imagined finding comfort in such a fearsome beast, yet here she was.

The creature's movements became more purposeful, more insistent. Zigarete knew what was coming. It had become their nightly ritual. The Drakken's powerful form moved over her, its scales gleaming in the firelight. She relaxed into the familiar embrace, surrendering to the primal nature of their connection.

The Drakken's claws dug into the floor on either side of Zigarete's as she positioned herself on all fours. The beast's massive form loomed over her, its cock radiating heat. She could feel its need, raw and urgent, as it pressed against her.

"Yes," she breathed, arching her back. The creature's unique member found her entrance, already slick with anticipation. The initial stretch made her gasp – no matter how many times they coupled, the size always took her breath away.

With a mighty thrust, the Drakken hilted inside her. Zigarete moaned, fingers clawing at the moss beneath them. Its cock was ridged in ways that hit spots she didn't even know existed before. Each ridge dragged along her walls, sending sparks of pleasure through her core.

The beast set a relentless pace, rutting into her with single-minded focus. Its hot breath washed over her neck as it mounted her properly, powerful form caging her beneath it. The position made her feel utterly claimed, entirely at its mercy.

"Fuck." she cursed as an intense thrust sent shockwaves through her body. The Drakken's member seemed to swell inside her, stretching her further. Its ridges massaged her walls in ways that had her seeing stars, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge.

Zigarete's arms gave out, leaving her face pressed against the soft moss as the Drakken continued its relentless assault on her senses. Her breasts swayed with each powerful thrust. The beast pressed down on her, holding her in place as it claimed her.

The familiar pressure built in her core, winding tighter with each thrust. The Drakken's pace grew more frantic, more desperate. Its cock pulsed inside her, the ridges seeming to expand and contract in a rhythm that drove her wild.

"Yes, yes, fuck yes!" she cried out as the pressure finally snapped. Her walls clenched around the beast's member as her body shook. The Drakken roared, its own release filling her in hot spurts as it continued to rut into her through their shared climax.

They stayed joined for several moments, both panting heavily. The Drakken's massive form still covered her, its member slowly softening inside her. When it finally pulled out, Zigarete collapsed onto her side, thoroughly spent. The beast curled around her protectively, its warm scales pressed against her cooling skin.

She reached up to stroke its neck, earning a contented rumble in response. "Good boy," she murmured, letting her eyes drift closed as exhaustion took hold. The Drakken's steady breathing lulled her toward sleep, its massive form keeping her safe and warm in their hidden sanctuary.


13: Wedding

The crowd gathered outside the Dread Tower awaited the ceremony eagerly. Jonathan stood on a raised platform, his metal laurel glinting on his head. To his right stood Alistar in polished armour that caught the light. The Sentinel leader's silver beard was neatly trimmed for the occasion.

Drums began to beat as Talitha emerged from the tower. Following the ancient traditions of her people, she walked naked through the crowd, her toned body adorned only with the intricate tribal patterns that marked her skin. Her confident stride and proud bearing made it clear this wasn't submission, but power.

Jonathan cleared his throat, trying to remember the words Talitha had taught him for this ceremony. "We gather here today to witness the joining of two warriors, two leaders, two souls who have found each other in these turbulent times."

The huntress ascended the platform, her bare feet silent on the wooden boards. She stood before Jonathan, between him and her soon-to-be mate, her nipples hard in the cool morning air.

"Talitha of the Forest," Jonathan continued, "do you accept Alistar as your mate, to hunt with, to fight beside, and to share your nights with?"

"As long as I live," she said firmly, her cat-like eyes fixed on Alistar.

"And Alistar of the Sentinels, do you accept Talitha as your mate, to protect your back in battle, to share your victories with, and to warm your bed?"

"As long as I live." Alistar's deep voice carried across the crowd.

Jonathan nodded, then took a deep breath. This was the part of the ceremony that had surprised him when Talitha explained it, though given what he knew of her people's customs, perhaps it shouldn't have. "Before these two souls are bound together, tradition demands that anyone who wishes to taste of the bride's pleasures one final time may do so. If there are any who would like to have a taste of Talitha before she is joined with Alistar, please form a line."

A murmur went through the crowd. Jonathan watched as several men stepped forward, forming a line at the base of the platform. He recognised many of them, warriors who had fought alongside Talitha, merchants she had negotiated with, even civilians who had met her in passing. Among them, he spotted Aldo, who had travelled from Dormik specifically for this occasion.

Talitha felt respected as she saw the line forming. This was her moment of power - these men weren't taking from her, they were receiving her blessing. She dropped to her knees on the platform, her hands reaching for the first man's trousers.

Alistar watched with pride as his soon-to-be mate demonstrated her skill and power. This was tradition, honour, and raw sexuality combined in a way only the heldra truly understood.

One by one, the men approached. Some received only her mouth, others her hands, while a few were granted the privilege of her pussy. Through it all, Talitha maintained her dignity and control, her movements graceful and purposeful.

When Aldo's turn came, his hands trembled as he approached. He remembered their previous encounter and how much he had given for it. Now here she was, freely offering herself before her joining.

Talitha smiled up at the merchant as he approached, her eyes glinting with recognition. "I'm glad you made the journey, Aldo," she purred, lying back on the platform. She spread her legs, displaying her glistening pussy to him. "It seems fitting you should have this privilege."

Aldo's cock sprang free as he fumbled with his fancy merchant clothes. His hands still shook as he positioned himself between her legs. Talitha reached down, guiding him inside her with ease. She moaned appreciatively as he sank into her warmth, her pussy welcoming him like an old friend.

Jonathan watched it all, his own arousal building but held carefully in check. This was a sacred ceremony, after all, even if it was unlike any wedding he'd ever heard of back on Earth. Aldo unloaded inside of Talitha, the line of men gradually shortened, each leaving with a look of satisfaction and respect on their face.

As the last man finished, spilling across Talitha's breasts, she rose to her feet. Cum decorated her body, dripping down her toned stomach and thighs, but her bearing remained regal. If anything, the sight of her covered in the seed of so many men seemed to make Alistar's eyes burn brighter with desire.

"The offering has been made." Jonathan declared, his voice carrying across the now-hushed crowd. "Now, before all gathered here, I declare these two joined as mates." He turned to Alistar. "You may claim your mate."

Alistar stepped forward, his muscular arms wrapping around Talitha's thighs. He lifted her with ease, her back pressed against his polished armour. His cock, already hard from watching the ceremony, found her well-used entrance. She reached down to guide him in, gasping as he filled her.

The Sentinel leader held her legs spread wide, displaying her to the gathered crowd as he began to thrust upward. Talitha's head fell back against his shoulder, her moans echoing across the platform. The cum from her previous partners leaked out, dripping down onto the wooden boards below.

"You're mine now," Alistar growled into her ear, his hips driving up harder. Talitha's breasts bounced with each powerful thrust.

"Yes," she purred. "All yours."

Alistar's rhythm grew more intense, his powerful thrusts lifting Talitha off her feet with each movement. She cried out, her voice carrying across the crowd as her mate claimed her fully. With a final growl, Alistar buried himself deep inside her, adding his seed to the mixture already coating her inner walls.

The crowd erupted in cheers and applause. "Long may they stand!" several voices called out, quickly joined by others until the chant echoed across the gathered masses.

Alistar gently lowered Talitha to her feet, though he kept one arm wrapped possessively around her waist. Her body glistened with sweat and cum, the various loads dripping down her toned flesh. According to tradition, she would remain this way through the feast - a visible symbol of the offering that preceded their joining.

The celebration moved into the great hall of the Dread Tower, where tables groaned under the weight of food and drink. Talitha sat proudly beside Alistar at the high table, accepting congratulations from well-wishers with the same dignity she'd shown during the ceremony.

As the maids brought out another round of wine, Alistar rose from his seat and made his way to where Jonathan sat. The Sentinel leader's eyes were clear and focused.

"My lord," Alistar said, bowing his head slightly. "I owe you an apology of sorts."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "Oh?"

"When we first met, I must admit, I wasn't certain about following you. A sorcerer, and one who seemed to stumble into leadership at that." Alistar's eyes drifted to where Talitha sat, chatting with some of his warriors. "But you've proven yourself worthy of trust time and again. The way you've honoured us today, how you've led us all... I was wrong to doubt."

"Your doubts were reasonable—" Jonathan replied, but Alistar held up a hand.

"Let me finish. When we retake the Southlands—and we will—I intend to make Talitha my queen there. The people will need strong leadership to rebuild, and she has both the warrior's spirit and the diplomatic touch needed." He placed a hand on Jonathan's shoulder. "And they'll need allies they can trust. I hope we can count on the Dread Tower's continued support?"

Jonathan nodded, and Alistar broke into a broad grin. "Excellent! Now, I believe my mate is signalling that she requires more wine. If you'll excuse me, my lord."

The Sentinel leader returned to Talitha's side, leaving Jonathan to watch as the celebration continued around him. The sounds of laughter and music filled the hall.


14: Capitalism

Jonathan followed Saikhi through the treasury vault. Everything valuable in the Dread Tower was kept behind several layers of security. A vault door, a magical alarm system, and two permanently stationed guards. Fade had cared about security, but fortunately for Jonathan, Fade had also left the codes to deactivate the various security systems on a piece of parchment under his mattress.

Jonathan was trying not to stare at the goblin cum still trickling down Saikhi's thighs. The ashborn seemed unbothered by her state, her dress wrinkled and her hair a mess as she methodically counted stacks of crowns.

"The Dread Tower's finances are adequate, Master," she said, making notes in her ledger. "We have approximately two thousand crowns in liquid assets, plus various magical items of value."

"That's not bad," Jonathan said. He did a quick conversion in his head; 2000 crowns had the buying power of about $1,000,000. "But we'll burn through that pretty quick on equipment, wages, and repairs."

Saikhi nodded, unconsciously rubbing her belly. "Indeed. The food tribute alleviates a bit of our stress, but we need sustainable income sources." She shifted uncomfortably, more goblin cum dripping onto the floor. "Perhaps we could leverage the tower's reputation? Charge for protection?"

"Maybe." Jonathan watched another drop of cum trail down her leg. "You didn't have to come straight here after... You know."

"Nonsense, Master." Saikhi smiled. "My duties come first. Besides, the breeding was quite invigorating."

Jonathan's eyes lit up as an idea struck him. "What if we build a village? Right here at the base of the tower?"

Saikhi tilted her head, considering. "A settlement would provide steady tax revenue."

"Exactly! We've got all this empty land around us. We could lease plots, encourage merchants to set up shops." Jonathan gestured excitedly. "Create a proper economy."

"Mmm, yes." Saikhi made more notes in her ledger, then glanced up with a sly smile. "Maybe a brothel too."

Jonathan nearly choked. "A brothel?"

"Indeed. Traders, mercenaries, and travellers always seek entertainment. The tower's reputation might actually help draw customers. Maybe offer exotic encounters?" Saikhi blushed.

"You've really thought this through." Jonathan was surprised. Well, not too surprised when he thought about it.

"Of course, Master. As your administrator, I consider all revenue streams. Besides, after my recent experiences, I can attest that there's quite a market for unusual encounters."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "Right. Well, let's put that on the list of possibilities."

Jonathan cleared his throat, trying to keep his voice casual. "So, uh, how's the breeding program going overall?"

Saikhi's eyes lit up with academic enthusiasm, despite the lewd subject matter. "Very well, Master! The goblins are quite effective in their duties, and several of the volunteer women are showing early signs. I suspect many are already carrying."

"Already?" Jonathan's eyebrows shot up. "That was fast."

"Goblin pregnancies are remarkably efficient, only about one month from conception to birth, and the children only take a few months to mature to adulthood." Saikhi rubbed her belly, a thoughtful expression on her face. "Given how productive they've been with me today, I wouldn't be surprised if I'm with child soon myself, if I am not already."

The casual way she discussed potentially being knocked up by goblins made Jonathan's cock twitch. He tried to focus on the practical aspects of the situation. "And the goblins themselves? Besides the, uh, breeding?"

"Oh!" Saikhi brightened even more. "They're exceptional craftsmen, Master. Their metalwork is particularly impressive, and they have an innate talent for mining. Several have already identified promising mineral deposits."

She flipped through her ledger. "We could establish workshops. Have them craft weapons, armour, and tools. There's always a market for quality metalwork. Combined with whatever ore they extract…" She did some quick calculations. "We could see significant returns within months."

"That's perfect," Jonathan said. "We get valuable goods to sell, and they get-"

"Regular breeding opportunities," she finished matter-of-factly. "It's a mutually beneficial arrangement."

Jonathan tried not to picture it and failed miserably. "As long as everyone's happy."

"Very much so, Master." Saikhi made another note in her ledger, then squirmed slightly. "Though I should probably clean up soon. The warmth inside is rather distracting." She paused, then added with scholarly precision, "Goblin seed seems to maintain its temperature longer than other species cum. Fascinating, really."

"Right. Fascinating."

Saikhi left to get herself cleaned up. Meanwhile, Jonathan paced the treasury while waiting for Saikhi to return, reviewing the stacks of coins and precious items. He kept thinking about how he could build a thriving settlement; the possibilities were exciting. When Saikhi returned an hour later, she looked refreshed and pristine.

"Much better," she said, retrieving her ledger. "Now, about attracting settlers, Master. I believe we should focus on craftspeople and merchants initially. They bring both skills and connections."

"Good thinking. What's your plan?"

"We should send word to nearby towns and trading posts." Saikhi's quill scratched across the parchment as she wrote. "Emphasise the opportunities here. Here, they can have a fresh start, protection of the tower, and readily available resources. The goblins can help construct basic homes and workshops quickly."

Jonathan nodded. "We could offer the first few settlers free land grants, get things started."

"Indeed. And perhaps subsidise their initial building materials." Saikhi did some quick calculations. "If we invest five hundred crowns now, we could have basic infrastructure for fifty families in very little time."

"That's perfect. The sooner we get people here, the sooner we can start generating income." Jonathan moved closer to examine her figures. "What kind of buildings should we prioritise?"

"Living quarters first, then workshops and storage." Saikhi shifted closer to him, her body radiating warmth. "A marketplace would be essential too. And perhaps..." she glanced up at him through her lashes, "that brothel we discussed."

Jonathan peered down Saikhi's cleavage as she spoke, a gesture that was not left unnoticed.

"Master," she smiled, setting aside her ledger. "I've been remiss in my duties to you. The goblins have had their fill today, but you..." Her hand traced down his chest. "When was the last time I properly served you?"

Jonathan swallowed hard as Saikhi's fingers found his hardening cock through his pants. "Before the goblins moved in."

"Far too long." Saikhi's blue eyes darkened with desire. "I may have promised the goblins their breeding rights, but you are still my Master." She squeezed him.

Saikhi sank to her knees, her dress pooling around her as she pulled Jonathan toward one of the coin piles. She tugged his pants down, freeing his throbbing cock.

"Let me show you how much I've learned, Master." She guided him down onto the pile of crowns, the metal cool against his back. She hiked up her dress and straddled him, her pussy already dripping wet. Jonathan groaned as she sank onto his length, taking him to the hilt in one smooth motion.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," he gasped as she began to ride him. Her movements were precise and practised, each roll of her hips designed to maximise their mutual pleasure. This wasn't the shy librarian he'd rescued in Cliffside – she was a sexual creature now.

"I've studied extensively," she said, grinding down on him. She clenched around him, making him moan. "And I apply myself thoroughly to all my studies."

The coins shifted and clinked beneath them as she rode him harder, her massive tits bouncing hypnotically. Jonathan reached up to grab them, making her gasp as he pinched her nipples. Her pussy squeezed him in response, milking his cock with expert control.

"Such a good student," he groaned. "Such a perfect little slut."

"Only for you, Master." She leaned down, her white hair falling around them like a curtain. "And the goblins, of course." She kissed him deeply, her tongue claiming his mouth as thoroughly as her pussy claimed his cock.

Jonathan thrust up into her, making the coins scatter across the vault floor. Her inner walls rippled around him – she'd clearly learned how to control those muscles. Each squeeze and release felt calculated to drive him wild, to milk every drop of pleasure from him.

"I love feeling you inside me, Master," she moaned. "So different from the goblins. They're rough and quick, but you..." She rolled her hips in a way that made him see stars. "You make me feel like your precious treasure."

The thought of her getting railed by goblins earlier, combined with her expert pussy control, pushed Jonathan closer to the edge. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as she bounced on his cock.

"That's it, Master," she panted. "Fill me up. Add your seed to theirs." Her academic precision, combined with filthy talk, was driving him wild. "I want to feel it all inside me."

"Fuck, Saikhi!" Jonathan's cock pulsed as he came hard, flooding her pussy. She moaned in delight, still grinding on him as he emptied himself inside her.

"Perfect." she sighed, collapsing onto his chest. "Your cum feels so hot mixing with theirs." She nuzzled his neck. "I should write a comparative study on the various properties of different species' ejaculate. The temperature variations alone are fascinating."

Jonathan laughed, still catching his breath. "Only you would think about research at a time like this."

"Knowledge is power, Master." She sat up, his softening cock still inside her. "And I intend to be very powerful." She smiled wickedly. "In all areas of study."

The coins dug into his back, but Jonathan didn't care. Watching his formerly shy librarian transform into this confident, sexual creature was worth any discomfort. She was still brilliant, but now she applied that same dedication to pleasure as she did to her books.

Saikhi shifted her hips, sending little sparks of pleasure through Jonathan's oversensitive cock. Despite just cumming, he felt himself beginning to harden again inside her.

"Already, Master?" Your recovery time of is quite impressive." She clenched around him deliberately, drawing a groan from his lips.

"Fuck, how are you so good at this?" Jonathan moaned a few minutes later. He grabbed her ass, guiding her movements as she began to ride him again.

"The goblins have given me plenty of opportunities to perfect my technique."

That mental image sent Jonathan over the edge again. He thrust up hard, spilling inside her for the second time. Saikhi moaned in satisfaction, grinding against him until she'd wrung out every last drop.


15: Leaving

Garth lounged in the plush VIP booth, sipping expensive whiskey as he watched Myst through the one-way mirror. The raven-haired beauty had a customer's cock in her delicate hand, working it with slow, inexperienced strokes. Her green dress had ridden up her thighs as she knelt between the man's legs.

"She's really taken to the work." Madame Rose purred, settling onto the leather couch beside him. Her corset creaked as she leaned forward to pour herself a drink. "Such a natural. Started with just serving drinks, now look at her."

Through the glass, Myst quickened her pace. The customer's head fell back, his hands gripping the arms of his chair. Her technique was still amateur, too gentle, and lacked sufficient variation, but her innocent enthusiasm made up for it. The way she bit her lower lip in concentration was like she was trying to solve a particularly difficult puzzle.

"Shame we're leaving in the morning," he said, adjusting himself in his armour. "Could have made a proper whore out of her eventually."

Rose hummed in agreement. "The customers already love her. That innocent act, combined with her willingness to please? Gold mine."

The man tensed, his hips lifting off the chair. Myst's eyes went wide as his cock erupted, painting her hand with thick ropes of cum. Garth watched, fascinated, as the semen seemed to sink into her skin. She didn't even have to clean up between customers.

"Heard there's a new brothel being set up near the Dread Tower," Garth said, finishing his whiskey. "They are building a whole village there. Might be worth getting in on the ground floor."

"Oh?" Rose raised an eyebrow. "Planning to set up shop yourself?"

"Maybe." He watched as Myst collected her tip, tucking the coins into her cleavage with a shy smile. "A girl like her could make good money there. Still needs to be broken in properly, though. She's too hesitant. Needs to learn to love it."

Rose chuckled, a dark sound that matched the predatory gleam in her eyes. "Don't they all, dear? Don't they all?"

Myst straightened her dress. The man was already tucking himself away, probably heading home to his wife, while Myst prepared for her next customer. She had no idea she was being watched, no idea that her future was being decided.

"To new ventures," Rose said, raising her glass.

Garth clinked his empty tumbler against hers. "And broken in whores."

Myst's final two customers of the night proved just as eager as the first. Her small hands worked their cocks with growing confidence, though she still couldn't bring herself to use her mouth like some of the other girls. The men didn't seem to mind. Her innocent act and pretty face more than made up for her basic technique.

Dawn found them at the stables, where four forrin waited impatiently in their stalls. The massive war-birds scratched at the hay-strewn ground, their powerful legs easily capable of carrying armoured riders for days. Myst eyed the beasts nervously; they were at least twice the size of any ostrich she'd seen on Earth.

"Ever ridden before?" Garth asked, helping her onto one of the gentler mounts. His hand lingered on her waist longer than necessary.

"No," she admitted, gripping the saddle horn tightly. The forrin shifted beneath her, making her squeak.

Borris and Sten arrived as they were securing the last of their supplies. The two lieutenants were dressed for travel in leather armour, swords at their hips. Sten's eyes roamed over Myst's body, lingering on where her dress had ridden up her thighs.

"Long way to the Dread Tower," Borris commented as they rode through Cliffside's eastern gate. "Why not cut through the northern forest?"

"Too dangerous. Never again." Garth replied. "Better to stick to the trade roads, even if it takes us past Heartland and the Brute Legion's territory."

Myst's thighs already ached from the unfamiliar motion of riding. "The Brute Legion?"

"Former Imperial troops," Sten explained, pulling his mount alongside hers. "Mean bastards, but they usually leave traders alone."

The morning sun climbed higher as they rode east, the city walls shrinking behind them. Fields of wheat stretched to the horizon, broken only by the occasional farmhouse or windmill. Myst tried to focus on the scenery instead of her growing discomfort, but the forrin's gait made that problematic.

Garth led them at a steady pace, clearly familiar with the route. He'd been suspiciously vague about his plans for the Dread Tower, mentioning only that he knew people there and could set up a new business. Which wasn't entirely a lie, but Garth was planning to use a fake name to avoid any unpleasantries. Myst didn't particularly care; she just wanted to find her brother, and apparently, he might be at this "Dread Tower".

Myst shifted in her saddle, trying to find a more comfortable position. Her dress wasn't made for riding, and she could feel eyes on her every time it rode up. Between that and the lingering warmth in her palm from last night's work, she was beginning to wonder if she'd made a terrible mistake trusting these men.

But the coins tucked safely in her bag reminded her why she was here. If jerking off strangers and enduring some lecherous looks was what it took to find Jonathan, then that's what she'd do. She just hoped her brother appreciated what she was going through to see his perverted ass.

The sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in deep purples and reds. After a long day of riding, they made camp in a small clearing just off the trade road. Myst's thighs burned from hours in the saddle as she helped gather firewood, while Borris and Sten tended to the forrin.

"Come here a moment," Garth called from where he sat by the freshly lit fire. His expression was unreadable in the flickering light. "There's something we need to discuss."

Myst approached cautiously, sitting herself on a fallen log across from him. The other two men finished with the mounts and joined them, forming a loose circle around the flames.

"What is it?" she asked, rubbing her sore legs.

Garth cleared his throat. "There's one more arrangement we need to settle. Part of the payment I promised my men for escorting us."

Her stomach dropped. "What kind of arrangement?"

"Each night of the journey," he said, leaning forward, "you'll need to service each of them. With your mouth."

Myst's face went hot. "What? But I thought—"

"The deal was protection and transport in exchange for your skills." Garth's tone hardened slightly. "Did you think just handjobs at the Feisty Faen would cover the cost of three armed escorts and forrin for such a long journey?"

She glanced at Borris and Sten. They were watching her intently, hunger evident in their eyes. The reality of her situation crashed down around her – alone in the wilderness with three armed men who clearly expected payment in flesh.

"I..." she swallowed hard. The coins in her bag suddenly felt very light compared to the weight of this revelation. But what choice did she have? They were already a day's ride from Cliffside. Even if she could steal a forrin, she had no idea how to get to the Dread Tower.

"Fine," she whispered, hating how her voice trembled. "But this wasn't fair. You should have told me before we left."

Garth shrugged. "Would it have changed your decision? You need to get to the Dread Tower. We can get you there safely. The price is what it is."

Myst closed her eyes, steeling herself. She'd already crossed so many lines trying to find Jonathan. What was one more? "Who's first then?"

"Ladies' choice," Sten said with a grin.

She looked between the three men, then pointed at Borris. Better to start with the quietest one. He moved to sit on the log, spreading his legs as she knelt between them.

The next hour passed in a blur of shame and determination. She worked each cock with her mouth, trying to remember what she'd seen other girls do at the Feisty Faen. Borris was mercifully quick, spilling across her tongue with a grunt. The familiar tingle as she absorbed his seed almost felt like a mockery now.

Sten took longer, his hands tangled in her hair as he guided her movements. By the time Garth took his turn, her jaw ached and tears pricked at her eyes. He at least had the decency to finish quickly, patting her head almost paternally afterwards.

"Good girl," he praised. "See? Not so bad. Get some sleep now, long ride tomorrow."

Myst retreated to her bedroll, wrapping herself tightly in the thin blanket. As she drifted off, she tried to focus on her goal. Find Jonathan. Find a way home. And maybe, just maybe, figure out why her body hungered for more even as her mind recoiled in shame.

The men's quiet conversation around the fire eventually faded into the night sounds of the wilderness. Myst's last thought before sleep took her was a desperate hope that the Dread Tower wasn't too far away.


16: King

Tellik lounged on the ornate wooden throne of Rainfell, a satisfied smirk playing across his face as he watched his two wives compete for his attention. Their royal dresses were pulled down below their breasts as they knelt before him, both eyeing his thick cock with hungry expressions.

"I can take him deeper than you ever could." Kianna taunted, running her tongue along the underside of his shaft.

Vianna scoffed, her fingers wrapping around the base. "You wish. I'm the one who made him cum twice last night."

"Fuck, that's right," Tellik growled, his hand finding the back of Kianna's head as she engulfed his cock. Her lips stretched wide around his girth, taking him halfway before Vianna yanked her back by the hair.

"My turn, sister," Vianna said greedily, immediately swallowing him to the root. Her throat contracted around him as she suppressed her gag reflex.

The sisters traded places again and again, each trying to outdo the other with their oral skills. Kianna focused on the head, her tongue swirling expertly, while Vianna preferred to take him deep, her nose pressing against his pelvis. Their matching beauty marks twitched as they worked, four eyes staring up at him with determination.

"So eager." Tellik chuckled, his hips lifting slightly off the throne. "Fighting over my cock like proper wives."

Kianna straddled Tellik first, sinking on his length with a satisfied moan. Her sister watched with barely concealed jealousy as she began to ride him, her hips rolling in practised motions. Tellik's hands found her waist, guiding her movements as she bounced on his cock.

"Fuck yes." Kianna panted, her head thrown back in pleasure. "Nobody fills me up like you do."

"My turn!" Vianna demanded after a few minutes, practically shoving her sister aside. She quickly took her place, facing away from Tellik so he could watch her ass bounce as she impaled herself on his thick shaft. Her pussy gripped him like a vice as she worked herself up and down.

The sound of footsteps echoing through the throne room made them all freeze in place. A female faen in leather ranger armour strode purposefully toward them, her expression neutral as she took in the scene.

"My King, my Queens," Fiafa said with a slight bow, seemingly unfazed by their state of undress. "I have my scouting report."

"Don't worry about the display," Tellik said casually as he continued to fuck Vianna. "What news do you bring?"

Fiafa's professional demeanour never wavered. "The Dread Tower has been actively recruiting, my lord. They're offering free land within the growing settlement at its base. Many displaced people are finding the offer tempting."

"Interesting." Tellik leaned forward, his earlier playfulness replaced by a focused expression. "And the western shores?"

"The Pirate Union grows bolder by the day. Their ships have been spotted patrolling closer to our coastline. While they haven't attempted landfall yet, their increased presence is concerning." Fiafa's hand rested on the hilt of her sword. "They're checking our defences, watching for weaknesses."

Kianna and Vianna exchanged worried glances. The fall of the Empire had left a power vacuum, and it seemed everyone wanted a piece of Rainfell's territory.

"How close have they come?" Tellik asked, his voice carrying the weight of command despite his current activity.

"Within viewing distance of our coastal watchtowers. They're not even trying to hide anymore." Fiafa's lips pressed into a thin line. "If I may speak freely, my lord, I believe they're planning something. These aren't just routine patrols anymore."

"I agree." Tellik nodded grimly. "Double the coastal patrols. I want to know the moment they make any aggressive moves."

"Yes, my lord, and what of the Dread Tower?"

Tellik's hands gripped Vianna's hips tighter as he considered the situation. "If they're offering free land, perhaps we should 'take some'. Send in eyes to watch the Dread Tower from up close."

"I'll go," Kianna said eagerly, pushing her sister aside to mount Tellik once more. Her pussy swallowed his cock as she settled onto him. "I can pose as—"

"No." Tellik's voice was firm even as his cock twitched inside her. "Your place right now is here, on my cock. We need an heir, and you're too valuable to risk on a spy mission."

Kianna pouted but didn't argue, focusing instead on grinding against him.

"Fiafa." Tellik continued, his breathing slightly laboured. "Take your brother, Frekk. Pose as hunters looking to establish themselves in a new area. That should give you plenty of reasons to scout without raising suspicion. I will tend to the military whilst you are away."

"As you command, my lord." Fiafa bowed again, still maintaining her professional demeanour despite Kianna's increasingly loud moans. "We'll depart at first light."

Fiafa's footsteps faded as she left the throne room, leaving the royal trio to their pleasure. Tellik pulled both queens close, their bodies pressed together as he alternated between their dripping entrances. Kianna and Vianna's lips met in a passionate kiss, their tongues dancing as they ground against each other.

"Please, fill me up," Kianna begged between kisses, her fingers tangling in her sister's hair. "I need your cum so badly."

Vianna moaned into her sister's mouth. "No, it's my turn. I want to feel you shoot deep inside me."

Their pussies rubbed together as Tellik's cock slid between them, coating all three of them in their combined wetness. The throne room echoed with the sounds of their pleasure.

As he watched his wives writhe against each other, Tellik's thoughts drifted to the growing threats to his kingdom. Jonathan's power base at the Dread Tower was expanding faster than anticipated. The sorcerer's had proven to be remarkably resourceful and that his powers made him particularly dangerous. Perhaps it was time to seek new alliances, or perhaps old ones. The lizardfolk came to mind. If he could help end their bickering and convince them that Jonathan posed a threat...

His strategic planning was interrupted by Kianna's particularly loud moan as she ground harder against his shaft. "Please, my king, I need it. Fill me with your royal seed."

Tellik pulled her onto his cock fully. Despite what Vianna would have Tellik believe, today was Kianna's turn, and he would make sure she was properly bred. His thrusts became more forceful, more purposeful, as Vianna kissed down her sister's neck.

"That's it." Vianna purred, her hands cupping Kianna's bouncing breasts. "Take his cock like a proper queen."

Tellik's release built quickly as he watched his wives pleasure each other. His cock swelled inside Kianna's tight channel, her walls clenching around him desperately. With a growl, he buried himself to the hilt, flooding her womb with his seed.

Kianna cried out in ecstasy, her body shuddering as she came around his pulsing shaft. Vianna held her sister steady, whispering encouragements as Tellik emptied himself completely.

"Let's put a proper heir in you." Tellik smiled, his cock still twitching inside her.

Kianna collapsed against her sister, cum leaking from her well-used pussy as Tellik finally withdrew. He watched his wives with satisfaction, already planning his next moves to secure Rainfell's future.


17: Construction

Jonathan stood atop a half-finished stone wall, watching the construction efforts below. The morning sun cast long shadows across the growing settlement at the base of the Dread Tower. Goblins scurried about carrying lumber and stone, while Sentinels directed traffic and supervised the more complex building tasks.

"No, no, no!" Lily zoomed through the air, her wings shimmering in the sunlight. "The support beams go on the inside of the wall." Goblins were not used to building human houses and didn't quite get the aesthetics at play.

The goblins grumbled but followed her instructions. Jonathan couldn't help but smile, for someone who constantly complained about being stuck here, Lily sure took the town's construction seriously.

"My lord!" A Sentinel called up to him. "The eastern quarter is ready for inspection."

Jonathan made his way down the scaffolding, his midnight-blue cloak billowing behind him as he dropped down. The settlement was progressing nicely, although he noticed a distinct lack of females among the workers. The goblins were getting antsy. Saikhi had explained that the goblin libido works off a positive feedback loop: the more sex they got, the more sex they needed. The breeding program, although useful in the long run, had made the current batch of goblins rather sexually frustrated.

"Careful with those stones!" Lily shouted at another group. "If you break them again, I swear to god-"

"They're doing their best," Jonathan said as he approached her. "Though I am a bit concerned about the, uh, demographic situation."

Lily rolled her eyes. "You mean how there's nothing but horny male goblins? Yeah, I noticed. They've been humping the building materials when they think no one's looking."

As if on cue, a commotion broke out near the nearly constructed tavern. Two goblins were fighting over a curved piece of wood, making rather suggestive gestures with it.

"For fuck's sake," Lily muttered. "Hey! You two! Put that down before you hurt yourselves!"

Sentinel broke up the fight, confiscating the piece of wood. The goblins skulked away.

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "We need to address this soon. Sexual frustration is detrimental to worker morale. Trust me, I took a whole course on workplace dynamics in college."

"Did your economics degree cover horny goblin management?" Lily landed next to him.

"Actually, there was this one case study about mining towns and... never mind." Jonathan watched as more goblins carried materials past them, their eyes lingering a bit too long on Lily. She shooed them away with a threatening gesture.

The construction continued throughout the morning. Jonathan approved the eastern quarter's progress and helped resolve various disputes, mostly involving goblins fighting over vaguely sexually shaped building materials or holes in walls that were "just the right height."

"We should probably start recruiting some female workers," Jonathan said as he reviewed the construction plans. "Or perhaps move some of the breeders up here."

Lily nodded, hovering over the plans. "Yeah, unless you want them to start fucking the mortar."

Jonathan made a mental note to speak with Saikhi about bringing some of the breeding females up from the goblin caves. The sooner the better - he didn't want to deal with property damage from sexually frustrated workers.

"Let's go over what we've actually managed to build," Lily said, pulling out a scroll and unfurling it. "The tavern's almost done - thank fuck, because these guys need somewhere to drink after work. The first block of houses is finished, and the second block should be done by the end of the week."

"What about the marketplace?" Jonathan asked, studying the plans.

"Foundation's laid, but we need more stone for the stalls." Lily marked something on the scroll with a quill that materialised from nowhere. "The goblins keep trying to make the support poles look like dicks, by the way. I've had to reject their work three times already."

Jonathan chuckled. "At least they're creative."

"Oh, and you'll love this." Lily's wings fluttered excitedly. "Word's getting around fast about our little town. We've got a whole list of people wanting to move in once we've got enough housing."

"Really? From where?"

"Everywhere!" Lily gestured expansively. "Got some craftsmen from the Heartlands, a few faen families from the western forests. There's even a group of merfolk asking about setting up near the river."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "Merfolk? On land?"

"Yeah, these can walk on land, they just prefer water. You'll be happy to know they have relatively human anatomy, sure they have fins, blue skin, and hidden gills, but you can fuck them all the same." Lily consulted her scroll again. "There are almost more than we can take in. Many people are seeking a fresh start after the Empire's collapse. Even got some Ashborn interested."

"Sounds like we'll be quite diverse." Jonathan mused.

"Very diverse. Even more so than Cliffside if you'd believe it. Though Cliffside is getting even more diverse with the slave trade bringing in people." Lily made a face. "At least here everyone's coming by choice. Though I'm a bit worried about how all these different races will get along."

"We'll figure it out," Jonathan said, watching a goblin attempt to subtly hump a wooden post before a Sentinel shooed him away. "Though maybe we should prioritise finishing the guard barracks. Just in case."

"Already on it." Lily pointed to another section of the plans. "Should be done in two days, assuming the goblins stop trying to add 'decorative holes' to the walls."

Jonathan pinched the bridge of his nose. "Right. Definitely need to talk to Saikhi about those breeding females… Though, maybe add a gloryhole booth near the brothel."

"Pervert." Lily narrowed her eyes.


18: Teamwork

Marra's tail swished back and forth as she held Eya's thighs apart, watching Kordak's enhanced cock stretch the blood sorcerer's pussy. The succubus queen's fingers dug into Eya's soft flesh, leaving little purple marks that matched her own skin tone.

"That's it, fuck her harder." Marra encouraged. "Show her what that thick new cock can do."

Eya's back arched off the bed, her enlarged breasts bouncing with each powerful thrust. Her white hair was splayed across Marra's chest.

"Fuck, she's so tight," Kordak growled. His metal shards orbited around them lazily as he focused on pounding into Eya. Sweat gleamed on his muscled chest, highlighting his numerous scars.

Marra leaned down to whisper in Eya's ear. "You used to be a nurse right? You should work on your bedside manner." She flicked her tongue across Eya's earlobe. "You should thank Flanken for these lovely improvements."

Eya could only moan in response, her mind clouded with pleasure. Her new curves had made her more sensitive, and Kordak's enhanced girth hit spots inside her that made her see stars. Her hands clutched at the sheets as another orgasm built inside her.

"I think she's close," Marra announced gleefully. "Aren't you, pet? Going to cum all over that thick cock?"

Kordak increased his pace; the bed creaked dangerously under their vigorous fucking. "Gonna fill you up," he grunted. "Paint your insides white."

"Yes, fill this little nurse." Marra encouraged. Her tail snaked down to rub Eya's clit, making her cry out.

Eya's tits bounced wildly as she came, her pussy clenching around Kordak's cock. She screamed in ecstasy, her body shaking between Marra and Kordak.

"Fuck!" Kordak roared as he followed her over the edge. His metal shards vibrated in the air as he emptied himself deep inside Eya's convulsing pussy.

Marra watched with satisfaction as her two pets came down from their high. She'd worked hard to corrupt these sorcerers, to twist them into creatures of lust like herself. The way Eya's enlarged breasts heaved with each breath, how Kordak's enhanced cock slowly softened, it made her happy.

"Good pets," she cooed, finally releasing Eya's legs. "We'll have to thank Flanken properly for his contributions to your new forms." Her tail flicked playfully. "But first, I think it's my turn to play."

Marra slid forward, straddling Kordak's muscled thighs. His cock, still slick with Eya's juices, began to harden again under her touch. The succubus queen's tail wrapped around his shaft, stroking him back to full mast.

"You did so well taking those mountains," she purred, positioning herself above him. "The Blue Crests own the north now, thanks to you."

Her pussy engulfed his enhanced length in one smooth motion. Kordak groaned, his hands gripping her purple hips. His metal shards danced through the air, responding to his pleasure.

"Fuck, you're still so big." Marra moaned, beginning to ride him. Her breasts bounced freely as she worked her hips. "Flanken really outdid himself."

Eya watched through half-lidded eyes as Marra bounced on Kordak's cock. Her pussy still tingled from her own fucking, cum leaking onto the sheets beneath her.

"Watch closely, pet," Marra commanded between moans. "See how a queen rewards her faithful servants."

Kordak thrust up to meet her movements, making Marra cry out in pleasure. Her tail coiled around his thigh as she rode him harder, chasing her own release.

"Gonna cum again," Kordak growled, his muscles tensing.

"Fill me up," Marra demanded. "Give your queen every drop."

With a roar, Kordak erupted inside her, his metal shards falling to the ground as he did. Marra's own orgasm washed over her as she felt his hot cum flood her pussy. Her tail lashed through the air as she milked him dry.

Marra rolled off Kordak. Her tail swished contentedly as she looked at her two pets with satisfaction.

"You both performed wonderfully," she purred, stretching languidly on the bed. Her purple skin gleamed with sweat in the dim light. "But we cannot rest just yet, my pets, we have important business to attend to tonight."

Eya propped herself up on her elbows. "The diplomatic meeting."

"Mmm, yes." Marra's eyes glinted with wicked amusement. "Our dear chieftain will be entertaining the Green Spines' chieftess. And you, my talented blood witch, will help ensure the negotiations go smoothly."

"You want her to use her power on the chieftess?" Kordak reiterated the plan they had discussed earlier.

"Indeed." Marra bounced. "A forced union between the clans. Make her bow and submit to our chieftain's authority." Her lips curled into a cruel smile. "It's deliciously wicked, isn't it? And so much more elegant than simple violence."

Eya's fingers traced her sorcerer mark absently, considering the implications. Her power would ensure the chieftess couldn't resist, forcing her body to yield while her mind remained aware. The thought sent a shiver down her spine.

"The perfect way to seal an alliance." Marra continued, her voice dripping with dark anticipation. "Don't you think?"

The sun had set by the time the Green Spines delegation arrived at the Blue Crests' stronghold. Their polished armour gleamed in the torchlight as they marched through the gates, each warrior carrying themselves with practised discipline. At their head strode their chieftess, her emerald-scaled armour a masterwork of their clan's finest craftsmen.

Marra watched from the shadows of the great hall, full of anticipation. The Blue Crests warriors looked almost shabby in comparison to their visitors, their equipment notably inferior. It was exactly as she had planned – let them see the disparity, let them think they held the advantage.

"Welcome, honoured guests," the Blue Crests chieftain called out, his voice echoing through the hall. Marra had coached him well on his role. "We are grateful for this opportunity to discuss our clan's future."

The chieftess' golden eyes swept the room, taking in every detail. "Your message was unexpected," she said, her voice carrying the hint of a hiss. "The Blue Crests have always been proud. Some would say too proud."

"Times change," the chieftain responded, gesturing to the long table laden with food and drink. "The Red Scales grow stronger each day. Pride means little if we're all crushed beneath their heel."

The visiting warriors took their places, their armour clinking as they sat. Eya stood in the shadows near Marra. Her fingers twitched, feeling the pulse of blood in every body present.

"You speak of submission," the chieftess, leaning forward. "Of placing your clan under Green Spine protection. What guarantees do you offer that this isn't some elaborate trap?"

Kordak's metal shards hummed quietly as he stood guard, positioned where he could watch both the delegation and the exits. He was the backup plan if something went wrong. The tension in the room was palpable, like a bowstring drawn too tight.

"We offer our complete cooperation," the chieftain replied, following Marra's carefully scripted words. "Our resources, our warriors, our territory, all to serve the greater alliance under Green Spine leadership."

The Green Spines' warriors exchanged glances. They had come prepared for treachery, but this apparent capitulation seemed to unsettle them more than any show of force would have.

"And your special assets?" The chieftess's eyes flickered around. "We know you harbour sorcerers. Dangerous ones."

"All will serve the alliance," the chieftain assured her. "We understand that unity requires sacrifice."

Marra's lips curled into a smile as she watched the scene unfold. Everything was proceeding exactly as planned. The Green Spines had brought their best warriors, their finest equipment, their most experienced guards, and in doing so, they'd walked right into her trap. The chieftess' submission would be undeniable. The game was set, the pieces in position. All that remained was to spring the trap.

Marra's tail flicked once, the signal they had agreed upon. Eya's fingers curled as she reached out with her power, feeling the rush of blood through the chieftess' veins. The familiar sensation of control washed over her as she seized command of the proud warrior's body.

The chieftess's eyes widened in panic as her hands moved against her will, reaching for the clasps of her ornate armour. One by one, the pieces of her masterwork equipment fell to the floor with deliberate slowness. Her warriors stared in shock as their leader stripped herself bare before their rivals.

She tried to cry out, to demand explanations, but Eya's control extended to every muscle, including her vocal cords. The blood witch could feel the chieftess's attempts to resist, could sense her racing pulse and the surge of adrenaline through her system. It only made her control more absolute.

"My warriors." Eya made the chieftess speak, her voice dripping with submission, "I have been foolish. The old ways of clan leadership must change." The last piece of armour clattered to the ground, leaving the proud leader exposed before the gathering.

The Green Spine warriors half-rose from their seats, hands moving to weapons, but uncertainty stayed their blades. Their chieftess moved with fluid grace as Eya guided her around the table, each step precise and deliberate.

"What is the meaning of this?" one of the Green Spine guards demanded, but his voice wavered with confusion.

Eya bent the chieftess over the feasting table, making her arch her back in an unmistakably inviting pose. The blood witch could feel the leader's heart hammering against her ribcage, could sense the heat of her humiliation coursing through her veins.

"I see now what we truly need." Eya made the chieftess declare, her voice carrying clearly through the stunned silence of the hall. "Not an alliance of equals, but proper leadership. A strong man to guide both our clans, as it always should have been."

The Blue Crests chieftain rose from his seat, precisely as they had rehearsed. His eyes gleamed with triumph as he looked down at his rival's displayed form.

"The Green Spines have grown soft under female leadership," the controlled chieftess continued, her voice thick with manufactured desire. "We need the firm hand of a real leader. Someone to show us our proper place."

Eya could feel the chieftess' desperate attempts to fight back, to reclaim control of her body. But blood was Eya's domain now, and she kept the proud warrior firmly under her power. Each word, each movement, was a carefully orchestrated performance designed to break the Green Spines' spirit.

"Take me!" Eya forced the words from the chieftess' throat, making them sound eager and wanton. "Show everyone here how a real chieftain claims what is his. Let me prove my submission, my dedication to a proper union between our clans."

The Green Spine warriors remained frozen, trapped between their instinct to protect their leader and their ingrained obedience to her commands. The scene before them challenged everything they understood about their clan's hierarchy and traditions.

Marra's eyes glittered with dark amusement as she watched her plan unfold. The chieftess' humiliation would be complete; her authority would be shattered. And in the chaos that followed, the Blue Crests would emerge stronger than ever, with the succubus queen pulling the strings from the shadows.

The chieftain approached his displayed rival, his footsteps heavy with purpose. This was more than just a diplomatic meeting; it was a takeover.

Eya maintained her iron grip on the chieftess' body, ready for the next phase of Marra's plan. The proud leader of the Green Spines was about to learn exactly what kind of alliance the Blue Crests had in mind, and her warriors would bear witness to every moment of their leader's submission.

Two of the Green Spine guards stepped forward, their weapons half-drawn. The metal of their blades caught the torchlight, but before they could act, Eya flexed her power.

"Stand down!" the chieftess barked, her voice carrying the full weight of command despite her compromising position. "Any warrior who interferes will be executed for treason. This is my will, and you will respect it."

The guards froze, their scaled faces twisted with confusion and dismay. Their training required them to protect their leader, but they were absolutely obedient to their chieftess.

"I mean it." the controlled chieftess continued, her voice growing harsh. "Return to your positions. Now."

Slowly, reluctantly, the guards stepped back. Their weapons slid back into their sheaths with the quiet sound of defeat. They could only watch as their proud leader remained bent over the table, waiting for what was to come.

The Blue Crests chieftain positioned himself behind the displayed chieftess. His cock, already hard from the display of power, pressed against her entrance. With one firm thrust, he buried himself inside her.

The chieftess' body responded exactly as Eya commanded, arching into the penetration with a moan of feigned pleasure. "Yes!" Eya made her cry out. "Show them all how a real chieftain claims what is his!"

The Green Spine warriors stood rigid, their faces masks of barely contained shock and horror as they watched their leader being taken.


19: Roadblock

Garth's groan mixed with Borris and Sten's grunts as the three men reached their climax together. Their cocks pulsed, aimed at Myst's upturned face. But instead of coating her features, their release vanished the moment it touched her skin, absorbed by her mysterious power. The purple tattoo above her panty line glowed faintly with each absorption.

"Damn," Garth muttered, tucking himself back into his trousers. "Was hoping to see you properly decorated for once." He shook his head in disappointment. "Just isn't the same when it all disappears like that."

Myst wiped her face with the back of her hand, more out of habit than necessity since there wasn't anything to clean up. The familiar warmth spread through her body as she processed their essence. She was getting used to the sensation now, though she wasn't sure if that was a good thing.

"Sorry to disappoint," she said, rising from her knees. Her dress had thankfully stayed relatively clean during their little session. "But I don't control how my power works."

"No complaints here," Sten said. "A mouth's a mouth, magic or not."

"Real poetic, Sten." Borris chuckled, adjusting his belt. He glanced at Myst with what might have been concern. "You alright there?"

Myst nodded, smoothing down her dress. It wasn't ideal, servicing these three men daily, but she'd made her peace with it for now. The arrangement was temporary, just until they reached their destination. Besides, it could be worse; they weren't particularly rough with her, and it didn't make a mess.

"I'm fine," she assured them, trying to ignore how easily the words came now. A week ago, she would have been mortified by what she'd just done. Now it was becoming routine, just another part of her strange new life in this world.

Garth stretched, his armour creaking. "Well, that's our morning constitutional taken care of." He grinned at his own joke. "Better get moving if we want to make good time today."

As the men gathered their gear and prepared to break camp, Myst found herself lost in thought. She wasn't exactly enjoying these encounters, but she wasn't hating them either. It had become transactional in a way. They got their release, she got her protection, and everyone pretended it was perfectly normal. Maybe she was adapting too well to this world's strange morality, but for now, it seemed the path of least resistance.

She touched her tattoo absently, feeling the residual warmth of their combined essence still settling into her core. Just a means to an end, she reminded herself, just until she found Jonathan.

After they had packed up camp, the group moved along the road to the Dread Tower in relative silence, forrin feat crunching on loose gravel. The whole countryside was equally quiet, an eerie atmosphere that Garth hadn't seen in these parts since the war had ended. They'd passed three abandoned villages in as many days, each one bearing the tell-tale signs of Brute Legion activity, splintered doors, ransacked homes, and the occasional dark stain that Myst tried not to think too hard about.

"Another one up ahead," Borris called out, pointing to a cluster of buildings visible through the tree line. Smoke rose from what remained of the thatched roofs, though the fires that caused it had long since died out.

Garth adjusted his war hammer, eyes scanning the surroundings. "Keep alert. Legion's been through here recently."

Myst hugged herself as they passed through the village's broken gate. Personal belongings littered the muddy street: a child's doll, an overturned cart still half-loaded with vegetables now rotting in the sun, and a woman's shawl caught on a fence post.

"Where do you think everyone went?" she asked quietly.

"If they were lucky, they ran before the Brutes arrived," Sten replied, his usual lecherous demeanour subdued. "If not..." He didn't finish the thought.

"Heartland's not far now," Garth said, changing the subject. "Another day or two at most. Then it's just a matter of turning East to the Dread Tower."

They picked their way through the village quickly, no one wanting to linger in the ghost town. Myst found herself riding closer to the others, even if they weren't exactly the best of companions. Out here, with the evidence of the Brute Legion's brutality all around them, even their dubious protection felt better than nothing.

A massive armoured figure stepped onto the road ahead of them. His elaborate plate mail looked familiar to Garth. Two hulking brutes flanked him, their tusked faces twisted in permanent snarls. The central figure raised a gauntleted hand.

"Halt." His voice was deep but controlled, echoing slightly within his helmet.

Garth's hand went to his war hammer while Borris and Sten drew swords. Myst's heart pounded as she gripped her forrin's reins tighter, ready to bolt if needed.

"Well, well." Garth's voice carried a note of recognition. "If it isn't Commander Rike himself, or is it Grand Inquisitor Rike?"

The armoured figure inclined his head slightly. "Captain Garth. I didn't expect to find you on these roads." He paused, studying their group. "Though perhaps I should have. Many former soldiers have taken to alternative employment since the Empire's fall."

"Times change." Garth's grip on his hammer didn't loosen. "We're just passing through. No need for trouble."

"Indeed." Rike's posture remained rigid. "However, I'm afraid I must make a rather uncomfortable request." He gestured to Myst. "The Brute Legion requires tribute from travellers in these lands. Specifically, we are collecting women. Especially those with sorcerer marks." Rike pointed to Myst's mark glowing beneath her dress. Myst felt her blood run cold.

"Come now, Rike." Garth's voice hardened. "You're a man of honour, taking slaves isn't your style."

"But capturing sorcerers is." The former Inquisitor's helmet turned slightly toward his brute companions. "The Legion has its requirements, and I have my orders."

"She's under our protection," Borris spoke up, his sword edge catching what little sunlight filtered through the clouds.

"And we're not looking for a fight," Sten added, "but we'll give you one if you push this."

Rike's armoured shoulders rose and fell in what might have been a sigh. "Neither am I. But I'm afraid I must insist. The woman comes with us, or there will be battle."

The two brutes beside him shifted their weight, massive muscles rippling beneath their crude armour. Their hands rested on enormous weapons that looked more like slabs of metal than proper blades.

"Surely we can come to some arrangement." Garth's voice had taken on a calculating tone. "The Legion always appreciated crowns in the old days."

"This isn't about money." Rike's helmet shook slowly. "I'll ask once more, officially. Surrender the woman, and you may continue on your way unmolested. Refuse, and I cannot guarantee anyone's safety."

The air grew thick with tension as both sides waited for someone to make the first move. Myst's fingers trembled on the reins, her mount sensing her anxiety and pawing nervously at the ground. She knew she should feel grateful that Garth and his men were willing to defend her, but all she could focus on was the growing certainty that this situation was about to turn very ugly, very quickly.

The larger of the two brutes let out a frustrated growl, apparently tired of the diplomatic approach. Without waiting for Rike's command, he charged forward, massive blade raised high.

"Damn it!" Garth swung his war hammer to intercept, but Rike was already moving, his halberd forcing Garth to defend himself instead.

Sten and Borris rushed to meet the charging brute, but the second one flanked them immediately. The clash of steel rang out as four blades met, but the difference in strength was immediately apparent. The brutes' raw power sent both men stumbling backward, their boots sliding in the mud.

Myst's forrin reared in panic, nearly throwing her. Before she could steady herself, a massive hand grabbed the front of her dress, lifting her clean off the saddle. She found herself face-to-face with the first brute, his tusked mouth twisted in a leering grin. His long tongue slithered out, dragging a wet stripe up her cheek.

"Pretty little thing," he rumbled, his breath hot and rancid.

Disgust and fury surged through Myst. Without thinking, she balled her fist and swung, connecting solidly with the brute's jaw. To everyone's shock, including her own, the brute's eyes rolled back in his head. His grip on her dress went slack as he toppled backward like a felled tree, landing with an earth-shaking thud.

Myst landed on her feet, staring at her hand in disbelief. The warmth that had been building in her core over the past days suddenly made sense; all that absorbed essence hadn't just disappeared, it had been making her stronger.

A pained cry snapped her attention to where Sten and Borris were being overwhelmed. The remaining brute had Borris pinned against a damaged wall, massive blade pressing dangerously close to his throat. Sten lay in the mud nearby, clutching his side.

Moving with speed she didn't know she possessed, Myst sprinted forward. The brute turned at the sound of her approach, but too late. Her fist connected with his stomach, doubling him over. A second punch to his temple dropped him beside his unconscious companion.

"Holy shit." Borris gasped, sliding down the wall. "How did you—"

"Later." Myst cut him off, helping Sten to his feet. His wound wasn't deep, but he'd need attention soon.

The sound of clashing metal drew their attention to where Garth and Rike were still locked in combat. The former guard captain was skilled, but Rike's reach with his halberd kept him constantly on the defensive. Garth's movements were growing slower, his blocks becoming desperate.

Myst stepped forward, her heart pounding, but her newfound strength giving her confidence. She'd never been in a real fight before today, but she'd also never had the power to knock out a giant with one punch. She clenched her fists, feeling that familiar warmth course through her muscles.

"Commander Rike," she called out, her voice steadier than she felt. "I think it's time we discussed a different arrangement."


20: Litter

Jonathan sat at his desk in the Dread Tower, reviewing reports from the village's construction. Everything was proceeding much faster than expected, twice as fast. He pondered whether he should expand the project's scope when a knock at the door interrupted him.

"Come in," he called out.

Saikhi entered, and Jonathan's eyes widened at the sight before him. She was leading two small goblin children by their hands. Their skin was a striking shade of purple rather than the typical green, and they stood slightly taller than regular goblin younglings.

"Master, I'd like you to meet your first…" Saikhi paused with a mix of pride and nervousness. She continued. "These are my first litter of goblins."

"Wow, that was quick." Jonathan blurted out. He'd been so caught up in his duties over the past few weeks that he hadn't even noticed Saikhi's pregnancy. Come to think of it, he hadn't seen much of her lately at all. Inspecting Saikhi's body, she did seem slightly curvier than he remembered, but in the best possible way.

The two goblin children looked at him with intelligent eyes, much more aware than typical goblin young. They had Saikhi's white hair, though shorter and messier, and their eyes held a familiar glow, though more subdued than their mother's.

"Yes, the pregnancy was remarkably fast," Saikhi explained. "From what I've researched, goblin pregnancies typically last about one month, but these two..." She patted their heads affectionately. "They were ready in just two weeks."

Jonathan stood up from his desk and walked around to get a better look at them. The children didn't shy away; instead, they studied him with obvious curiosity.

"They're different from normal goblins." Saikhi continued. "I believe your seed might have affected their development. They're showing signs of intelligence far beyond what goblin children should have at this age. They're already speaking in full sentences."

"Hello, Lord Nightmare," the slightly taller one said, confirming Saikhi's assessment. Its voice was high-pitched but clear.

"We've heard lots about you," the other added with a mischievous grin that reminded Jonathan eerily of himself.

"And they're bigger too," Saikhi said, beaming with maternal pride. "The healers say they're about fifty per cent larger than typical goblin children their age. Not to mention their unusual colouring."

Jonathan crouched down to their level, fascinated. He'd known his powers could affect people in various ways, but this was something entirely new. These creatures were clearly mostly goblin, a little bit Ashborn, and part-whatever his magic had done to them.

"Have you named them?" he asked, still studying their features.

"Not yet," Saikhi replied. "I wanted to consult with you first, Master. After all, they're as much yours as they are mine... in a way." She blushed. "I thought you might want to have some input on their names. This one is female and the other one is male."

The children continued to watch Jonathan with those unnervingly intelligent eyes, waiting to see what he would do next. He could already tell these two were going to make things around the Dread Tower even more interesting than they already were.

"Let's go with Gobby and Gobbo." Jonathan smiled.

Saikhi's face lit up. "Those are wonderful names, Master. Simple yet perfect for them." Her smile was radiant with maternal joy.

Before Jonathan could react, both Gobby and Gobbo rushed forward and wrapped their small arms around his legs in an enthusiastic hug. Jonathan's heart jumped into his throat. His powers! He tensed, ready for the worst. The last thing he needed was to explain to Child Services, if they even existed in this world, why two children were overcome with unnatural lust.

But nothing happened. The children just squeezed his legs tighter, giggling as they did so.

"Thank you for the names!" Gobby chirped, her voice muffled against his pant leg.

"Yeah, they're great!" Gobbo agreed, his purple face split in a wide grin as he looked up at Jonathan.

Jonathan carefully placed a hand on each of their heads, still waiting for his power to kick in. When it didn't, he let out a long breath he hadn't realised he'd been holding. "Well, that's unexpected," he said, looking up at Saikhi. "They seem completely immune to my abilities."

"I believe it might be because they were conceived while I was under the influence of your power. Perhaps they inherited some form of natural resistance?"

Jonathan gently ruffled their white hair, relieved he wouldn't have to worry about accidentally corrupting his, well, whatever they were to him. Step-children? Magical goblin offspring? He decided not to dwell too much on the specifics of their relationship. What mattered was that they were here, they were healthy, and most importantly, they weren't trying to hump his leg.

"I should get back," Saikhi said, gathering the children's hands in hers. "The goblins are expecting me for another breeding session. These two need to go to the nursery anyway, it's almost their nap time."

"Wait," Jonathan called out, an idea forming. "I want to make sure they get the best possible care and education. Would you be able to give them some extra tutoring when you have time? I know you're busy with your administrative duties and… other activities, but your knowledge would be invaluable to their development."

Saikhi's eyes lit up at the suggestion. "Of course, Master! I'd love to teach them. Perhaps an hour each evening? I could share stories of the Red Isles, teach them about administration, and help develop their natural intelligence." She looked down at the children with pride. "They're already showing such promise."

"Can we learn about the big tower too?" Gobbo asked, bouncing on his feet.

"And all the books in the library?" Gobby added, equally excited.

"Everything," Saikhi promised, squeezing their hands. "We'll learn everything we can."

"I'll make sure to visit regularly too." Jonathan said, smiling at the unusual family before him. "Maybe we can all have dinner together sometimes?"

"Yes!" both children exclaimed in unison.

"That would be wonderful, Master." Saikhi beamed. "But for now, we really must go. The breeding chamber is waiting, and these little ones need their rest."

As they headed toward the door, both children turned to wave goodbye to Jonathan. He waved back, watching as they disappeared into the hallway, their excited chatter about their upcoming lessons echoing back to him. He shook his head, still amazed at how his life had taken such an unexpected turn, was he a father?


21: Curiosity

Jonathan descended the winding stone steps into the laboratory beneath the Dread Tower. The air grew cooler and damper with each step, carrying a peculiar mix of earthy and chemical scents. He found Painsley hunched over a workbench, examining a viscous fluid in a glass vial.

"Hey there, 'daddy' dearest." Painsley cackled without looking up. "How's the family life treating you?"

Jonathan groaned, rubbing the back of his neck. "So you heard."

"I did, and it's fucking hilarious." She finally turned to face him, grinning wickedly. "Two little purple goblin rugrats running around calling you papa. Who would've thought?"

"Yeah, yeah, laugh it up." He walked over to examine the large glass tank that dominated one corner of the lab. Inside, the mass of writhing tentacles was lazily bathed in mist. "How's your research going?"

"Pretty damn well, actually." Painsley hopped off her stool and joined him by the tank. "The secretions from this bad boy are amazing fertiliser. Been sending batches to Dormik, their crop yields are going to be through the fucking roof."

"That's actually really practical." Jonathan raised an eyebrow, impressed.

"What, did you think I was just down here getting tentacle-fucked all day?" She paused, then shrugged. "I mean, you wouldn't be wrong, but I'm a multitasker."

Jonathan chuckled, shaking his head. Painsley's bluntness was always refreshing, if a bit jarring.

"Problem is." Painsley continued, poking at the glass, "I'm getting bored. Haven't found any new creatures to tame around here lately. The woods are pretty picked clean, and most of what's left is just normal wildlife." She sighed dramatically. "A girl's got needs, you know?"

"Sorry to hear that." Jonathan tried to sound sympathetic while suppressing a smirk.

Painsley turned to face him, her expression suddenly thoughtful. She looked him up and down with an appraising eye that made him slightly nervous.

"You know..." she said slowly, a mischievous glint in her eye. "There is one cock around here I haven't tried yet."

Jonathan blinked. "Wait, what?"

"Oh, come on, don't act surprised." She stepped closer, pressing a finger to his chest. "I've been curious about that magic dick of yours lately. Saikhi, Talitha, and even Yianna make out like your cock is the best thing since sliced bread." She licked her lips. "I think I'm ready to generously offer you a taste of this premium faen pussy."

"Generous of you," Jonathan said dryly, though his pulse had quickened.

"Isn't it, though?" Painsley's hand trailed lower, making him inhale sharply. "Besides, I want to see what all the fuss is about. Whether you're worth all the trouble these other girls go through."

She pressed herself against him, her petite form radiating heat. "So what do you say? Want to help a girl scratch an itch?"

"I thought your pussy was for 'monster cock only'?" Jonathan teased.

"I think I will make an exception for magical cock." Painsley grinned.

Painsley's small hand slipped into Jonathan's pants and wrapped around his shaft. The instant her fingers made contact, her eyes went wide and her legs trembled. His arousal power surged through her, making her gasp.

"Holy fuck." she moaned, her grip tightening. "No wonder they're all addicted to you."

Jonathan's cock throbbed in her grasp as she stroked him. Her other hand fumbled with the zipper of her leotard, practically tearing it open in her desperation. She shoved him back against the workbench, sending vials clattering.

"Need it," she panted, yanking his pants down. "Need your cock right fucking now."

Her elastic pussy, able to take in all shapes and sizes, proved useful as she impaled herself on him in one swift motion. They both groaned as she took him to the hilt. Her inner walls clenched around him, impossibly tight despite her power.

"Fuck yes," she hissed, rolling her hips. "Better than any monster."

She rode him like a woman possessed, her petite body bouncing frantically on his shaft. Her orange hair whipped around her face as she threw her head back, crying out with each thrust. The workbench creaked beneath them.

"More," she demanded, clawing at his chest. "Give me more of that power."

Jonathan gripped her hips and thrust up into her, making her squeal. Her pussy stretched and squeezed around him, milking his cock with inhuman skill. Every time his power pulsed through her, she shuddered with fresh waves of pleasure.

"Gonna cum." she gasped after only a few minutes of frenzied fucking. "Gonna cum so hard on your magical dick." Her climax hit like a thunderbolt. She screamed, her whole body convulsing as her pussy clamped down.

The force of Painsley's orgasm nearly knocked her off balance, but Jonathan caught her. Without missing a beat, he spun her around and bent her over the workbench. Her leotard had been pushed aside, leaving her ass exposed and her dripping pussy on display.

"Fuck me," she begged, wiggling her hips. "Need more of that cock."

Jonathan slammed back into her, making her yelp. Her tiny pussy stretched to accommodate him perfectly, gripping him like a velvet vice. Each thrust sent waves of his power coursing through her small frame.

"So fucking good," she babbled, drooling onto the workbench. "Better than anything."

Her words dissolved into incoherent moans as Jonathan picked up the pace. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the laboratory. Behind them, the tentacle creature in the tank writhed more actively, as if excited by the display.

"Look at you," Jonathan grunted, spanking her ass. "The monster fucker, getting dick drunk on human cock."

"Can't help it." Painsley gasped between thrusts. "Your power... your cock... making me crazy."

She pushed back to meet his thrusts, desperate for more. Her pointed ears twitched with each impact. Jonathan grabbed a fistful of her orange hair, pulling her head back. The new angle made her squeal.

"Another one," she panted. "Gonna cum again. Fuck, fuck, FUCK!"

Her second orgasm was even more intense than the first. Her pussy spasmed around Jonathan's cock as she howled in pleasure. Her legs gave out completely, and only his grip on her hips kept her upright.

But Jonathan wasn't done. He flipped her over onto her back, sending more vials crashing to the floor. Painsley's eyes were glazed over with lust as he lifted her legs onto his shoulders. Her flexibility allowed him to fold her nearly in half as he drove into her again.

"More," she pleaded, her small tits bouncing with each thrust. "Don't stop. Don't ever stop."

Her pussy continued to massage his cock perfectly, adapting to provide the ideal amount of pressure. Combined with the constant feedback loop of his arousal power, it was driving them both mad with pleasure.

"Such a good cock." Painsley moaned deliriously. "Such good fucking magic. No wonder everyone wants you. No wonder they all... ah... all need you."

She came a third time, her whole body shaking. The force of her orgasm finally pushed Jonathan over the edge. He buried himself to the hilt as his cock erupted inside her. The instant his cum touched her inner walls, Painsley's eyes rolled back, and she passed out cold.

When Painsley awoke, she found herself lying on one of the laboratory's wooden chairs, her leotard already zipped back up. The floor had been swept clean of broken glass, and the scattered vials were organised neatly on a nearby shelf.

"Welcome back to the land of the living," Jonathan smirked from where he was wiping down the workbench.

"Fuck me." Painsley groaned, stretching. Her thighs trembled slightly. "That was intense."

"Yeah, the knockout effect tends to surprise people the first time."

"No kidding." She ran a hand through her messy hair. "Thanks for cleaning up my mess. Didn't expect your dick to make me lose control like that."

"Don't mention it." Jonathan shrugged. "Seemed like the least I could do after, well, you know."

"After you fucked my brains out?" Painsley grinned wickedly. "Yeah, I'd say we're even now. However, I might need another demonstration of that power sometime. Actually, how about now? Is now good?"

Painsley lunged forward before Jonathan could respond, her small hands already working at his pants. She dropped to her knees, her pointed ears twitching with excitement as she freed his cock.

"Let's get you ready for round two." She grinned up at him before wrapping her lips around his shaft. The instant her mouth made contact, she moaned around him, his power surging through her once again.

Jonathan gripped the edge of the workbench as Painsley's skilled tongue went to work. She took him deeper with each bob of her head. Her hands gripped his thighs as she worked him back to full hardness with enthusiastic determination.

"Fuck, you're good at this." Jonathan groaned.

Painsley pulled back with a wet pop, licking her lips. "Monster cocks have taught me a thing or two." She stroked him firmly. "Now I want to ride this magic dick again."

She stood and unzipped her leotard once more, letting it fall open. Without ceremony, she pushed Jonathan onto the chair and straddled him. Her elastic pussy stretched around him once again as she sank down.

"Much better." She purred, rolling her hips. "Now where were we? That's right, I want to OD on your dick."


22: Spies

Talitha sat in her makeshift office, a converted storage room in one of the newly constructed buildings near the Dread Tower. The space was sparse, decorated only with a few hunting trophies and her weapons rack. She studied the two faen siblings standing before her desk, her cat-like eyes taking in every detail.

"So." she said, leaning back in her chair, "You two claim to be hunters seeking a new home?" Her fingers absently traced the handle of one of her hatchets.

Fiafa stood at attention, her eyes meeting Talitha's gaze steadily. "Yes, General. My brother and I have been wandering since the war, looking for a place to settle. We heard rumours of a new settlement being built here."

Frekk lounged against the wall, his golden codpiece catching the light from the window. "Heard there's good hunting in these parts. Plus," he winked at Talitha, "the company is nice on the eyes."

Talitha's eyes narrowed at Frekk's obvious flirtation. "The hunting is adequate, yes. But we need more than just hunters here. What other skills do you possess?"

"I'm skilled with a bow and tracking," Fiafa said quickly, shooting her brother a warning glance. "Frekk is good with traps and..." she hesitated, "...gathering information."

"Information?" Talitha's ears perked up slightly.

Frekk grinned. "You'd be amazed at what people say after a few drinks and some friendly conversation." He adjusted his mismatched armour, making the chainmail vest jingle.

Talitha stood, circling her desk to approach them. She moved with predatory grace, studying their reactions. Fiafa remained perfectly still, while Frekk's eyes wandered appreciatively over Talitha's barely-covered form.

"Our community is unique," Talitha said, running a finger along the edge of her desk. "We have certain customs and practices that outsiders might find unusual. Are you prepared for that?"

"We're very open-minded," Frekk replied, his shit-eating grin widening. "Especially about fucked up practices."

Fiafa resisted the urge to kick her brother. "What my brother means is that we respect local customs and can adapt to new situations."

Talitha paused, considering. These two were interesting. The sister was almost too composed, the brother nearly too relaxed. But their skills could be useful, and something about them intrigued her.

"Very well," she said finally. "You may stay, provisionally. You'll be assigned a cabin on the eastern edge of the settlement. But know this," she picked up one of her hatchets, testing its weight, "I'll be watching you both closely. We protect our own here, and we deal harshly with those who would harm our community."

"Understood, General," Fiafa said crisply.

"Crystal clear," Frekk added, still grinning. "Though I wouldn't mind being watched closely by—"

"Thank you for your time." Fiafa cut him off, practically dragging her brother toward the door. "We won't disappoint you."

As they left, Talitha watched them go, her hunter's instincts tingling. There was more to these two than met the eye. But whether they would be an asset or a threat remained to be seen.

The tavern buzzed with the usual evening crowd, mostly Sentinels unwinding after their daily duties. Talitha sat with a group of them, sharing stories and mead. Her fur-clad form drew appreciative glances from the soldiers, though none dared approach their General without invitation.

"And then the bastard tried to run," one Sentinel was saying, "and fell right into the pit trap!" The table erupted in laughter.

Talitha felt someone slide onto the bench beside her. She turned, the hair on the back of her neck rising slightly, to find Frekk's grinning face. He was still wearing that ridiculous golden codpiece and set of severely mismatched armour.

"Evening, General," he said, his voice carrying a hint of playful charm. "Hope you don't mind if I join you." He produced two bottles of expensive-looking wine. "I brought peace offerings."

The Sentinels exchanged glances, wondering if they should intervene, but Talitha waved them off. She was curious about this brazen faen.

"That's quite the piece offering," she said, examining the bottle he poured for her. "Is that, wait, is that wine from the Red Isles?"

Frekk's eyes sparkled. "I'm full of surprises. I procured this fine bottle during a particularly crazy adventure on a pirate ship."

"You are more than you seem." Talitha took a sip of the wine.

"As are you," Frekk replied. "I can tell by the way you move that you're not just a general – you're a predator."

Talitha's perked up. "Careful. Predators eat prey."

"Maybe that's what I'm counting on." He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a whisper that only she could hear. "Though I think we both know I'm not as helpless as I look."

The wine was excellent, she had to admit. And something was compelling about his confidence. Not the usual drunken bravado she saw in the tavern, but a calculated charm that suggested experience.

"You're either very brave or very foolish," she said, taking another sip.

"I prefer 'opportunistic'," Frekk replied. His hand brushed against hers as he reached for his cup. "When I see something beautiful and dangerous, I can't help but want to get closer."

"You know I am not just a general, I'm also mated to the captain of the Sentinels. Talitha felt a familiar heat building inside her. It had been a few days since Alistar was called away to patrol the eastern border. "And what makes you think you can handle dangerous?"

"Because," he moved even closer, his lips nearly touching her ear, "the best hunts are the ones where you might not survive."

A low purr escaped Talitha's throat. The wine, the heat of the tavern, and this faen's unexpected skill at seduction were taking their toll. She caught the scent of forest and leather on him, mixed with something exotic she couldn't place.

"You're playing a risky game," she warned, though her body language told a different story.

Frekk's grin widened. "That's the only kind worth playing, isn't it?"

Talitha drained her wine glass and stood, her movements deliberately slow and controlled. "I should turn in for the night," she said, her voice carrying a husky undertone that made Frekk's take notice. "Early morning tomorrow."

She felt his eyes on her as she walked out of the tavern, her hips swaying slightly more than usual. The cool night air hit her exposed skin, raising goosebumps across her patterned skin.

The sound of boots on wooden planks told her she wasn't alone. She turned. Frekk's arm appeared beside her head, his hand pressing against the tavern's outer wall. He moved with surprising grace for someone who'd been drinking, positioning himself close enough that she could feel his body heat.

Talitha's hand instinctively moved toward her hatchet, but halfway there, it changed course. Her fingers found the smooth, polished surface of his golden codpiece instead.

"Why this?" she asked, tapping the metal with a claw. "Of all the ridiculous pieces of armour you wear, why a golden codpiece?"

Frekk's grin turned mischievous as he leaned even closer. "Ah, the codpiece? Won it in a drinking contest with a brute war chieftain. He swore it was enchanted to bring good fortune in matters of love." His free hand found her hip, fingers tracing the intricate patterns on her skin. "Though I think tonight has more to do with skill than luck."

"Cren shit." Talitha purred, but her fingers continued exploring the smooth metal surface. "You're making that up."

"Maybe," he admitted, his breath hot against her neck. "But either way it's a good story, no?"

Talitha's laugh was cut short as Frekk closed the remaining distance between them. His lips found hers, surprisingly soft despite his otherwise roguishness. She responded instantly, her hand moving from the codpiece to grip his chainmail vest, pulling him closer.

The kiss was hungry, almost desperate. Talitha's teeth grazed his lower lip, drawing a soft groan from the faen. His tongue darted out to meet hers, tasting of wine and adventure. Her claws dug into the leather of his pauldron as the kiss deepened.

Talitha broke the kiss, her breath coming in short pants. Her eyes glinted with predatory hunger in the moonlight.

"You know," she purred, running a claw down his chest, "as a newly mated female, I'm supposed to observe a period of exclusivity. One whole month of fucking only my mate." She pressed herself against him, her barely-covered breasts brushing against his chainmail. "But that period ended..." she glanced at the moon's position, "about two minutes ago."

Frekk's shit-eating grin somehow grew even wider. "Well, that's incredibly fortunate timing."

"Indeed." Talitha's hand returned to his golden codpiece, her claws making a soft scratching sound against the metal. "Perhaps your little trinket really is lucky after all."

"Or perhaps," Frekk said, his hands sliding down to cup her ass, "I did my research before approaching a dangerous, beautiful woman like yourself."

Talitha's claws traced the edge of the golden codpiece. "Technically, I should get Alistar's approval before taking another lover." Her lips curled into a hungry smile. "But what he doesn't know won't hurt him. Unless you're planning to tell?"

"My lips are sealed," Frekk replied, then added with a smirk, "Well, they will be once we're done."

She grabbed the codpiece firmly, using it like a leash to guide him away from the tavern wall. "Follow me," she purred, leading him through the quiet streets toward her office. The moonlight cast long shadows as they walked, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step.

They reached the storage-room-turned-office, and Talitha pulled him inside, closing the door behind them. The hunting trophies on the walls seemed to watch them with glass eyes as she released her grip on his codpiece.

Without ceremony, Talitha untied the thin strips of fur that barely covered her body. The garments fell to the floor, leaving her naked.

"Now," she said, her fingers finding the straps of his golden codpiece, "let's see if the rest of you lives up to your confidence." She unfastened the piece, letting it fall to the floor with a metallic clang.

Her eyes widened slightly as she took in what had been hidden beneath. "Well," she purred, running a finger delicately along his length, "it seems you have good reason to be confident." She circled his cock slowly with her hand, like a predator sizing up its prey. "Though I wonder if you know how to use it properly."

Frekk's grin never faltered as he watched her prowl around him. "I think you'll find I'm quite skilled, General."

"You'd better be," Talitha replied, her voice thick with desire. "Because I don't fuck just anyone who wanders into my territory." She pressed herself against him, her bare breasts pushing against him. "And I definitely don't let just anyone fuck me in my office."

With a growl of desire, Frekk lifted Talitha off her feet, pinning her against the office wall. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively as he positioned himself. In one fluid motion, he thrust deep inside her, drawing a gasping moan from the huntress.

"Fuck," she hissed as she dug her fingers into his armour. Her head fell back against the wall as he established a rough, pounding rhythm that made her whole body shake.

Talitha's teeth found his neck, biting down hard enough to mark but not break skin. The pain only spurred Frekk on, his hips slamming forward with increased intensity. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the small office, punctuated by their shared moans.

She should have felt guilty, she knew. Should have asked Alistar's permission before taking another lover. But as Frekk's cock hit precisely the right spot inside her, guilt was the furthest thing from her mind. The truth was, for all her posturing about being selective, she was an absolute slut for a good fuck. Anyone with enough confidence to approach her right stood a decent chance of ending up balls deep inside her.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice rough with need. "Show me what that cock can do."

Frekk responded by hiking her legs higher, changing the angle of his thrusts. Each impact drove deeper, making Talitha's eyes roll back in pleasure. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples hard and sensitive against his chainmail. Talitha's pussy clenched around his length, already close to the edge. She loved being taken like this, roughly and without pretence.

"That's it," she purred between moans, her inner walls squeezing him rhythmically. "Fill me up, you cocky bastard."

The hunting trophies watched on silently as the general got thoroughly railed against the wall, their glass eyes reflecting the moonlight streaming through the window.

A knock at the door made Talitha freeze mid-moan. "Tali? Are you in there?" Alistar's voice called from the other side.

"Fuck." she whispered. Her mate wasn't supposed to be back until the next day. Frekk's cock was still buried deep inside her, and he showed no signs of stopping.

"Y-yes!" she called back between poorly suppressed moans. "I'm... ah... busy right now. Come back... l-later!"

"Managed to finish up a day earlier than expected" Alistar said through the door. He sounded tired. "Everything alright in there?"

Frekk's hips kept moving, each thrust threatening to make her moan loud enough for Alistar to hear. "Everything's... mmm... fine! Just working on some... reports!"

"Alright, love. I'll head to our new place then. Make sure to prepare that pussy of yours – I'm very pent up"

Frekk leaned in close to Talitha's ear, his hot breath making her shiver. "Don't worry," he whispered, punctuating his words with deep thrusts, "your pussy will be very prepared by the time you get to him."

"I'll... oh gods... see you there!" Talitha called out, her voice shaking. "Have a good rest!"

They heard Alistar's boots moving away from the door, and Talitha let out the moan she had been holding onto. The rush of cheating on her mate was a high she had never felt before.

As Alistar's footsteps faded into the distance, Talitha's control snapped. Her claws dug deeper into Frekk's armour, drawing him closer.

"Fuck me," she growled, her voice thick with lust and shame. "Fuck me like the cheating slut I am. Make me your whore while my mate waits for me at home."

Frekk's grin turned predatory. His hips slammed forward with renewed vigour, driving his cock deeper into her soaking pussy. The wall of the office dented under their combined weight as he pounded into her.

"I hope you meant what you said about watching me closely," he grunted between thrusts, "because I plan to take advantage of this pussy every chance I get." His fingers dug into her ass, spreading her wider. "Going to fill you up and send you home to him full of my cum."

Talitha moaned shamelessly. The thought of going home to Alistar with Frekk's seed still inside her pushed her closer to the edge. She was supposed to be a loyal mate, but here she was, getting railed against her office wall by a faen she'd just met.

"Yes," she panted, meeting his thrusts with desperate need. "Use me. Make me your slutty little general." Her pussy squeezed him tighter, practically begging for his cum. "Show me what happens to cheating mates who can't control themselves."

Frekk's thrusts became erratic as he approached his limit. "Gonna cum inside you." he growled, his grip on her ass tightening. "Fill up that cheating pussy."

"Do it!" Talitha moaned.

With a final thrust, Frekk buried himself inside her. His cock pulsed, filling up Talitha with his seed. The sensation pushed Talitha over the edge. Her orgasm hit hard, her entire body shaking as waves of pleasure washed over her. They stayed like that for a moment, both panting heavily. Cheating felt so fucking good.

"Satisfied, General?" Frekk asked.

Talitha's eyes gleamed with predatory hunger. "I will be," she purred, grinding against him. "After round two." Her claws scaped down the front of his chainmail vest. "Alistar can wait a bit longer."


23: Brothel

Jonathan ducked behind a stack of barrels as he heard Painsley's voice echo through the village streets. Ever since they'd fucked, she had been insatiable. Even using 'conievo' didn't deter her; she knew it only took a moment of broken concentration for her to feel Jonathan's power again. But Jonathan's body, and more importantly, his cock, were sore from constant use. He needed a break.

"Oh Jooooonn~" Painsley called out in a sing-song voice. "Come on, just one more quickie! I promise I'll let you get some work done after!"

That's what she'd said the last three times. Jonathan shuddered, remembering how she'd pounced on him during this morning's security briefing. Poor Alistar had to watch as Painsley rode him all over Alistar's meticulously set-up maps, knocking over all the tactical markers.

Once Painsley's footsteps faded away, Jonathan snuck through the village, keeping to the shadows. He needed somewhere to hide, somewhere she wouldn't think to look. That's when he spotted Lily coming out of one of the newly constructed houses, adjusting her semi-transparent robes.

Her blue hair was dishevelled, and there was a slight flush to her cheeks. She was muttering something under her breath that sounded suspiciously like "stupid sexy villager."

"Rough morning?" Jonathan asked, making her jump.

"Jesus fuck!" Lily clutched her chest. "Don't sneak up on me like that! What are you, trying to give a girl a heart attack?"

Jonathan raised an eyebrow at her appearance. "You look worked up. Everything okay?"

"Oh, this?" Lily gestured vaguely at herself. "Just had to deal with some annoying new villager who just moved in. Nothing major." She smoothed down her robes, but Jonathan noticed a suspicious wet spot on the fabric.

"Deal with him, huh?" Jonathan smirked. "Must have been quite the confrontation."

"Shut up." Lily snapped, but her blush deepened. "Not everyone solves their problems by fucking them, you know."

"I never said anything about fucking." Jonathan pointed out, his grin widening. "But now that you mention it..."

"Oh, look," Lily interrupted loudly, pointing behind him. "Isn't that Painsley over there?"

Jonathan dove behind a nearby cart so quickly he nearly face-planted into the dirt. When he peeked out and saw no sign of Painsley, Lily was doubled over laughing.

"You should see your face!" she wheezed. "What's wrong, can't handle your new girlfriend's appetite?"

"She's not my—" Jonathan started to protest, then sighed. "Look, I just need somewhere to hide for a few hours. Maybe days. However long it takes for her to calm down."

"Good luck with that." Lily snorted. "Last I heard, she was bragging about how she was going to 'drain those balls dry.' Her words, not mine."

Jonathan groaned; they were already dry. "Please, help me hide. I'll do anything."

"Anything?" Lily raised an eyebrow.

"Oh Jooooonnn~" Painsley called out in the distance.

"Anything." Jonathan agreed without hesitation.

Lily's eyes lit up with that dangerous sparkle. "I was supposed to handle the setup for our new brothel today, but I promised a... friend I'd spend some time with them."

The way she emphasised 'friend' made Jonathan wonder if it had anything to do with her dishevelled state, but he knew better than to ask.

"I'll let you hide in there," she continued, "if you handle the interviews for potential girls and a manager in my place."

Jonathan glanced nervously over his shoulder, hearing Painsley's distant calls. "Deal. Absolutely. Let's go. Now."

Lily led him through the village, taking a meandering path that avoided the main streets. The newly constructed brothel stood at the edge of the settlement – a three-story building with fresh timber and a sturdy foundation. The location was perfect, close enough to be accessible but far enough from the residential areas to maintain discretion.

"Your first job." Lily said as she unlocked the front door, "Is it to name the establishment?"

Jonathan stepped inside, impressed by the spacious main hall. Plush chairs and low tables filled the room, and a grand staircase led to the upper floors. The windows were covered with gauzy curtains that allowed light to pass through while maintaining privacy.

"Can't you name it?" he asked, running his hand along a polished wooden beam.

"Nope. Your tower, your brothel, your responsibility." She pulled out a leather-bound ledger. "Besides, I've seen how you name things. This should be entertaining."

Jonathan frowned, thinking hard. "How about 'The Midnight Rose'?"

"Boring. Generic. Next."

"The Velvet Spear?"

Lily rolled her eyes. "Really?"

"The Dread Delights?"

"We're trying to attract customers, not scare them away."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "Sorcerer's Secrets?"

"Now you're just stealing from Earth lingerie brands."

"Fine." Jonathan huffed. "What about 'The Tower's Desire'? It's subtle, connects to the Dread Tower without being obvious, and suggests a place of pleasure."

Lily opened her mouth, probably to mock him again, but then paused. "That's... actually not terrible. Simple, suggestive without being crude, and gives off the right vibe." She scribbled the name in the ledger. "I'm shocked. You actually managed to—"

"JOOOOONN! WHERE ARE YOU, BABY? I'M SO HORNY!"

They both froze at Painsley's voice, much closer now. Jonathan dove behind the counter just as the sound of footsteps passed by outside. Lily calmly walked to the window and peeked through the curtains.

"Coast is clear," she said after a moment. "But you better get started on those interviews. I've posted notices, and people should start arriving soon." She tossed him the ledger. "Have fun!"

"Wait, where are you going?"

Lily was already halfway out the door, a spring in her step. "To see my friend, remember? Don't worry, I'm sure you'll do fine. Just try not to fuck all the applicants."

"I couldn't even if I wanted to-" Jonathan started to protest.

"Sure, you couldn't." Lily laughed. "Good luck!" And with that, she was gone, leaving Jonathan alone in his newly christened brothel.

Jonathan settled behind a desk in the corner of the lobby, flipping through the pages of potential applicants. He'd barely gotten comfortable when the first applicant walked in: a voluptuous redhead with freckles dotting her exposed cleavage. She was an immediate 'yes' from Jonathan.

The morning passed in a blur of interviews. Farm girls seeking better pay, widows looking for a fresh start, and experienced courtesans drawn by the prestige of a Tower-sanctioned establishment. Jonathan maintained his professionalism, though his tired cock stirred traitorously each time an applicant spoke about their "special skills."

His jaw nearly hit the floor when the Goblin Queen herself sashayed through the door, dressed in her finest jewellery.

"My magic man." Her words dripped with desire as she ran a finger along the counter. "I hear you're seeking talented women?"

"You want to work here?" Jonathan blinked. "But you're a queen."

She leaned forward, giving him an eyeful of royal cleavage. "Think of it as a diplomatic arrangement. Men would pay lots for a night with royalty." Jonathan couldn't argue with that. She was in. Jonathan promised to sample the queen personally as soon as he could, which was true, but was mainly a ploy to get her to leave before she jumped his bones.

Jonathan had barely recovered from the Goblin Queen's exit when a familiar figure entered the brothel. Yianna, still in her maid outfit, approached his desk with measured steps and perfect posture.

"My Lord," she bowed deeply. "I wasn't aware you were conducting the interviews today."

Jonathan blinked in surprise. "Yianna? You want to work here too?"

She straightened up. "Yes, my Lord. I know I serve as your head maid, but..." She glanced around before continuing in a lower voice. "I miss certain aspects of my previous arrangement with Fade."

"Previous arrangement?"

A faint blush coloured Yianna's cheeks as she continued, "You see, my Lord, part of my duties under Fade included attending to his morning needs. Every dawn, I would drain his cock until he was satisfied enough to start his day."

She adjusted her maid outfit, the fabric rustling softly. "It made me feel wanted, desired. The way he would grab my hair, force me to take every inch-" She trailed off, lost in the memory. "It might be strange for me to admit, but I miss that feeling."

Jonathan shifted in his chair, his imagination painting vivid pictures. "I hadn't realised. You could have come to me-"

"My Lord is far too busy." Yianna interrupted with a knowing smile. "Between running the Tower, dealing with politics, and certain insatiable companions." Her eyes twinkled with amusement. "Besides, working here would allow me to experience men from all corners of Adearath. Merchants, warriors, nobles, each with their own unique desires and needs."

"Of course, I would maintain my duties as head maid. This would be supplementary work. During my off hours."

"And you're sure about this?" Jonathan asked, studying her face for any sign of hesitation.

"Very sure, my Lord." Yianna's voice carried absolute certainty. "I may have left my crown behind, but some appetites remain royal." She leaned forward, lowering her voice conspiratorially. "And between us, some of the new men appearing in the village are quite promising."

Jonathan couldn't help but laugh. Here was a former queen, and his proper, efficient head maid, discussing her plans to fuck her way through Adearath's elite with the same tone she used to discuss dinner menus.

"Well," he picked up his quill, "I can hardly deny such an enthusiastic application. Welcome aboard."

Yianna bowed deeply, a satisfied smile playing across her lips. "Thank you, my Lord. I promise you won't regret this decision." She turned to leave, then paused. "Though, if you ever like to reinitiate by morning dick draining services, you need only ask." With that, she glided out of the room.

Jonathan sighed, massaging his temples as he reviewed the day's applicants. While the roster of potential workers was impressive, finding someone actually to manage the establishment was proving impossible. The current interview wasn't helping.

"So your qualifications are... You once watched a pimp in action?" Jonathan asked incredulously.

The burly man across the desk nodded enthusiastically. "Aye! Saw him backhand three girls in one night. Real professional-like."

"Thank you for your time," Jonathan said quickly, "but that's not quite what we're looking for."

The next candidate wasn't any better. She spent the entire interview talking about her collection of whips and how she'd make sure every girl was properly "disciplined." When she started demonstrating her technique on a chair, Jonathan had to escort her out.

Then there was the elderly gentleman who seemed promising until he revealed his business plan consisted entirely of "Getting them young ladies to show more ankle." Jonathan wasn't even sure how to respond to that one.

The worst was probably the goblin who didn't understand that people actually had to pay to fuck women in a brothel. By the end of the day, Jonathan's head was throbbing. The ledger in front of him was filled with crossed-out names and notes like "possibly insane" and "definitely a three goblins in a trench coat" He'd seen enough red flags to supply an army's signal corps.

"How hard can it be to find someone to run a fucking brothel?" he muttered to himself, closing the ledger with a heavy thud. The Tower's Desire had plenty of willing workers, but without proper management, it would be chaos. He needed someone competent, someone who could balance the books while ensuring everyone's safety and comfort.

Jonathan was about to call it a day when the door creaked open. A man with an obviously fake blonde wig entered, his gait oddly familiar despite his attempts to walk differently. Something about the way he carried himself tickled Jonathan's memory, but the ill-fitting merchant's clothes and garish wig were too distracting.

"Good evening," the man said in an affected accent that was trying too hard to sound posh. "I'm... Gar-. Gary... I heard you were looking for management."

Jonathan squinted. There was something about the man's face, hidden partially behind a clearly false moustache. "Please, have a seat... Gary."

'Gary' settled into the chair, adjusting his wig, which had gone slightly askew. "I must say, running a brothel is quite the undertaking. Especially for someone as prominent as yourself."

That's when it clicked. The voice, the build, even the way he was trying to hide his military posture – it was Captain Garth. Jonathan kept his face neutral, curious to see where this would go. Fortunately, Jonathan's spear was within reach if Garth caused trouble.

"Indeed," Jonathan replied. "Do you have any relevant experience?"

Garth – or 'Gary' – sat up. "Oh yes, extensive experience. I've helped manage several establishments in Cliffside. The Rose Garden, The Salty Sailor's Wife, even consulted for The Feisty Faen."

To Jonathan's surprise, Garth actually knew what he was talking about. He launched into a detailed explanation of proper security protocols, health checks for the workers, and financial management systems that had Jonathan taking notes.

"The key," Garth continued, warming to his subject, "is maintaining a balance. You want security tight enough to protect the girls, but not so obvious it ruins the atmosphere. Same with the books, clear enough to track everything, murky enough to keep client privacy."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "You seem to know your stuff... Gary."

Garth shifted in his seat, his wig tilting dangerously. "Look, I know who you are, Lord Nightmare. And..." he glanced around before dropping the fake accent he had been using, "you probably know who I am by now."

"I do, captain," Jonathan confirmed. "You're not here to cause problems, are you?"

"No!" Garth yanked off the wig in frustration. "Look, I know we've had our differences. I followed Zigarete's orders because that was what I had to do; there was no room for saying 'no' to the Inquisition. But the Empire's gone, and honestly?" He ripped off his fake moustache. "I'm tired of fighting. I'm skilled at running establishments, keeping accurate records, and managing people. It's why I was made a captain in the first place."

Jonathan studied the former captain. Despite everything, he couldn't detect any deception in Garth's words. "So you want to run my brothel?"

"Yes," Garth replied firmly. "I've got the experience, the knowledge, and most importantly, I know how to keep both the girls and the customers happy without letting things get out of hand."

Jonathan couldn't help but laugh. The situation was absurd – his former hunter sitting across from him in a merchant's outfit, seriously discussing brothel management. But everything Garth said made sense. He did have the qualifications, and his military background could be an asset in maintaining order.

"If I agree," Jonathan said carefully, "you understand you'd be working for me? Following my rules?"

Garth nodded solemnly. "Absolutely. Look, I've seen how you treat people under your protection. It's better than anything the Empire offered. Besides," he grinned, "the pay's probably better too."

Jonathan drummed his fingers on the desk, weighing his options. "Alright, Garth. The job's yours. But if you betray this trust..."

"I won't." Garth clasped his hand firmly. "In fact, I brought you a peace offering. Just to prove my loyalty."

"A peace offering?" Jonathan was intrigued.

"You can come in now!" Garth called out to a woman waiting outside.

"Marianna?" Jonathan's jaw hit the floor.


24: Sibling

Myst burst through the door of The Tower's Desire, her raven hair flying behind her. "Jonathan!" she cried out, her eyes wide with recognition and relief. She pushed past Garth and practically leapt over the desk, throwing her arms around her brother in a fierce embrace.

The impact nearly knocked Jonathan's chair over, but he managed to steady himself, wrapping his arms around his sister. The familiar scent of her was somehow unchanged despite being in Adearath, and it brought back memories of home. For a moment, he forgot about the brothel, about Garth, about everything except having his sister back. He also forgot about his power.

"You idiot, you stupid idiot." Myst peppered Jonathan's face with kisses, her words tumbling out in a rush. "Do you have any idea how worried I was? You just disappeared one day without a trace!"

Her hands roamed over his chest, making sure he was real, that he was actually there. "I went through your whole computer trying to find any clue about where you'd gone. Then I found these weird files from some company called Isekguy Studios, and next thing I knew—" She planted another kiss on his cheek. "—I was here in my underwear! In this crazy fantasy world!"

Jonathan tried to focus on her words, but his sister was practically writhing in his lap now. Her hips ground against his growing erection as she continued kissing down his neck. "Thank god for Garth," she murmured against his skin. "He's been so helpful, giving me a place to stay, helping me look for you..."

Her hand slid down his chest, unconsciously palming the bulge in his pants. "I've been doing whatever I could to survive here, trying to find you, and now—" She let out a small moan, her breath hot against his ear.

"Conievo!" Jonathan blurted out, grabbing Myst's shoulders and pushing her back. The lustful haze in her eyes cleared instantly, replaced by confusion, then dawning horror as she realised where her hand was.

"Oh my god!" She scrambled off his lap, her face burning bright red. "What... what just happened?"

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, unable to meet her eyes. "Yeah, about that..."

Myst stumbled back, collapsing into one of the plush chairs across from Jonathan's desk. Her face was still flushed, and she kept glancing at her hand like it had betrayed her.

Garth cleared his throat. "I'll give you two some time to catch up." He shot Jonathan a knowing look. "Family reunions can be complicated." With that, he slipped out of the brothel, closing the door behind him.

The silence stretched between them until Myst finally spoke. "What the fuck was that, Jonathan? One minute I'm just happy to see you, and the next..." She shuddered. "I was practically humping you like some horny teenager."

Jonathan sighed, "Well, when I got transported here, I ended up with certain abilities. Powers, I guess you could say."

"Powers?" Myst's eyes narrowed. "What kind of powers make your sister want to-?"

"It's not specifically about that." Jonathan winced. "Anyone I touch becomes incredibly aroused. It's automatic unless I say the word 'conievo' to disable it temporarily. And my... um... bodily fluids have an even stronger effect."

"You're kidding." Myst stared at him. "You got transported to a fantasy world and got the power to make people horny? That's the most 'you' thing I've ever heard." She shook her head. "No wonder I found all that porn on your computer."

"Hey, I'm not the only one with powers here." Jonathan protested. "He pointed to the glowing sorcerer mark just above Myst's panty line. "What can you do?"

Myst's face turned an even deeper shade of red as she squirmed in her chair. Her hand unconsciously moved to cover the glowing mark above her panty line.

"I..." She looked everywhere but at Jonathan. "Mine is... well..." She cleared her throat. "I absorb... um... certain fluids for power."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "Certain fluids?"

"You know..." Myst gestured vaguely. "Male... stuff." She buried her face in her hands. "Cum, okay? I absorb cum for  power. Are you happy now?"

"Oh." Jonathan blinked. Then again. "Oh."

"Don't you dare laugh." Myst peeked through her fingers. "This is mortifying enough without you making jokes."

"I wasn't going to—"

"And before you ask, yes, I've had to use it." She slumped further into the chair. "God, this whole world is just... It's like it was designed by someone who read all your fanfiction."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "You have no idea. Wait, didn't you have to pick your power during character creation?"

"I just picked a powerful-sounding power, ok!?" Myst threw her hands up in exasperation. "I didn't think I would be physically using it. I thought this was just some weird VR game or something. The character creation screen simply displayed 'Absorb Power' with a small, glowing animation. I didn't actually read the whole description."

"Well, at least you are safe now." Jonathan smiled. "I missed you, Mari."

Jonathan spent the next few hours bringing his sister up to speed on all that had happened during his time in Adearath, including how he had almost died multiple times, how he had fought the Empire and Fade, and how he was now the lord of the Dread Tower.

Myst sat back, processing everything Jonathan had just told her. Her fingers absently traced the rim of the wine glass Garth had brought her before leaving.

"So... you have like a harem now?" she finally asked.

Jonathan nearly choked. "That's what you got from all of that? The Empire is falling, the magic, the battles, and you focus on my love life?"

"What? It's very you." Myst shrugged, a small smirk playing on her lips. "I mean, between this Saikhi person, the forest girl, and whoever else you've got wrapped around your finger..." She took a sip of wine. "Very typical, Jonathan."

Her expression softened. "You know, after what happened with Margery, and then losing your job... I was worried you might have..." She swallowed hard. "Well, I'm just glad you're alive, even if you're living out some weird fantasy harem anime."

"I'm fine, Mari." Jonathan reached across the desk to squeeze her hand, but quickly pulled back before touching her. "Better than fine, actually. I mean, yeah, it's been crazy, but I've found my place here."

"That's great and all, but..." Myst looked down, her face turning serious. "How do we get back? I mean, I have a life back home. A degree to finish. Plants that probably need watering."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, avoiding her gaze. "About that..."

"Jonathan?" Her voice took on a warning tone. "Please tell me you know how to get us home."

"I have no bloody idea." He admitted with a grimace. "Nobody who's been sent here by Isekguy has managed to get back. We're kind of... stuck."

The silence that followed was deafening.


25: Introductions

Jonathan gathered his closest allies in the Dread Tower's meeting room. Saikhi had prepared tea and small cakes, arranging them meticulously on the large wooden table. Talitha lounged in her chair, feet up on the table, until Saikhi kindly swatted them away. Alistar had his arm wrapped around his mate, whilst Lily hovered about, sitting in the air. Painsley was doing her best not to simply turn the meeting into another fuck-the-Jonathan session.

"So, what's this meeting about?" Lily asked. "Another world-ending crisis? Monster invasion? Your dick is getting us into trouble again?"

"Actually," Jonathan smiled, "I wanted you all to meet someone special."

The door creaked open and Myst stepped in.

"Everyone, this is my sister, Myst."

"Sister?" Alistar's eyebrows shot up. "I wasn't aware you had family this side of the Burning Sea."

Myst gave a slight bow. "I've been searching for my brother for quite some time. I'm glad I have finally found him."

"Oh, thank fuck!" Lily exclaimed. "Someone normal… She is normal, right, Jonathan?"

"Quite." Jonathan nodded.

Saikhi approached Myst with a formal curtsy. "It's an honour to meet you. I am Saikhi, the tower's administrator. Your brother saved my life. I owe him everything."

"Saved your life?" Myst smiled. "I'm surprised he was even able to save his own. Back home, he could barely feed himself."

"Hey!" Jonathan protested. "Ramen is perfectly acceptable sustenance."

"You almost got scurvy."

"Almost," Jonathan said triumphantly.

Talitha stalked forward, circling Myst with careful consideration before breaking into a grin. "You smell like him. Like family. Any sister of my chieftain is a sister of mine. I am Talitha, his general and huntress."

"And occasional bedwarmer," Lily added helpfully, earning a glare from both Jonathan and Talitha.

Painsley finally lost her battle with restraint and practically teleported to Jonathan's side, pressing against him. "I am all for this family reunion and all but have you considered taking a break to fuck my brains out again?"

"Painsley!" Jonathan tried to push her away, but she clung tighter.

"I'm Painsley. I tame monsters by fucking them, but your brother's cock is the best thing that's happened to me since I got to this world." She ground against him shamelessly. "Even if he won't let me ride it sometimes."

Alistar stepped forward, offering a gentlemanly bow. "Sir Alistar, at your service. I lead the Sentinels under your brother's command."

Myst took in the eclectic group with amusement dancing in her eyes. "I see my brother has gathered quite the interesting family here." She addressed everyone. "Thank you, all of you, for looking after him. I know he can be a handful."

"You have no idea." Lily vigorously nodded.

"I do hope you'll all share stories about my brother's adventures here. I'm particularly curious about how he ended up lord of this tower."

"Oh, you're going to love this." Painsley grinned, finally detaching herself from Jonathan. "It involves a lot of fucking, a massive battle, and your brother being an absolute chad."

Jonathan groaned and buried his face in his hands. "Can we maybe not tell my sister about all the sexual escapades?"

"Nope!" chorused several voices at once.

Myst laughed, the sound bright and musical. "Don't worry, big brother. I'm just glad to see you've found people who care about you."

"I'll show you to your room," Lily offered, floating over to Myst. "It's right next to your brother's, the walls are soundproofed, which is convenient if you don't want to hear all the moaning and screaming at night."

"Lily!" Jonathan protested.

"What? I'm just being honest."

Myst shook her head with a mix of amusement and exasperation. "Some things never change. Back home, I could hear him watching porn through the walls."

"Oh my god." Jonathan buried his face deeper in his hands.

"Come on." Lily gestured towards the door. "Let's get you settled in. I'm sure everyone will have plenty of time to embarrass your brother later."

The door closed behind them. Having Myst here was certainly nice, but Jonathan couldn't help but think of it as another complication he would have to deal with.


26: Transformation

Flankenstein led Marra to his makeshift lab in the Blue Crests camp. It was a haphazard but organised mess of various vials, books, and devices. A young human male servant stood nervously in the centre of the room, hands clasped in front of him.

"I have already fucked this one plenty of times." Marra laughs. "What is this about?"

"Watch this," Flankenstein said, raising his hands. Purple energy crackled between his fingers.

The servant gasped as the magic enveloped him. His body began to shift and change as his bones restructured themselves, making his frame more delicate. His chest swelled outward, forming perfect breasts that strained against his shirt. His hips widened while his waist narrowed, creating an hourglass figure. His face softened, becoming more feminine as his hair grew longer, cascading down his back in silky waves. When the transformation finished, where once stood a plain male servant now stood a stunning woman with pouty lips and bedroom eyes.

"My Goddess…" Marra breathed, her tail swishing back and forth with excitement. She circled the transformed servant, drinking in every detail. "The tits are perfect." She reached out and squeezed one through the ill-fitting shirt, making the servant gasp. "And so sensitive too!"

"That's not even the best part," Flankenstein said proudly. "The transformation is complete. Everything works exactly as it should."

Marra's eyes lit up with understanding. Her hand trailed down the servant's body to between their legs. "You mean..."

"Fully functional. Inside and out."

The succubus queen practically purred with delight. "Oh, this opens up so many possibilities." She turned to face Flankenstein, pressing her body against his. "You've outdone yourself this time. Just imagine all the fun we could have with this."

The transformed servant shifted uncomfortably, still adjusting to their new body. Their breathing was heavy, clearly affected by Marra's touch.

"How long does it last?" Marra asked, already formulating wicked plans.

"Until I change it back."

"Perfect." Marra licked her lips, her gaze predatory as she looked between Flankenstein and the transformed servant.

"I knew you'd appreciate this little advancement in my power," Flankenstein said, clearly pleased with himself. "Consider it my gift to you, my queen."

"Oh, I definitely appreciate it." Marra purred. "And I plan to show you exactly how much, but first…"

"Strip," Marra commanded the transformed servant, her voice dripping with authority.

The servant wrapped their arms around their chest protectively. "Please, I... I can't..."

"You can and you will." Marra's tail flicked dangerously. "Unless you'd prefer I find that little girlfriend of yours and punish her instead?"

The servant's eyes widened in fear. With trembling hands, they began to unbutton their now ill-fitting shirt. As the fabric fell away, their new breasts bounced free, pink nipples hardening in the cool air. They hesitated at their trousers.

"All of it." Marra insisted.

Soon the servant stood naked, trying desperately to cover themselves with their hands. Their new body was flawless – smooth skin, curved in all the right places, with not a trace of their former masculinity remaining.

"Now," Marra turned to Flankenstein with a wicked grin, "show me exactly how. Functional. Everything. Is."

"Please..." the servant protested.

"Fuck him," Marra ordered. "Or I'll sell your girl to the Pirate Union, and she can spend the rest of her days as a whore. The rest of her good days at least."

The servant approached Flankenstein with unsteady steps. Their new body responded eagerly despite their mental resistance, nipples tight and between their legs already growing slick with arousal.

"Fascinating, isn't it?" Flankenstein explained as he ran his hands over the servant's new curves. "The physical transformation is complete, down to the smallest detail. But the mental changes are equally important. The body's new hormone balance affects the mind, creating appropriate responses and desires."

The servant gasped as Flankenstein demonstrated his point, their body arching into his touch instinctively.

"The limitation is significant, though," he continued clinically, even as the servant pressed against him. "The power drain means I can only perform one transformation every few weeks. And I haven't dared test it on sorcerers yet – the interaction with their own powers could be unpredictable."

"But regular people work perfectly?" Marra asked, watching intently.

"Indeed. The transformation alters their sexuality to match their new form. It's a necessary component; otherwise, the mental disconnect would be too severe."

The servant moaned, their resistance crumbling as their new body's desires took over.

"Absolutely fascinating." Marra purred, her tail swishing with excitement. "We're going to have so much fun with this." She pushed down on the servant's shoulders. "On your knees, pet." The transformed beauty sank down, trembling. Their new lips parted as Marra guided their head toward Flankenstein's growing bulge.

"Let's see how well that pretty mouth works now." Marra purred, her fingers tangling in the servant's silky hair. She watched hungrily as Flankenstein freed his cock.

The servant whimpered but didn't resist as Marra pushed their head forward. Their transformed body responded eagerly, mouths watering at the sight before them. Marra controlled their movements, setting a steady rhythm as she guided their head back and forth.

"That's it." Marra cooed, clearly enjoying her role. "Take it all like a good girl." Her tail reached down between the servant's legs and rubbed against her slit. The servant's new feminine moans filled the room, mixing with Flankenstein's deeper groans of pleasure.

"Fascinating how naturally she takes to it," Flankenstein observed, his academic tone somewhat strained. "The biological imperatives of their new form..."

"Less talking, more fucking." Marra commanded, increasing the pace of her guidance. Her eyes gleamed as she drank in every detail of the scene before her.

Marra yanked the servant back by their hair and pushed them onto the ground. The transformed beauty lay sprawled on their back, new breasts heaving with each nervous breath. The succubus queen grabbed Flanken's cock and guided it forward.

"Time to really make you feel like a woman." Marra purred into the servant's ear. She reached down, spreading their legs wide. "Look how wet you are already. Your body knows what it wants."

The servant whimpered as Flankenstein positioned himself. Their new pussy was indeed dripping, betraying their body's eagerness despite their mental resistance.

"Just relax and enjoy it." Marra cooed as she guided Flankenstein's cock to the servant's entrance. "Being a girl is so much more fun than being a boy. Especially when there's a big, strong man taking care of you."

The servant cried out as Flankenstein pushed inside, their back arching off the ground. Their transformed body welcomed him eagerly, her pussy parting to accept him.

"That's it." Marra encouraged, her tail swishing with excitement. "Let yourself feel how good it is to be filled up like a proper woman. Your body was made for this now, might as well enjoy it."

The servant's protests melted into moans of pleasure as their new feminine form took control, hips rising to meet each thrust. Marra watched it all with predatory satisfaction, drinking in every detail of their corruption.

"What a good girl you make," Marra teased as Flanken's release filled the servant. The transformed beauty shuddered, their body trembling with sensations they'd never experienced before. Their chest heaved with each ragged breath, skin flushed and glistening with sweat. A small whimper escaped their lips as Flanken withdrew, leaving them feeling strangely empty.

Marra's tail swished with satisfaction as she watched Flanken's pull out. "Looks like the clans will be unifying a lot quicker than anticipated, we won't even have to fight," Marra smirked. She couldn't wait to see the look on the Red Scales' chieftain's face when, after his transformation and subsequent "union".


27: Village

Jonathan strolled through the bustling streets of the newly completed village, still amazed at how quickly everything had come together. Where there had once been empty ground surrounding the Dread Tower, now stood neat wooden houses and shops. The sound of children playing, merchants hawking their wares, and the general buzz of daily life filled the air.

"It's incredible how fast this all happened," he muttered to himself, watching a group of goblin workers carry lumber toward what looked like another construction site. The village had grown from nothing to hundreds of residents in what felt like the blink of an eye.

The smell of fresh bread wafted from a nearby bakery, mixing with the scent of worked leather from the tanner's shop. Jonathan couldn't help but smile as he observed the ordinary people going about their lives. It was a far cry from the doom and gloom that had surrounded the Dread Tower during Fade's reign.

"My chieftain!" Talitha's voice called out from behind him. Jonathan turned to see the heldra approaching, her minimal fur clothing drawing appreciative glances from passers-by. She wasn't alone. A lithe woman in form-fitting leather armour walked beside her, moving with the fluid grace of a trained fighter.

"Tali." Jonathan greeted her warmly. "Who's your friend?"

The huntress gestured to her companion. "This is Fiafa, our newest scout. She comes highly recommended by one of my... allies." There was something in the way Talitha hesitated on that last word that caught Jonathan's attention, but he decided not to press the matter.

Fiafa gave a slight bow, her emerald eyes studying Jonathan with professional intensity. "Lord Nightmare," she said, her voice carrying a hint of northern faen accent. "It's an honour to meet you properly."

Jonathan noticed several throwing knives strapped to her boots, not exactly hidden, but positioned for quick access. Her hair was pulled back in tight braids, practical for someone who spent time moving through the wilderness. Everything about her screamed 'competent professional'.

"Welcome to our little community," Jonathan said, gesturing at the village around them. "Though I suppose it's not so little anymore."

"Not at all," Fiafa replied, her eyes constantly scanning their surroundings. "I must say, the speed of construction is impressive. In my experience, settlements usually take years to establish themselves properly."

"We've had some advantages," Jonathan said with a slight smile, thinking of all the goblins working hard to construct the village's foundations. "Good people willing to work hard, and perhaps a touch of luck."

"Fiafa will be joining the security team." Tali pointed towards the east. "She will be invaluable with our eastern flank. She knows Rainfell's forests better than anyone, except perhaps her brother."

"Brother?" Jonathan asked.

"Yes, my brother Frekk," Fiafa answered. "He has also joined your service. We work well as a team."

A merchant cart rumbled past them, loaded with fresh vegetables, likely from Dormik. Jonathan watched as Fiafa's eyes tracked the cart, then the alleyways behind it, the rooftops above, always assessing, always aware.

"Well, I'm glad to have you both," Jonathan said. "We can always use more skilled people, especially ones who know the area."

"Thank you, my lord," Fiafa said with another slight bow. "I look forward to serving under your banner."

"I should finish showing Fiafa around," Talitha said. "With your permission, chieftain?"

Jonathan nodded, watching as the two women walked away. There was something that bothered Jonathan about the interaction, but he couldn't put his finger on it. He didn't know how he felt about all the new people joining the Dread Tower's forces, but it was unavoidable. As long as they were competent and not malicious, that was what mattered.

Jonathan continued his walk through the village, receiving warm smiles and friendly waves. A merchant called out, "Good morning, Lord Nightmare!" as Jonathan passed his stall. A group of children playing with wooden swords stopped their game to bow dramatically, giggling as they did so.

It was strange being treated with such reverence, especially given his rather unimpressive background. But he had to admit, it felt good to be respected. A goblin craftsman proudly showed Jonathan a piece of jewellery he was working on, an elderly man insisted on giving him a delicious frostdew "for good fortune."

The sound of raucous laughter and bawdy music drew his attention to the Tower's Desire, the brothel that had quickly become one of the village's most popular establishments. Jonathan couldn't help but grin, trusting Garth was a dangerous prospect but it seemed to pay off, he had turned the brothel into a very profitable business in quite a short amount of time. He even had plans to expand the building to add a pub and bistro. He was a lot smarter than Jonathan had given him credit for when he first met.

As he approached, the brothel's door swung open, and Jonathan's eyes widened as he saw a familiar figure step out into the street. Myst, his sister, was adjusting her deep green dress, which seemed even more revealing than usual in the bright daylight. Her raven hair was slightly messy, and there was a satisfied flush to her cheeks that suggested she hadn't just been there for a social visit.

"Mari?" Jonathan called out, unable to keep the surprise from his voice.

His sister's head snapped up, and for a brief moment, she looked like a deer caught in headlights. Then her usual confident smirk returned, though her cheeks reddened slightly. "Oh, hey Jonathan," she said casually, as if being caught leaving a brothel was the most normal thing in the world. "Fancy running into you here."

Behind her, through the brothel's open door, Jonathan could hear Garth's booming laugh and what sounded suspiciously like crowns being counted. The situation was so absurd that Jonathan couldn't comprehend it. Mari was as straight-laced as they came.

"Just helping clean up a bit around the Tower's Desire," Myst said, continuing to smooth down her dress. "Garth was really helpful when I first arrived in Adearath, and if it weren't for him, I wouldn't have made it here, so I figured I owed him. You know, doing inventory, tidying up spills, that sort of thing."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow, noting how her hands kept fidgeting with her clothing. There was something off about her explanation.

"Oh, and Saikhi stopped by earlier." Myst continued quickly, clearly eager to change the subject. "She was going over the finances with Garth in his office. Must have been a good meeting because when she left, Garth looked really  satisfied." She paused, frowning slightly. "Actually, he was practically glowing. I guess the brothel must be doing well financially."

Jonathan tried to keep his face neutral, but his cock twitched at the implication. He knew exactly what kind of "meeting" Saikhi and Garth had probably had.

"The whole place is really coming together," Myst said, gesturing at the brothel. "Garth's got expansion plans, you know. Talking about adding more rooms, maybe even a proper tavern section. He's actually pretty smart about business stuff." She adjusted her neckline, inadvertently drawing attention to the slight sheen of sweat on her chest.

"That's good to hear." Jonathan managed, trying not to think about what his sister had really been up to in there. Her sorcerer mark seemed to shimmer slightly, though maybe that was just his imagination.

"Anyway, I should get going," Myst said, starting to edge away. "Got some, uh, cleaning supplies to pick up in the market. You know how it is, always something that needs washing around here." She gave a slightly too-bright laugh.

Jonathan watched as his sister hurried off down the street, her hips swaying perhaps more than usual.

Jonathan made his way back to the Dread Tower. As he climbed the spiral staircase to the residential floor, he heard muffled sounds coming from Lily's room, her door slightly ajar.

Concerned, he approached her door and knocked gently. "Lily? Everything okay in there?"

There was a sudden scrambling noise, followed by what sounded like whispered curses. After a moment, the door opened just a crack, revealing Lily's flushed face. She was wrapped in what appeared to be a hastily donned sheet.

"Oh! Jonn!" Her voice was slightly breathless. "What a surprise! Did you need something?"

Jonathan noticed a thin sheen of sweat on her forehead, and her wings seemed to be twitching more than usual. "Just checking in. Haven't seen you all day."

"I'm fine! Totally fine!" Lily's voice was pitched slightly higher than usual. "Just, um, doing some research about getting back to Earth. Very intensive stuff. Lots of… physical documentation to go through."

A soft thump came from somewhere behind her, and Lily's eyes widened momentarily before she forced a smile. "Actually, I'm right in the middle of something really important. Can we catch up later?"

"Sure," Jonathan said slowly, noticing how tightly she was gripping the door frame. "Everything's definitely okay?"

"Never better!" Lily chirped, already starting to close the door. "Bye!"

The door clicked shut, leaving Jonathan standing in the hallway, puzzled by the encounter. If he didn't know better, he could have sworn that Lily had been mid-masturbation… or mid-sex. But that couldn't be the case, not the frigid Lily. Jonathan continued to his room. He made a promise to Lily to regularly check his guidebook, so he guessed he should. He retrieved the guidebook from his bookshelf and opened it.

"The hell? Who are you?" Jonathan asked.

"The name's Barry."


28: Remote

Jonathan stared at Barry in silence, taking in the chubby fairy's unkempt appearance and five o'clock shadow.

"Another fucking fairy?" Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. Maybe this one would be more helpful than Lily had been. Though judging by Barry's half-lidded eyes and the way he was slouching mid-air, Jonathan wasn't going to hold his breath.

Barry scratched his balding head and let out a long, exasperated sigh. "Look, I'm not exactly thrilled about this either, but since your girlfriend Lily got her fairy ass pulled into this world for real, someone had to take over. Lucky fucking me." He adjusted his blue robe, which was wrinkled and had what appeared to be coffee stains on it.

Jonathan chuckled. "Aren't you worried I'm going to materialise you too? Like what happened with Lily?"

Barry rolled his eyes and pulled out what looked like a smartphone from his robe pocket. "Nah, after the whole Lily incident, the Tutorial Fairy Union threw a shit fit. Made Isekguy update all our contracts." He swiped his finger across the screen lazily. "Got some sweet hazard pay out of it, too. Plus a clause that prevents us from being pulled into this fucked up world permanently."

"There's a Tutorial Fairy Union?" Jonathan asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Of course we do," Barry said, not looking up from his device. "We also got dental."

Jonathan frowned, trying to process the bizarre reality of fairy labour unions and benefits packages. Before he could dig deeper into that particular rabbit hole, Barry's device let out a cheerful ding.

"Oh yeah, almost forgot." Barry lazily tapped his screen a few times. "Got some bureaucratic bullshit to handle. You unlocked a new power upgrade."

"Another one?" Jonathan perked up. "Like the choices I got last time with the Lustful Gaze and Contagious effects?" Although Jonathan didn't really get to choose the options, Painsley did, as she had Jonathan's guidebook at the time.

Barry shook his head, still focused on his device. "Nah, this is what we call a milestone upgrade. No choices this time around. Anyway, this new upgrade..." A grin spread across his unshaven face. "You're gonna fucking love this one, you kinky bastard."

Jonathan crossed his arms. "Well? Don't keep me in suspense."

"Remote Viewing," Barry said, wiggling his eyebrows. "Anyone you've used your powers on? You can set up alerts to watch them whenever they're getting down and dirty. Like your own personal porn network."

Jonathan's jaw dropped. "You're shitting me."

"Nope." Barry swiped through his device. "Full HD streaming of all their naughty encounters, straight to your mind. Perfect for the netorare-loving connoisseur."

"That's..." Jonathan's mind raced with the possibilities. Saikhi, Talitha, all the people he'd affected with his power... "That's incredible."

"Thought you'd like that," Barry smirked. "Just don't blame me when you never get any actual work done because you're too busy watching your personal spank bank channel."

Jonathan couldn't even be offended by Barry's snark. The potential of this new ability was too exciting. "How do I activate it?"

"Already done." Barry yawned. "The mental interface is pretty intuitive. Just focus on someone you've affected, think about wanting to watch them, and boom, instant access to their sexcapades. You've got to turn it on individually for each person, though, else you would probably be flooded by all the sex going on. Now if you'll excuse me..." He stretched his translucent wings. "I've got a union-mandated coffee break to attend to."

Jonathan's mind wandered to his earlier encounter with Lily. The way she'd hidden behind her door, clearly flustered and barely dressed, suggested she'd been up to something. Now with this new ability... He focused his thoughts on Lily, curious if she was still occupied.

Ding.

The mental alert caught him off guard. Holy shit, she actually was in the middle of something right now. Jonathan hesitated for a moment, then his curiosity got the better of him. He concentrated on the alert, and suddenly his mind filled with crystal-clear imagery.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Lily's voice rang out in his head. She was completely naked, her ethereal wings spread wide as she bounced up and down on a thick cock. Her small breasts jiggled with each movement, her face flushed with pleasure.

The man beneath her was a faen – muscular, sun-kissed skin covered in freckles, and messy chestnut hair. Something about him seemed familiar, but Jonathan couldn't quite place it. He had a cocky grin plastered across his face as he gripped Lily's hips, helping guide her movements.

"That's it, little fairy," the faen growled. "Take that cock nice and deep."

Lily threw her head back, her blue hair cascading down her back. "God, you're so much bigger than I expected." She ground her hips in circles, making herself whimper. "When Talitha introduced your sister earlier, I never thought I'd end up—ahh!—fucking her brother."

Sister? Jonathan's eyes widened as he made the connection. This must be Fiafa's brother. No wonder he'd looked familiar; they had similar features, though this guy was definitely more rugged.

"Less talking about my sister," the faen said, giving Lily's ass a firm slap that made her yelp. "More focusing on how good my cock feels in that tight fairy pussy."

"Shit, Frekk!" Lily moaned his name as she picked up speed, practically bouncing off his lap now. "You're going to make me cum!"

Jonathan watched, transfixed, as his former guide rode this stranger with wild abandon. He'd never seen Lily so uninhibited before. Her usual snark and sass were gone entirely, replaced by raw need and pleasure. Her wings fluttered rapidly as her orgasm approached, casting ethereal light patterns across the room.

"That's it." Frekk encouraged, thrusting up to meet her movements. "Cum for me, you dirty little fairy."

Lily's moans reached a fever pitch as her body tensed. Her wings flared with bright light as she came, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Frekk's thick shaft. She collapsed forward onto his chest, but he wasn't done with her yet.

"My turn," Frekk growled, gripping her hips tightly and pounding up into her oversensitive cunt.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Lily whimpered, her whole body shaking as he used her.

Jonathan's cock strained against his pants as he watched. This new power was incredible, maybe too incredible. The clarity was insane, like he was right there in the room with them. He could see every detail, from the sweat glistening on Lily's back to the way Frekk's muscles flexed with each thrust.

"Gonna fill this fairy pussy up," Frekk grunted, his pace becoming erratic.

"Yes! Cum inside me!" Lily begged, surprising Jonathan with her eagerness.

Frekk slammed into her one final time, holding her down as he emptied himself deep inside her. Lily moaned softly, grinding against him to milk every last drop.

Well, shit, Jonathan thought, adjusting his painfully hard erection. Maybe this was exactly the right amount of power. His mind wandered to all the others he'd affected with his ability. With a thought, he activated the alerts for his closest companions.

Ding. Ding. Ding. Ding.

The mental alerts flooded in immediately. Holy fuck, everyone was getting laid right now. He flicked through the scenes like channels on a perverted television.

Saikhi was in the goblin breeding chambers, surrounded by a dozen horny green bodies. They took turns filling her holes while she moaned like a wanton slut. Her belly was already slightly swollen with goblin seed.

Switch.

Talitha rode Alistar's cock in their bedroom, her tribal markings seeming to dance in the candlelight as she moved. The Sentinel leader gripped her ass possessively, guiding her movements as they fucked like animals.

Switch.

In her laboratory, Painsley writhed in ecstasy as a mass of tentacles probed and penetrated every hole. The monster's appendages had the faen sorcerer babbling incoherently with pleasure.

Switch.

The Tower's Desire was busy tonight. Yianna expertly worked a nobleman's cock with her mouth while the Goblin Queen bounced on another client's lap nearby. Both women looked thoroughly satisfied with their work.

Jonathan's head spun from the sexual overload. He had his own private porn network, starring everyone he knew. It was overwhelming, intoxicating... and potentially useful beyond just getting off. He could gather intelligence on anyone he wanted to; this way, he just needed them to be subject to his power once.

But right now, watching Lily clean Frekk's cock with her tongue while promising to visit him again tomorrow, Jonathan couldn't think about strategic advantages. He needed to take care of his throbbing erection first. Maybe while checking in on Saikhi again – those goblins seemed nowhere near finished with her.


29: Tensions

Marra lounged on her throne-like chair, her tail swishing with delight as she watched the scene before her unfold. The Blue Crests chieftain's massive, scaled body dominated the two chieftesses beneath him, his cock plunging alternately between their dripping cunts.

The Red Scales' former chief - now chieftess - was still adjusting to her new body, her moans higher and more desperate than they'd been just days ago when Flanken had worked his magic. Her newly formed breasts bounced with each thrust.

"Fuck... so tight..." the Blue Crests chieftain growled, gripping the Green Spines chieftess's hips as he buried himself to the hilt inside her. She hissed in pleasure, her tail wrapping around his thigh. She had come to accept her new role.

Marra's lips curled into a satisfied smirk. This was precisely what she'd planned - the three clan leaders, united in the most primal way possible. The former rivalry between their clans dissolved in a haze of lust and pleasure.

"That's it," she purred, sliding a hand between her own thighs as she watched. "Show them who's in charge now."

The Red Scales chieftess cried out as the chieftain switched back to her, her new pussy clenching around his thick shaft.

The chieftain's movements grew more erratic, his breathing ragged. With a roar, he pulled out of the Red Scales chieftess and sprayed his seed across both women's backs. Their scaled bodies glistened with cum as they collapsed onto the furs below.

Marra clapped slowly, her own fingers still working between her thighs. "What a magnificent performance. Now it's my turn to-"

The door creaked open, and Eya strode in. "My Queen, Tellik has arrived for your meeting."

"Fuck." Marra hissed, withdrawing her hand from her aching pussy. She shot Eya an annoyed glare. "Your timing is absolutely terrible. Since you interrupted my fun, you can clean our chieftain's cock with that pretty mouth of yours."

Eya's eyes widened slightly, but she knew better than to refuse. She approached the panting chieftain, her tight bodysuit emphasising every curve as she knelt before him. Her enhanced breasts pressed against his thighs as she took his length into her mouth, tasting the mixture of his cum and the chieftesses' juices.

"Good girl," Marra purred, rising from her chair. She adjusted her revealing outfit and headed for the door. "I'll leave you to it. Our dear Tracker awaits."

Marra left Eya to the chieftain's cock and sauntered into her private hut. Tellik was there waiting for her. The Tracker stood near the window, his black leather armour highlighting his lean frame. His stance was rigid and professional, and he deliberately ignored her deliberately provocative movements.

"My dear Tracker," she purred, sliding closer. "It's been too long."

Tellik didn't even glance at her exposed cleavage. "Save the act, Marra. I'm here to discuss strategy."

"Mmm, and here I thought we could mix business with pleasure." She trailed a finger down his chest, but he caught her wrist firmly.

"No." His voice was cold, final. "The situation is serious."

Marra pouted but dropped the seduction attempt. She draped herself across a plush chair instead, crossing her legs. "Very well. What's so urgent?"

"The Dread Tower." Tellik's eyes narrowed. "They've grown significantly stronger in recent months. My spies report their new village is flourishing - trade routes, defences, growing population."

"Jonn's little kingdom?" Marra scoffed. "Hardly a threat."

"Don't underestimate them." Tellik's fingers drummed against his mace. "If we allow them to continue expanding at this rate, they'll soon have enough power to challenge both Rainfell and the Lizardfolk Clans combined."

That got Marra's attention. She sat up straighter, her playful demeanour fading. "So what are you suggesting? A joint attack?"

"Yes. Before they become too entrenched." He met her gaze directly. "We need to strike soon."

Marra's tail twitched as she considered this. "The timing isn't ideal. The Brute Legion just seized Heartland. They could turn their attention to the Clans next."

"They won't." Tellik shook his head. "Brutes have little interest in lizardfolk women. My sources confirm they're planning to march on Cliffside next."

"Are you certain?" Her eyes narrowed. "The Brutes aren't known for their strategic thinking."

"Their appetites drive them." A hint of disgust crept into his voice. "Cliffside's slave markets are too tempting a target. They'll head south, not west."

Marra drummed her fingers on the armrest, weighing the possibilities. The Brutes were a legitimate concern, but Tellik had a point about the Dread Tower. She'd seen what happened when you underestimated Jonathan - she wouldn't make the same mistake.

"You might be right about the timing," she admitted finally. "The Clans are more unified now than they've ever been. And with my sorcerers..." A wicked smile curved her lips. "We could give Jonathan quite the surprise."

"Then we have an agreement?" Tellik's hand moved to his weapon, almost unconsciously.

"We do." Marra rose, extending her hand. "Rainfell and the Lizardfolk Clans, united against the Dread Tower. You can take the majority of the land, but the Dread Tower is my old home. I would very much like it back."

"Very well. We will strike in three weeks." Tellik clasped her hand briefly, then turned to leave. At the doorway, he paused. "Don't try to double-cross me, Marra. Don't expect me to treat you like I used to when you were Tarthis' queen."

Marra's laugh followed him out. "Oh, Tracker, you're so serious these days. What happened to that playful man who used to fuck Zigarete so roughly?"

The only response was the sound of the door closing firmly behind him.

Kordak's heavy footsteps announced his arrival moments after Tellik's departure. His muscled frame filled the doorway as he peered in, metal shards orbiting lazily around his bare torso.

"Everything alright, my Queen? Saw the king of Rainfell leaving." His voice rumbled with barely contained aggression.

Marra's tail lashed in frustration as she turned to face him. "It's fine, just politics. But I've been denied twice today - first by Eya's interruption, then by our dear Tellik's... restraint." Her eyes raked over Kordak's body, lingering on the bulge in his pants. "And I refuse to be denied a third time."

She crossed the room in a flash, pressing herself against his chest. Her fingers traced the sorcerer mark on his forearm, making the metal shards spin faster with his rising excitement.

"Fuck, you know what that does to me," he growled, his cock already hardening against her thigh.

"I know exactly what it does," she purred, shoving him back against the wall. Her tail wrapped around his waist as she claimed his mouth in a demanding kiss.

Kordak's hands gripped her ass, lifting her effortlessly. She wrapped her legs around him as he spun them around, pinning her to the wall. Their clothes vanished in a frenzy of desperate movements.

"Need this cock inside me now," Marra demanded, grinding against him.

He obliged with a savage thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Marra threw her head back with a moan of pure satisfaction as his magically enhanced girth stretched her perfectly.

"Harder!" she commanded, digging her nails into his shoulders. "Make me forget about being denied."

Kordak fucked her with brutal intensity, each thrust threatening to break the wall behind them. The metal shards swirled around them both now, responding to his heightening pleasure.

"Yes, yes, fucking wreck me!" Marra screamed as her first orgasm hit, but Kordak didn't slow down. He carried her to the nearest table, scattering scrolls and maps as he bent her over it.

"Still want it harder?" he growled in her ear, already knowing the answer.

"Don't you dare stop," she moaned, pushing back against him. Her tail coiled around his throat, urging him deeper.

Their fucking grew even more intense, animalistic sounds filling the room as they chased their pleasure with desperate abandon. Marra felt joy.


30: Dinner

Jonathan sat at the dining table, still amazed at how quickly Gobbo and Gobby had grown. It had only been a few months since their birth, yet here they were, teenagers in appearance and demeanour, though thankfully their aging had slowed considerably once they reached adolescence. The twins had inherited their mother's intelligence and...

Jonathan tried his best not to stare at Gobby, but it was a difficult task. She had inherited Saikhi's voluptuous figure, full breasts, wide hips, and a perfect ass that seemed designed for breeding. Her purple skin gleamed in the candlelight, and her white hair cascaded down her back just like her mother's. The only difference was her smaller stature, a trait from her goblin heritage.

Gobbo, on the other hand, was massive for a goblin. He stood nearly as tall as Jonathan, with bulging muscles and a presence that commanded attention. Despite his intimidating physique, he retained the same curious intelligence in his eyes that he'd shown since birth.

"The roast is excellent," Jonathan said, taking a sip of wine. "Saikhi, you've outdone yourself."

"Thank you, Master Jonathan." Saikhi beamed at the praise. "I've had plenty of practice cooking for the little ones. Three litters now, though Gobbo and Gobby remain… special. The others developed normally, like regular goblin children."

"Mother has been an excellent teacher," Gobby said, her voice carrying the same melodic quality as Saikhi's. "Both Gobbo and I have learned so much. We're ready to serve you properly now, my Lord."

"That's good to hear," Jonathan replied, trying to keep his thoughts pure. It wasn't easy with Gobby looking at him like that.

"In fact." Gobby continued, licking her lips, "I'm old enough to breed now. I would be honoured to carry your child, Lord Nightmare."

Wine sprayed across the table as Jonathan choked mid-sip. He coughed violently, his face turning red. "I... what... that's..."

"Oh, Master," Saikhi interjected, patting his back. "I should have explained earlier. Among goblins, there's no taboo against family relations. Their genetics are quite remarkable - there's zero chance of any birth defects or malformities, regardless of how closely related the parents are."

"It's true!" Gobby nodded enthusiastically. "It's why goblin families are so close. We share everything." Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she watched Jonathan squirm.

"Speaking of sharing." Gobbo's deep voice rumbled across the table, "I can't wait to help breed Mother myself. It's the least I can do to thank her for raising us so well."

Jonathan's cock hardened traitorously in his pants as he processed this information. He'd always had certain incestuous thoughts about Mari, thoughts he'd buried deep and never acted upon. But here was a society where such relations weren't just accepted but celebrated. His mind wandered to dangerous territory.

"Master?" Saikhi's voice snapped him back to reality. "Are you alright? You look flushed."

"Fine!" he squeaked, then cleared his throat. "I'm fine. Just... processing all this new information about goblin culture. Very... educational."

"We could give you a practical demonstration," Gobby suggested innocently, though her eyes held nothing but sin. "I've been practising with Gobbo, but I'd love to learn from a more experienced teacher."

Jonathan grabbed his wine glass and drained it in one gulp. He wasn't nearly drunk enough for this conversation. The worst part was that he couldn't tell if he was more aroused or disturbed by how aroused he was. Thank god Mari wasn't here - he'd never be able to look his sister in the eye again if she knew what he was thinking.

"Perhaps we should discuss something else," he suggested weakly, adjusting his position to hide his obvious erection. "Like... the weather? Or tax policy?"

Saikhi, Gobbo, and Gobby exchanged knowing looks, clearly aware of the effect their conversation had on him. Jonathan had a feeling this wouldn't be the last time this topic came up, and he wasn't entirely sure how he felt about that.

Saikhi dabbed her lips with a napkin, her glowing eyes fixed on Jonathan. "Master, perhaps we should address the issue directly. The sexual tension is quite distracting, and I'd hate for our family dinners to become uncomfortable."

"What do you suggest?" Jonathan asked, though he had a feeling he knew exactly what she was going to say.

"Well." Saikhi blushed. "We could simply get the awkwardness out of the way now. Have sex as a family unit. That way, we can move forward."

Gobby clapped her hands together excitedly. "Oh yes! That's perfect, Mother! I've been so eager to feel Lord Nightmare's cock inside me."

"And I can finally show Mother how much I've grown," Gobbo added with a grin that was pure sin.

Jonathan's head spun. The wine wasn't helping his decision-making process, but he couldn't deny the appeal. His cock was already rock hard just from the dinner conversation. And if it was normal in goblin culture... if there weren't any taboos...

"You're all... okay with this?" he asked, his voice hoarse.

"More than okay," Saikhi assured. "I've been wanting to share you with our children for some time now, Master. And I must admit, the thought of Gobbo breeding me..." She bit her lower lip in anticipation.

"Please, my Lord." Gobby stood up, her dress doing little to hide her curves. "Let me show you how grateful I am for everything you've done for our family."

Jonathan looked at his wine glass, then drained it in one gulp. "Fuck it," he declared, standing up from the table. "If we're going to do this, let's do it properly. But first..." He poured himself another glass of wine. "I need this for courage."

"There's nothing to be nervous about, Master," Saikhi said, already starting to unbutton her dress. "We're family. We share everything."

Gobbo moved behind his mother, his massive hands already exploring her body. "Everything," he agreed, his deep voice thick with lust.

Gobby sidled up to Jonathan, pressing her purple breasts against the fabric of his shirt. "Shall we move this to the bedroom? Or would you prefer to take me right here on the dining table?"

Jonathan's cock twitched at the suggestion. He was really going to do this. He was going to fuck his sort-of-daughter while watching his sort-of-son breed with their mother. It was wrong on so many levels, and yet...

"The bedroom," he decided. "If we're doing this, we're doing it properly. With a bed."

The family made their way upstairs, leaving their half-eaten dinner behind. Jonathan couldn't believe what he was about to do. It didn't take long for Jonathan's bedroom to become a flurry of discarded clothes and heated flesh.

"Oh fuck!" Gobby moaned as Jonathan's hands explored her body. "Your power... It's incredible!" Waves of pleasure coursed through her.

Beside them, Gobbo had already bent Saikhi over, his impressive size making her gasp. "Mother, you feel amazing," he growled, gripping her hips.

Jonathan couldn't believe how perfectly Gobby's body fit against his. She was tight, wet, and eager, her body responding to his every touch with increasing sensitivity. His power seemed to affect her differently than others - instead of being overwhelmed, she absorbed it. Jonathan could feel her drinking his power up as he entered her.

"More," she begged, wrapping her legs around him. "Please, my Lord, I need more!"

The room filled with the sounds of pleasure as both couples found their rhythm. Saikhi's moans grew louder as Gobbo increased his pace, while Gobby's breathless whimpers drove Jonathan wild.

"Switch!" Saikhi called out after what felt like hours. "I want to feel Master too!"

They rearranged themselves, Jonathan sliding into Saikhi's familiar warmth while Gobbo claimed his sister. The new combinations sparked fresh waves of pleasure through everyone.

"Fuck yes." Gobby moaned as her brother filled her. "Show me what you learned from Mother!"

Jonathan lost track of time as they continued to swap and change positions, turning the bedroom into their own private paradise of pleasure. Both Saikhi and Gobby took turns accepting Jonathan and Gobbo's cum, draining the two over and over again. Finally, after what must have been hours, they collapsed into a satisfied heap on the bed, bodies glistening with sweat.

"That was perfect." Gobby sighed contentedly, curling up against Jonathan's chest. "Everything I hoped it would be."

"Amazing." Saikhi agreed, stroking Gobbo's muscular arm. "We should make this a regular family activity."

The sound of a door opening shattered the peaceful afterglow.

"Hey Jonathan, I need to explain about the Tower's Desire earlier. I know what it looked like, but—" Myst's voice cut off abruptly as she took in the scene before her. Her brother, naked and covered in sweat, lay in bed surrounded by equally naked bodies.

"Oh... oh." Myst's face turned scarlet. Her eyes darted between the various bodies, unable to process what she was seeing.

"Aunty Myst!" Gobby's cheerful voice broke the awkward silence. "You came just in time. We're having family bonding time."

"Would you like to join us?" Gobbo added, his deep voice rumbling with invitation. "Mother says sharing is important in families."

"I... I..." Myst backed away, her hand clutching the doorframe. "I need to go. Right now. Immediately."

She turned and fled, her footsteps echoing down the hallway as she ran.

Jonathan groaned and buried his face in his hands. "Well, fuck. That's going to be a fun conversation to have with my sister."

Saikhi patted his shoulder sympathetically. "At least she didn't catch us in the act, Master."

"Yeah." Jonathan sighed. "Small mercies, I guess."


31: Viewing

Jonathan knocked on Myst's door the next morning, but there was no answer. He tried again, waiting a few moments before pushing the door open slightly.

"Mari? You in there?" The room was empty, her bed already made.

A twinge of worry crept into his stomach. After walking in on him yesterday, she'd been clearly upset. He rubbed the back of his neck, wondering where she might have gone. The tower was huge, and she could be anywhere.

He checked the dining hall, the library, and even poked his head into the Tower's Desire, though he doubted she'd be there this early. No sign of her. His worry grew with each empty room.

Finally, he made his way down to Painsley's lab. The faen was bent over a workbench, scribbling notes while something bubbled in a beaker nearby.

"Hey, have you seen my sister around?"

Painsley looked up, her eyes lighting up at the sight of him. "Well, if it isn't my favourite cock supplier." She put down her quill and stretched, making sure to arch her back just so. "Haven't seen her, but you know what I have seen? Those new merfolk who moved into the village. Holy fuck, their dicks are amazing – all ribbed and shit. Makes me wet just thinking about it."

Jonathan leaned against the doorframe. "Yeah, I know. I watched you with two of them yesterday behind the tavern."

"I thought the coast was clear!" Painsley was surprised.

"It was, I have this new power." Jonathan described to Painsley the latest upgrade in his sorcerous arsenal.

"Such a pervy power!" Painsley grinned. "That must have been quite the show. Did you see how deep they could go? Fucking incredible." She bit her lip. "Speaking of which, I wouldn't mind some more of your cock inside of me."

"Not now, Painsley. I'm worried about Myst." Jonathan was beginning to regret ever letting Painsley fuck him out of curiosity.

The faen rolled her eyes. "Well, if you're that concerned, why don't you use your fancy new power to check on her?"

Jonathan shifted uncomfortably. "I don't know... That feels like an invasion of privacy."

"More invasive than watching me get double-teamed by fish people?" Painsley snorted. "Besides, what if she's in trouble? Better to check and be sure, right? What's the worst that could happen?"

He rubbed his neck again, considering. She had a point – if Myst was in danger, he needed to know. And it wasn't like he hadn't already used the power to watch others... If she weren't being taken advantage of, his power wouldn't even work anyway.

"Fine," he sighed. "But just a quick check to make sure she's okay."

"That's the spirit!" Painsley clapped her hands together.

Jonathan closed his eyes, focusing on his connection to Myst. Almost immediately, a mental alert pinged in his mind. His stomach dropped. She was engaged in sexual activity right now.

"Well?" Painsley prodded. "Is she okay?"

He hesitated, his hand moving to the back of his neck. "She's... doing something. I don't know if I should look."

"For fuck's sake, just check! What if some monster's got her?"

With a deep breath, Jonathan opened the mental connection. The scene materialised in his mind with crystal clarity – and his heart nearly stopped. Myst was on her knees in what he recognised as Garth's office at the Tower's Desire, her lips wrapped around the former captain's thick shaft.

"Fuck, you've gotten so good at this." Garth groaned, running his fingers through her dark hair. "Been practising, haven't you?"

Myst pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. "Maybe. The clients here really enjoy my lip service," she said with a shy smile. Then, to Garth's obvious surprise, she added, "I want you to fuck me."

"What? Are you sure?" Garth's eyes widened, but his cock twitched eagerly.

"This whole world is so fucked up anyway," Myst said, standing and hiking up her dress. "Might as well embrace it. I'm not exactly new to this, but... be gentle?"

Jonathan felt his own cock strain against his pants as he watched Garth guide his sister onto the desk. He barely registered Painsley dropping to her knees beside him until he felt her warm mouth engulf him.

"Fuuuck." Myst gasped as Garth pushed inside her, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk. Her inexperience was evident in the way she tensed, but Garth took his time, easing in inch by inch.

"Oh god, she is having sex…" Jonathan muttered.

"Is she doing a good job?" Painsley mumbled around Jonathan's cock, looking up at him with mischievous eyes.

Jonathan could only nod, lost in the dual sensations of Painsley's skilled mouth and the sight of his sister taking Garth inside of her. His conscience screamed at him to look away, but he couldn't tear his attention from the scene unfolding in his mind.

Myst's nails dug into Garth's shoulders as he picked up speed, his cock stretching her inexperienced pussy. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, barely contained by her dress.

"Fuck, your pussy feels amazing," Garth growled, "been wanting this for so long. Ever since I first saw you stumbling around that inn in your underwear." He drove deeper, making her gasp and claw at his shoulders. His cock stretched her tight walls, filling her. "Exactly how I imagined it would feel. Better, even. So fucking tight."

"Oh god," Myst moaned, her voice breaking as she wrapped her trembling legs around his waist. Her head fell forward onto Garth's shoulder as pleasure coursed through her body in hot waves. Each thrust sent jolts of ecstasy radiating from her core, spreading through her limbs like fire. She found herself pulling him closer despite everything, her hips rising to meet his, wanting more. Needing more. The purple tattoo above her panty line seemed to pulse with warmth as her body absorbed his precum, feeding her sorcerer ability with each deep stroke.

Garth's breathing grew ragged against her ear. "That's it, take my cock. You were made for this, weren't you?" His hands slid from her hips to grab her ass, using the leverage to pound into her harder.

In his lab, Jonathan's legs buckled as Painsley shoved him onto a nearby chair. She unzipped up her leotard and straddled him, sinking onto his cock with ease.

"Don't mind if I do." Painsley purred, rolling her hips. Her tight pussy gripped him as she rode, matching the rhythm of Garth's thrusts into Myst. "Isn't this what you wanted? You're sister is safe, right? Just getting fucked I presume."

Jonathan could only moan in response, lost between Painsley's movements and the sight of his sister being fucked on Garth's desk. His hands found Painsley's hips, guiding her as she bounced on his shaft, but his eyes remained closed, focused on the scene playing out in his mind.

Jonathan's grip on Painsley's hips tightened as his mind wandered. Despite his best efforts to resist, he found himself imagining what it would feel like to be in Garth's place. His cock throbbed at the forbidden thought of being buried deep inside his sister's tight pussy.

"Stand up and bend over," Garth commanded, pulling out of Myst. She complied without hesitation, pressing her chest against the cool wooden surface of the desk. Her dress bunched around her waist as Garth positioned himself behind her.

"Fuck me." Myst whimpered, pushing back against him. "Please..."

Garth grabbed her hips and slammed forward, making her cry out in pleasure. Her breasts squished against the desk with each powerful thrust, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth surface.

In the lab, Painsley was bouncing frantically on Jonathan's cock, but he barely noticed. His attention was consumed by the mental image of Myst's face contorted in ecstasy, her mouth hanging open as she moaned. The way she arched her back, accepting every inch of cock... He imagined it was his cock stretching her open, claiming her.

"Such a good girl," Garth growled, spanking Myst's ass. "Taking my cock so well."

Myst's response was a series of breathless moans, her body trembling as Garth pounded into her. Her hair fell in her face as pleasure built in her core.

Jonathan felt his orgasm approaching, his balls tightening as Painsley rode him relentlessly. Through his power, he could see Garth's pace becoming erratic, his grip on Myst's hips bruising.

"Gonna cum." Garth grunted. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside." Myst gasped between thrusts. "Fill me up!"

That was all it took. Jonathan erupted inside Painsley just as Garth buried himself to the hilt in Myst, both men groaning as they pumped their loads deep into willing pussies. Myst shuddered beneath Garth, her inner walls clenching around his pulsing cock as she came.

"Holy fuck." Painsley panted, collapsing against Jonathan's chest. "That must have been quite the show."

Jonathan could only nod, guilt and arousal warring in his mind as he watched Garth's cum be absorbed into his sister's pussy.


32: Visitor

Jonathan lay in his bed, flicking through the mental channels of his Remote Viewing power like a perverse television set. His cock hardened as he watched various encounters throughout his domain. A gasp escaped his lips when he tuned into an exciting scene, Lily and Talitha writhing together on Frekk.

"Fuck, save some for me," Lily whined, her voice pitched higher with desperation as Frekk's attention shifted completely to Talitha.

The huntress merely purred in response, her cat-like eyes half-lidded with pleasure. She was clearly accustomed to group activities, moving with the boldness of someone who knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it. Frekk lived up to his reputation as a himbo slut, masterfully playing both women's bodies like instruments he'd spent years learning. His hands never stopped moving, fingers trailing along Lily's inner thigh even as his mouth worked its way down Talitha's neck.

Jonathan had to admire the man's technique. The way Frekk managed to keep both women engaged and desperate for more showed real skill. It was artful.

A shadow caught his attention. Jonathan's eyes snapped to the dark corner of his chamber where a figure stood motionless. He thought it was his ex-girlfriend Margery. But even though she looked like her, it wasn't.

"Zigarete," he breathed, reaching for his weapon. He waved his hand around looking for the Spear of Narcese, but it wasn't where he left it. He saw his liquid metal spear in Zigarete's hand, paired with her flaming spear in the other.

"Don't bother getting up," she said, her voice carrying none of its usual venom. "If I wanted you dead, you'd be dead already."

Jonathan sat up anyway, sheets pooling around his waist. "Then why are you here?" This was the woman who had chased him all over Adearath, trying to kill him!

She stepped forward, moonlight catching her sharp features. Those silver eyes, which had haunted his dreams, studied him carefully. "To talk."

"About?"

Zigarete twirled the Spear of Narcese in her hand, watching it shimmer. "You're in more danger than you realise, Lord Nightmare." She said his title almost mockingly.

"From you?"

"No." She tossed his spear back to him. "From your former ally. Tellik has spies in your midst."

Jonathan caught the liquid metal weapon, feeling its familiar weight. "The Tracker? I thought we were on decent-ish terms."

"He's planning to attack the Dread Tower next week." Zigarete scowled. "Along with that demon whore, Marra."

"Marra?" Jonathan's blood ran cold. "She survived the explosion?"

"Somehow she was teleported to safety before Fade's final... display." Zigarete's silver eyes narrowed. "I can see the question in your eyes. No, Fade isn't alive. I personally sifted through what remained of both him and Tarthis. Just... pieces."

Jonathan swallowed hard, remembering the devastating blast that had rocked the tower. "You're sure?"

"Trust me," she said, her voice bitter. "I made certain. I wanted to verify Tarthis was dead myself, after his betrayal." She gripped her flaming spear tighter. "But Marra... that bitch is very much alive and eager to reclaim what she believes is hers."

Zigarete let out a harsh laugh. "Allies? Is that what you thought?" She began unfastening the clasps of her red and black Inquisitor robes. Jonathan tensed, but she only pulled the fabric aside to reveal a jagged scar just below her ribs.

"See this?" Her voice dripped with venom. "This is what being the Tracker's 'ally' got me."

Jonathan leaned forward, studying the pale mark. The scar tissue formed an ugly starburst pattern, evidence of a brutal stabbing.

"We were lovers once." Zigarete continued, her silver eyes distant. "I trusted him. Fought beside him. Fucked him." Her fingers traced the scar. "Then he stabbed me when we raided the Resistance's headquarters. Left me bleeding out on the floor while he killed King Hokk."

She fastened her robes back up, jaw clenched. "I lay there for hours, using every trick I knew just to stay alive."

Jonathan remembered the stories he'd heard about the Tracker's rise to power in Rainfell. "But everyone now thinks he's a hero who fought the Empire from within..."

"That's what makes him so dangerous." Zigarete spat. "He's a master manipulator. Even now, his wives don't know he's the one who killed their father. He plays the role of the noble avenger while building his power base through lies and betrayal."

She gripped her flaming spear tighter, the weapon responding to her anger with brighter flames. "The Drakken found me, nursed me back to health. I've spent every day since then planning my revenge. But Tellik... he's always three steps ahead. Always wearing that mask of righteousness while plotting in the shadows."

Her silver eyes locked onto Jonathan's. "So no, we're not allies. And if he's targeting you now, it's because he sees you as a threat to his carefully constructed narrative. He'll smile to your face right up until the moment he slides a knife between your ribs."

Jonathan shifted on the bed, his mind racing. "Why come to me with this? Last time we met, you were trying to kill me."

"The enemy of my enemy, Lord Nightmare. You're the best chance I have of finally getting my revenge on that two-faced bastard."

"And I'm supposed just to trust you?" Jonathan asked, though he had to admit her story rang true. The scar, the bitterness in her voice when she spoke of Tellik - those weren't things you could fake, at least not easily.

"Trust?" She barked out a laugh. "No. But you're going to need all the help you can get. Tellik isn't just bringing his army… Marra is in control of the now unified Lizardfolk Clans."

Jonathan's stomach dropped. The Lizardfolk were fierce warriors, and their territory bordered his lands. A two-pronged attack would be devastating.

"I have resources." Zigarete continued. "Intelligence networks from my days as Grand Inquisitor. The Drakken. And..." she paused, silver eyes glinting, "I know how Tellik thinks. His strategies, his weaknesses."

She moved closer, and Jonathan was struck again by how much she resembled Margery. But where his ex-girlfriend had been soft, Zigarete was all sharp edges and barely contained fury.

"Make no mistake," she said, her voice low and intense. "This isn't about saving you or your precious tower. I want Tellik's head on a spike. I want him to suffer like I suffered. But I can't do it alone, and right now, you're my best option."

Jonathan considered her words carefully. Having Zigarete as an ally would be valuable, but dangerous. Like keeping a wounded wolf at your side, useful in a fight, but likely to turn on you the moment it suited her.

"And after?" he asked. "Assuming we survive and you get your revenge?"

Zigarete shrugged, the movement making her silver hair shimmer in the moonlight. "Then we go back to being enemies, I suppose. Or maybe I leave this goddess-forsaken continent. But right now, you need me. And I..." she gritted her teeth, clearly hating to admit it, "I need you. So what's it going to be, Lord Nightmare?"

"Alright. You have a deal." Jonathan looked at Zigarete with suspicion, followed by… desire. He remembered those nights he had spent sleeping next to Margery and-

Jonathan's lustful thoughts triggered his power before he could stop it. Zigarete's eyes went wide, her breath catching as the wave of arousal hit her.

"What... what did you do?" she gasped, stumbling slightly. Her silver eyes darkened with sudden need, her chest heaving. "I didn't even touch you!"

"Shit, I'm so sorry!" Jonathan scrambled to explain. "It's a new power, if I make eye contact and think... certain thoughts..."

"You fucking bastard!" Zigarete snarled, but the sound was more desperate than angry. Her thighs pressed together as she fought the growing heat between them. "After everything I just told you..."

"I really didn't mean to—" Jonathan's apology was cut short as Zigarete pounced, pinning him to the bed. She pressed her spear against his neck as she straddled him.

"Shut up," she growled, grinding against his hardening cock through the sheets. "You want to play games? Fine. Let's play." She thought back to her first encounter with his power, when she was completely embarrased by him in the back of a Cliffside alley. This time, she would be in control.

She yanked the sheets away and claimed him roughly, sinking onto his length with a harsh moan. Jonathan gasped at her tight heat, his hands instinctively going to her hips.

"Don't you dare touch me," she hissed, slapping his hands away. She began to ride him hard and fast, using him for her own pleasure. Her Inquisitor robes fell open, giving him teasing glimpses of pale skin and battle scars.

Jonathan couldn't help but stare. She looked so much like Margery, but moved nothing like her. Where Margery had been gentle, Zigarete was all savage intensity. She fucked like she fought, precise, merciless, and absolutely in control.

"Is this what you wanted?" she taunted, clenching around him. "To make the mighty Silverspear your whore?" Her pace grew more frantic, her composure cracking as the pleasure built.

"Fuck, Zigarete..." Jonathan moaned, fighting to keep still as she used him.

"Don't say my name," she snapped, but her voice wavered. She was close, her movements growing erratic. "This means nothing. This is just—ah!"

She came with a choked cry, her whole body tensing as pleasure ripped through her. Jonathan followed immediately after, the sight of her undoing proving too much to resist.

For a moment, they stayed frozen, both panting heavily. Then Zigarete's eyes hardened again. She lifted herself off him, resisting the urge to pass out, and straightened her robes with military precision.

"This never happened," she said coldly, though her cheeks were still flushed. Without another word, she strode to the window and flung it open. A massive scaled form detached from the tower wall - the Drakken, who had been waiting silently in the darkness.

"I will be back with my things later to move in." Zigarete gave Jonathan one last withering look before leaping out into the night. The Drakken caught her easily, and they vanished into the shadows, leaving Jonathan alone with his racing thoughts and the lingering scent of the former Inquisitor.


33: Strategy

Jonathan sat at the head of the table in the Dread Tower's war room. His closest allies and advisors surrounded him, but the tension in the room was palpable. Zigarete stood behind Jonathan, silently. Painsley kept shooting venomous glares at the former Inquisitor.

"I still can't believe we're trusting her." Painsley spat. "Have we all forgotten what she did to Jonn the Second? She fucking gutted him!"

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "I understand your concerns, but—"

"But nothing!" Lily cut in, her wings fluttering in agitation. "She spent years hunting down sorcerers. I've seen her dispatch more than a few. This is like inviting the Big Bad Wolf to guard your sheep!"

"Circumstances have changed," Zigarete said coolly. "The Empire doesn't exist anymore, and neither does the Inquisition."

Talitha's muscles tensed at those words, her fingers ghosting over the handles of her hatchets. Her eyes never left Zigarete, watching for any sudden movements.

Saikhi cleared her throat. "Perhaps we should focus on the immediate threat. The combined forces of Rainfell and the Lizardfolk Clans will be at our doorstep within days."

"Agreed," Alistar added, his armour creaking as he leaned forward. "Whatever Zigarete's past transgressions, we need every advantage we can get. The numbers aren't in our favour."

"If you want proof of my loyalty, know this – I want Tellik dead more than any of you." Zigarete's silver eyes flashed with barely contained rage. "That backstabbing piece of shit left me for dead. Everything I had, everything I was, he took it all away."

Her hands clenched into fists as she continued. "He betrayed not just me, but everything the Empire stood for. And now he's playing king in Rainfell, fucking both princesses while pretending to be some noble liberator." She spat on the ground. "That, at least, you can trust – my hatred for him runs deeper than any quarrel I have with the rest of you."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck as he looked around the room. People were still on edge.

"There's something else you should know," Zigarete said, her voice dropping lower. "There are spies within the Dread Tower."

The room erupted in murmurs and concerned looks.

"Do you know who?" Talitha asked.

Zigarete shook her head. "No. But my sources have confirmed that someone is feeding intelligence to Tellik from within."

Painsley snorted. "Convenient that you know about spies but can't tell us who they are."

"Enough," Jonathan said firmly. "We can't afford to turn on each other now. Zigarete's information about the alliance was accurate. Without that warning, we'd be completely unprepared for what's coming."

He stood up, looking at each person around the table. "I know this isn't ideal. But we're out of options and out of time. We either stand together, or we fall divided."

Talitha spoke, her voice low and dangerous. "I will follow you, chieftain. But I will be watching." Her eyes locked with Zigarete's. "Always watching."

The former Inquisitor met her gaze without flinching. "I wouldn't expect anything less."

"I guess it can't be helped," Lily admitted. The others soon voiced their own resignation to the facts.

Jonathan clasped his hands together. "With that out of the way, let's go over our forces."

Saikhi shuffled through her papers, her crimson skin catching the light. "The goblin forces are growing. We have approximately 150 warriors, primarily armed with short swords and bows. They're not disciplined, but they're eager to prove themselves. The breeding program has been successful – we've doubled our numbers in the past month alone."

She paused, adjusting her glasses. "However, their combat effectiveness is questionable. They're better suited for harassment tactics and night raids than direct confrontation."

Alistar continued. "The Sentinels are at full strength – one hundred and twenty trained warriors, each worth ten normal soldiers. We've been drilling daily, and morale is high. Long may we stand!"

"And long may we fuck!" someone called from the back of the room, drawing a few nervous chuckles.

Alistar cleared his throat. "We're well-equipped, thanks to the Tower's armoury. We can hopefully hold a line against anything they throw at us."

Talitha prowled around the table, her movements fluid and predatory. "I've managed to train around 250 militia. I have also used some of the treasury to retain a few mercenaries, approximately 200 more. Quality varies, but they're all paid well enough to stay loyal. For now."

"I have various Urnine packs under my control," Painsley added. "Also, there is the tentacle beast if we absolutely need it."

"So we have a force of roughly 720 strong plus beasts," Saikhi added up the numbers in her head. Against…"

"At least 1000 from Rainfell," Zigarete cut in. "And the Lizardfolk Clans can field another 2000, though they're unlikely to commit their full strength."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "So we're outnumbered almost four to one."

"Four-point-one-six, to be precise." Saikhi corrected automatically, then blushed when everyone looked at her.

"The walls of the Dread Tower even those odds considerably," Alistar said.

"But we have a village we need to now protect," Jonathan stated. "I'm not going to let civilians go defenceless."

Alistar nodded grimly. "You're right. We can't abandon the villagers. So what's our plan then?"

Jonathan traced his finger along the map spread across the table. "We fortify the outer rim of the village first. The goblins are natural diggers; we can use that. Have them create a network of traps and pitfalls around the perimeter."

"Smart." Zigarete's silver eyes narrowed as she studied the map. "The terrain works in our favour. If we funnel them through specific routes..."

"Exactly." Jonathan pointed to several key locations. "We force them to either move slowly and carefully, or risk losing soldiers to our traps. Either way, it buys us time and thins their numbers."

Talitha's ears perked up. "And while their forces are occupied with the defences..."

"We go hunting." Jonathan finished. "We focus on their leadership. Tellik, Marra, the clan chieftain, and any sorcerers. If we can take them down, their forces might break."

"It's risky." Alistar gripped the pommel of his sword. "But I like it. Their numbers won't matter if we can break their command structure. And between the four of us, we might be able to do it."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck at the mention of his powers. "Right. If we can get close enough to their leaders, I might be able to... create some chaos in their ranks."

"You mean make them all horny as fuck." Painsley snickered.

"That too," Jonathan admitted. "But the point stands, we don't need to defeat their entire army. We just need to break their will to fight."

Talitha rose from her seat, her movements fluid and purposeful. "I will take a small team to hunt down Tellik. He's dangerous, but with the right group..." She cast her gaze around the room. "Zigarete knows how he thinks. And I want Fiafa and Frekk – they're our best scouts."

Zigarete's eyes glinted as she nodded.

"Are you sure about those two?" Lily asked, her wings twitching. "They only just joined us." Lily blushed as she thought about Frekk.

"I trust them." Talitha's voice held no room for argument. "Either way, Zigarete and I can handle any potential betrayal."

Jonathan nodded slowly. "That leaves Marra. Alistar, Painsley, and I will handle her."

"Fuck yeah!" Painsley grinned wickedly. "I've been wanting to see how that succubus bitch handles against my pets."

"Just... try not to destroy too many Lizardfolk." Saikhi shuffled her papers nervously. "We might need to negotiate with them after all this is over."

"No promises," Alistar responded.

"I'll stay here with the remaining forces." Saikhi continued. "Between the goblins, the Sentinels, and our other troops, we should be able to hold the defensive line."

"Remember," Jonathan said, standing up. "We're not trying to win a war here. We just need to break their leadership. If we can take out Tellik and Marra, their alliance will crumble."

Alistar drew his sword, the steel gleaming in the torchlight. "For the Dread Tower!"

"For the Tower!" The room echoed with the cry.


34: Absorbed

Jonathan walked through the dim halls of the inn as the first rays of sunlight crept through the windows. He needed to gather every able fighter for the coming battle, and despite their rocky past, Garth's experience could prove invaluable. As he approached Garth's room, he heard muffled grunts from behind the door.

"Fuck, just like that." Garth's gruff voice carried through the woods.

Jonathan knocked firmly on the door. "Garth? We need to talk about today's defence."

"Come in," Garth called out, his voice slightly strained. "Just reviewing some... paperwork."

Jonathan opened the door to find Garth seated behind his desk, his face flushed. The brothel manager's hands were hidden beneath the surface of the desk.

"What can I do for you?" Garth asked, trying to maintain his composure while clearly enjoying whatever was happening below.

"I'm gathering fighters for the village's defence," Jonathan said, watching as Garth's breath hitched. "Your experience would be valuable."

"Fuck, I'm close," Garth muttered, then quickly covered it with a cough. "I mean, what's in it for me?"

Before Jonathan could answer, Garth's eyes rolled back slightly, and his hips jerked forward. A wet gulping sound came from under the desk, followed by a satisfied groan from Garth.

"Delicious as always," a familiar voice said as Myst emerged from under the desk, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Jonathan's eyes widened as his sister stood up, utterly unfazed by his presence. "Morning, brother."

"Myst, what are you-" Jonathan started, but she cut him off.

"Getting stronger," she said with a wink. "And I want to help defend the village too."

Jonathan shook his head. "It's too dangerous."

Myst stood next to the heavy oak desk, placing one hand underneath it. Without any apparent effort, she lifted the entire desk and spun it around in a complete circle before setting it down gently.

"Holy shit," Garth muttered, gripping the arms of his chair.

"Still think I can't handle myself?" Myst asked, crossing her arms. "That load I just swallowed? It's not just for fun. Every bit of cum I take in makes me stronger. And I've been building up my strength quite a bit lately."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, uncertain how to process this information. His sister had been secretly gaining power through oral sex, and now she was strong enough to lift furniture one-handed.

"Fine." Jonathan finally said. "But you stay close to the defensive line. No heroics."

"Wouldn't dream of it," Myst replied with a satisfied smirk. "Now, about your offer to Garth?"

Garth, who had been watching the siblings' exchange while tucking himself back into his pants, cleared his throat.

"Well," Garth said, straightening his clothes, "I've got a proposition. Let Myst work as my personal secretary at the Tower's Desire. I could use someone with her talents to help manage things."

Jonathan's jaw clenched. "Absolutely not. My sister isn't going to-"

"I'll do it." Myst cut in, placing a hand on her hip.

"What?" Jonathan turned to her, his expression a mix of shock and concern.

"Think about it," she said. "I need to keep building my strength, and where better to do that than at a brothel? Plus, I'll be close to the tower where you can keep an eye on me."

Garth nodded, a slight smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "She'd be perfectly safe. Just helping with the books, scheduling, and other 'administrative duties'."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, clearly uncomfortable with the arrangement. Before he could protest further, Myst stepped closer to him.

"I'm not asking for permission, brother." Her voice was firm but gentle. "I'm telling you what I'm going to do. Besides, you need Garth's help, don't you?"

Garth leaned back in his chair, watching the siblings with obvious amusement. "So, do we have a deal?"

Jonathan sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Fine. But if anything happens to her-"

"She'll be fine," Garth assured him, waving dismissively. "Now I'd best get ready for battle, get Sten and Borris to earn their keep again."

"Jonathan, can we talk?" Myst asked rather urgently. "In private." She nodded toward the side room.

Once inside, Myst closed the door behind them. The small storage room was cramped with shelves of ledgers and supplies, leaving barely enough space for the two of them to stand.

"Look," she said, wringing her hands. "If this battle is as dangerous as you're saying, I need to be as strong as possible."

Jonathan nodded slowly. "Yeah, that's why I wanted you to stay back-"

"No, listen." Myst cut him off. "I get stronger by absorbing cum. And your cum... It's not normal. It's powerful. Magical."

Jonathan's eyes widened as he realised what she was suggesting. "Myst, no. That's—we can't—"

"You think I like this idea?" she snapped, then lowered her voice. "But we're not on Earth anymore. This isn't about being siblings. This is about survival."

"There has to be another way—"

"There isn't time." Myst reached out and touched his arm. Her fingers were warm against his skin. "I knew this would be difficult for us, so... let's let your power do the work."

Jonathan felt the familiar surge of his ability activating at her touch. He watched as Myst's eyes glazed over, her breathing becoming heavier. A flush crept up her neck and into her cheeks.

"Fuck." she whispered, her fingers tightening on his arm. "That's... that's intense."

Jonathan tried to step back, but there wasn't anywhere to go in the cramped room. He could smell her arousal now, see the way her nipples had hardened beneath her dress. His own body was responding, cock growing hard despite his mental protests.

Myst pressed closer, her breasts brushing against his chest. "We need this," she breathed, her voice husky with need. "I need this. Your power... your cum... it could make the difference between life and death."

Her hand slid down his chest, and Jonathan's resistance began to crumble. His power had her in its grip now, turning her reluctance into desperate arousal.

"Just this once," Myst whispered, her fingers finding his belt. "For survival."

Jonathan's protests died in his throat as Myst dropped to her knees, the tight space forcing her body against his legs. Her fingers reached into his robe, and his cock sprang free, already hard.

"Fuck, you're almost as big as Garth." she muttered, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. Her touch sent sparks of pleasure through his body.

"Mari, we shouldn't—" His words cut off in a groan as she took him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around his head, and any remaining resistance melted away.

She worked his cock like a professional, taking him deep into her throat. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the small room, mixing with Jonathan's heavy breathing. His hand found the back of her head, fingers tangling in her raven hair.

"Need more." Myst pulled back, her lips glistening with saliva. "Need you to fuck me properly."

She stood on shaky legs and hitched up her dress, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties. Jonathan's cock twitched at the sight of her wet pussy, the lips already swollen and glistening with arousal. She turned around and bent over, bracing herself.

"Come on, brother." she purred, looking back at him over her shoulder. Her raven hair fell across her flushed face. "Give me that magical cum. I need it."

Jonathan couldn't resist. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her slick folds. His mind screamed that this was wrong, that he was about to fuck his own sister, but his body demanded otherwise. The arousal coursing through both of them was too intense to resist.

He pushed forward, sliding into her tight heat with one smooth thrust.

"Oh fuck." Myst moaned, pushing back against him. Her pussy clenched around his shaft, drawing him deeper. "So good, having you inside of me. Finally. You know, we are in different bodies, we are not technically blood related." Myst's pussy gripped him tight. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure through both of them, amplified by his power.

"Harder," she demanded, reaching back to grab his thigh. "Make it count."

Jonathan increased his pace, fucking her with abandon. The room filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin and their combined moans. A stack of ledgers toppled off the shelf, but neither of them noticed.

"Gonna cum." Jonathan grunted, his balls tightening.

"Inside," Myst gasped. "Need it inside me."

With a final thrust, Jonathan buried himself deep in his sister's pussy. His cock pulsed, pumping her full of his magical cum. Myst cried out as her own orgasm hit, her pussy milking every drop from him.

They stayed like that for a moment, both panting heavily.

Myst's legs trembled as Jonathan pulled out, his cum dripping down her thighs, but it was then absorbed into her skin. Unlike everyone else who had experienced his magical seed for the first time, Myst remained conscious. More than conscious – she felt incredible.

"Holy shit," she breathed, straightening up. A soft purple haze emanated from her skin, making her practically glow in the dim storage room. "I've never felt anything like this before."

She flexed her fingers, watching as the purple light danced around them. The power coursing through her body was intoxicating, making every nerve ending sing with energy. It was like she'd absorbed a thousand loads at once, but cleaner, purer, more potent.

"This is what your cum does?" She turned to face Jonathan, her eyes bright with wonder. "No wonder everyone passes out. I can barely contain it."

The purple aura pulsed with her breathing, casting otherworldly shadows on the walls of the cramped room.

"I feel like I could lift the entire fucking tower."

Myst stepped closer to Jonathan, her movements fluid and graceful as the purple aura continued to dance around her. She leaned in and planted a quick, innocent kiss on his cheek.

"Thank you," she whispered, her voice filled with genuine gratitude. "I'll make this power count."

She slipped past him and out of the storage room, practically bouncing with newfound energy, leaving Jonathan alone with his thoughts and the scattered ledgers on the floor.


35: Surrounded

Jonathan stood at the highest balcony of the Dread Tower, his midnight-blue cloak billowing in the wind as he observed the approaching armies, two distinct forces moving towards his position.

From the west, the faen army of Rainfell advanced in neat formations, highly disciplined. Their movements were coordinated with an almost supernatural grace—their banners, depicting a great tree beneath billowing storm clouds. To the east, the scaled warriors of the Lizardfolk clans approached with less organisation but no less menace.

"Fuck me sideways," Jonathan muttered, rubbing the back of his neck. This reminded Jonathan of a similar situation that occurred in the game Netorare Emperor. He remembered losing that particular scenario.

Below the tower, the village bustled with defensive preparations. The goblins had worked through the night, setting elaborate traps around the perimeter. Some were obvious spike pits and tripwires, while others were more devious contraptions that even Jonathan couldn't quite figure out. He had to admire their ingenuity, even if their methods were sometimes questionable.

His own forces had transformed the village into a makeshift fortress. Barricades constructed from overturned carts, furniture, and anything else they could find created chokepoints in the streets. Archers were positioned on rooftops, and his soldiers waited behind cover with a mix of determination and nervousness on their faces.

Jonathan gripped the railing of the balcony, his knuckles white. The Spear of Narcese leaned against the wall behind him, ready to be grabbed at a moment's notice.

"They'll be in range soon," he said to himself, watching as both armies drew closer. The faen moved with tactical precision, while the lizardfolk advanced with aggressive speed. A deadly pincer manoeuvre, just for him.

The tension in the air was palpable. The waiting was always the worst part, that moment before all hell broke loose. Jonathan could hear the distant sound of marching feet and war drums, growing louder with each passing minute. The morning mist still clung to the ground, swirling around the feet of his defenders as they shifted nervously behind their barricades.

A sharp twang followed by a curse drew his attention. One of the goblin traps had been triggered prematurely by a wandering beast. The poor creature now hung upside down in a net, thrashing wildly.

"At least we know the traps work." Jonathan sighed, though he wished they'd saved that particular surprise for the enemy. He took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves. Somehow, nothing in Jonathan's education had ever prepared him for "defending a dark tower from an invasion", it just hadn't been part of his economics curriculum.

The enemies were almost within striking distance now. Any minute, the relative calm would shatter, and the battle would begin in earnest.

Jonathan grabbed the Spear of Narcese, his fingers wrapping around its cool metallic surface. He'd been testing this particular application for weeks, running the possibilities through his mind. The liquid metal weapon had shown remarkable adaptability, and now seemed like the perfect time to show off its limits.

"Either this works properly, or I die in the most embarrassing way possible," he grinned to himself, channelling his will into the spear.

The weapon responded instantly. The liquid metal flowed and expanded, stretching out into a framework of thin, strong supports. Metallic fabric spread between them, forming broad, angular wings. Within seconds, Jonathan held what looked like a cross between a hang glider and something out of a steampunk convention.

"I feel the need… the need for speed."

Without giving himself time to reconsider, Jonathan ran towards the balcony edge. His heart hammered in his chest as he leapt off, the wind whipping his cloak around him. For one terrifying moment, he plummeted straight down.

Then the makeshift glider caught an updraft, and Jonathan soared. The metal wings held firm as he banked eastward, sailing over the defenders. Below him, he could make out Alistar and Painsley's position, waiting exactly where they'd planned.

"Holy shit, it actually worked," he laughed, the rush of adrenaline making him giddy as he glided towards his companions. The battle was about to begin.


36: West

The dense forest provided perfect cover as Talitha, Fiafa, and Zigarete crouched in wait. The Drakken's massive form lay perfectly still beside them, its red scales blending surprisingly well with the shadows of the undergrowth. From their vantage point, they could see the first signs of movement at the village's western approach.

Talitha's ears twitched at a distant sound. "Where is your brother?" she whispered to Fiafa. "He should be here by now."

Fiafa kept her eyes trained on the tree line, her jaw tight. "I wish I knew. But we can't wait for him."

The sound of clashing steel and battle cries erupted from the village's edge as the faen forces engaged the defenders. Zigarete's silver eyes narrowed as she watched the attacking force move with precision, completely sidestepping the carefully laid traps.

"They're avoiding everything." Zigarete hissed. "Every single trap we set."

Talitha's grip tightened on her hatchets. "We don't have time to worry about that now. The defenders know their jobs." She turned to face the others. "Finding Tellik is our priority. If we can take him down, this all ends."

The Drakken's nostrils flared, and a low rumble emanated from its throat. Zigarete placed a hand on its scaled neck. "My friend can smell him, the Tracker's scent."

"Then let's move," Talitha commanded, already rising into a crouch.

They all advanced as the battle began, arrows flew from both sides as faen attackers smashed against the village's makeshift barricade. The Drakken led the small infiltration force with terrifying efficiency. The monster moved with impossible silence for its size, and where necessary, it cleared a path through the attacking faen with brutal efficiency. Those who weren't quick enough to dodge ended up in pieces, their screams cut short by razor-sharp claws.

Fiafa's daggers flashed in the morning light as she knocked aside a faen soldier who got too close. Her movements were precise, professional – but Talitha caught the slight hesitation in her eyes each time she struck at one of the attackers.

They fought their way through the battlefield, moving steadily toward their target. Zigarete's spear blazed with magical flame as she thrust it through an attacker's chest, her silver hair whipping around her face as she spun to face the next threat. "He's close," she snarled.

The Drakken suddenly stopped, its head snapping to the left. Through the chaos of battle, they caught sight of a figure in black leather, dual maces swinging in deadly arcs as he fought off two defenders.

"King Tellik…" Talitha breathed, her voice thick with anticipation.

The Tracker was everything the stories claimed – his movements were fluid, almost beautiful in their lethality. One defender went down with a crushed skull, while the other barely managed to retreat with a shattered arm.

"You know." Tellik called out, turning to face them, "I was wondering when you'd show up." His maces dripped red onto the ground. "Though I didn't expect to see you again, my dear Zigarete."

The rage in Zigarete's eyes blazed hotter than her spear as she spurred the Drakken forward. The beast's claws tore chunks from the earth with each powerful stride. Tellik barely managed to dive clear as monster and rider crashed through the space he'd occupied moments before.

"I'm not here to talk." Zigarete snarled, bringing her spear to bear. The Drakken's muscles coiled beneath her, ready to strike again.

"Still bitter about our little affair? I thought you'd have gotten over that by now." Tellik taunted.

The Drakken lunged with frightening speed, but Tellik was already moving. His maces deflected Zigarete's spear thrust as he rolled beneath the monster's slashing claws. The three combatants fell into a deadly dance, Zigarete and the Drakken attacking in perfect synchronisation while Tellik weaved between their strikes with unnatural grace.

Talitha gripped her hatchets, ready to join the fray, when movement caught her attention. Fiafa stood several paces away, her daggers drawn but pointed downward.

"I'm sorry," Fiafa said, genuine regret in her emerald eyes. "But this is where your part in this story ends."

"What are you—" Talitha's words cut off as an arrow whistled past her ear. She spun to see Frekk emerging from the shadows, another arrow already nocked.

"Shit." The word escaped Talitha's lips as the full weight of her mistake crashed down on her. All those nights with Frekk, all the secrets she'd entrusted to the promising siblings, security details, battle plans, she'd compromised everything because Frekk's cock had felt so good inside her.

"You deceived me!" Talitha's voice cracked with fury and shame.

Frekk had the decency to look somewhat apologetic. "If it helps, I really did enjoy our time together."

"Fuck you." Talitha hurled a hatchet at him, forcing him to dodge and spoil his shot. She immediately had to spring backward as Fiafa's daggers sliced through the space where her throat had been.

The siblings worked in tandem, Frekk keeping her off balance with precisely aimed arrows while Fiafa pressed in close, her blades a constant threat. Talitha found herself purely on the defensive, unable to close with either opponent effectively.

Behind them, the sounds of Zigarete and Tellik's battle grew louder. The Drakken's roars mixed with the clash of weapons and Zigarete's furious battle cries. But Talitha couldn't spare a moment to look, not with the deadly brother-sister duo pressing their advantage.

A particularly close arrow forced Talitha to roll, and Fiafa was on her instantly. Their blades met in a shower of sparks, faces inches apart.

"You should have known better." Fiafa hissed. "My brother's cock has gotten more secrets out of more women than any torture device."

Talitha headbutted her, earning a satisfying crunch and a moment's breathing room. "And what's your excuse? Loyalty to a king who murdered your previous one?" Jonathan had informed them of King Hokk's fate.

"At least I know where my loyalties lie." Fiafa wiped blood from her nose. "Unlike some who spread their legs and spill their secrets to the first pretty boy who comes along."

The words stung because they were true. Talitha had let her guard down, let herself be seduced, and now everything she'd worked to protect was in danger because of it. She'd failed her people, failed her chieftain, all because she couldn't resist Frekk's skilled tongue and powerful thrusts.

Another arrow forced her to dive behind a fallen cart. Her muscles burned, her breathing was ragged, and she could feel warm blood trickling from where one of Fiafa's daggers had nicked her shoulder. The siblings were closing in, and Talitha knew with bitter certainty that she had no one to blame but herself.

Talitha's muscles screamed as she dove from her cover, hurling her remaining hatchet at Frekk. The weapon spun through the air with deadly precision, but the faen was already moving. The hatchet buried itself in a tree trunk with a solid thunk.

"Getting sloppy." Fiafa taunted, closing the distance with frightening speed.

Talitha dropped into a low stance, drawing a hunting knife from her boot. Steel rang against steel as she parried Fiafa's first strike, then her second. The third slipped past her guard, opening a shallow cut along her ribs. Talitha hissed but used the proximity to drive her knee into Fiafa's stomach.

The faen woman stumbled back, wheezing. Talitha pressed her advantage, her knife seeking Fiafa's throat. But an arrow whizzed between them, forcing Talitha to break off her attack. The momentary distraction was all Fiafa needed.

The spy's boot connected with Talitha's knee, causing it to buckle. As Talitha staggered, Fiafa's pommel struck her temple with brutal force. Stars exploded across her vision. She lashed out blindly, feeling a satisfying crunch as her knife found flesh.

Fiafa cursed, blood flowing from a deep gash in her thigh. But before Talitha could capitalise, another arrow caught her in the shoulder. The impact spun her around, and Fiafa's second strike dropped her to the ground.

Through blurred vision, Talitha saw Fiafa standing over her, daggers raised for a killing blow. Blood dripped from her leg wound, staining the earth beneath her.

"Wait." Frekk's voice cut through the ringing in Talitha's ears. "Don't kill her."

"She just tried to gut me." Fiafa snarled, her blade still poised.

"And if things go sideways, we might need leverage." Frekk moved closer, already pulling rope from his pack. "Besides, you got her back pretty good. She's not going anywhere."

Fiafa's eyes burned with anger, but after a moment she lowered her weapons. "Fine. But if she causes any trouble..."

"Then you can kill her." Frekk knelt beside Talitha's prone form. "Sorry about this, beautiful. For what it's worth, those nights really were amazing."

As the rough rope bit into her wrists, Talitha tried to spit at him but couldn't summon the strength. The last thing she saw before consciousness fled was Frekk's apologetic smile and Fiafa's contemptuous glare.

Meanwhile, Tellik's maces crashed against the Drakken's scales, the impact sending shockwaves through the beast's massive frame. Zigarete snarled, thrusting her flaming spear at his throat. The Tracker twisted away, but not before the magical flames singed his leather armour.

The Drakken's tail whipped around, forcing Tellik to dive and roll. He came up swinging, catching the monster's foreleg with a sickening crunch. The beast roared in pain, its movements becoming increasingly erratic and more dangerous.

"Looks like your pet is getting tired." Tellik taunted, dancing between the Drakken's furious swipes.

Zigarete's response was a vicious spear thrust that nearly took his eye. The blade carved a thin line across his cheek instead. "We're just getting started."

Their deadly dance continued, neither able to land a decisive blow. Then Zigarete feinted low, and as Tellik moved to block, she changed direction. Her spear blazed upward in a brutal arc.

Tellik screamed as the burning blade severed his left hand at the wrist. The mace it had been holding thudded to the blood-soaked ground as the magical flames cauterised the wound instantly.

Before either could capitalise on the moment, war horns blasted from the tree line. A tide of green bodies poured from the forest's edge, catching the attacking forces completely by surprise. The flanking forces had arrived.

"Impossible," Tellik growled through gritted teeth, clutching his ruined wrist. "This wasn't in any report—"

"Because some secrets," Zigarete smiled viciously, "are better kept between a small few."

The goblins crashed into the faen army's exposed flank like a hammer striking glass. The organised assault dissolved into chaos as green-skinned warriors tore through their ranks with savage efficiency.

"Fall back!" Tellik roared, already retreating. "To me! Form up!"

A group of faen soldiers immediately moved to protect their king, forming a wall of shields and spears between him and his pursuers. The Drakken's claws tore through the first rank like paper, but more soldiers stepped forward to take their place.

"You can't hide behind them forever!" Zigarete called out as she spurred the Drakken forward.

But Tellik was already moving, directing more troops to cover his retreat. Each wave of soldiers bought precious seconds, their deaths ensuring their king's escape. Through the chaos, Frekk appeared at Tellik's side, a bound and unconscious Talitha slung over his shoulder.

"The western approach is lost," Frekk reported, keeping pace with his king. "We need to pull back now."

Tellik cast one final look at Zigarete and her monster as they tore through another rank of sacrificial troops. His face twisted with rage and pain, but he gave the order. "Sound the retreat. Get our people out of here." Marra would have to win the rest of this battle on her own.

Horn calls echoed across the battlefield as the faen forces began their withdrawal. They'd lost the western flank, and the price had been steep – in blood, in lives, and in Tellik's flesh. But it wasn't a complete loss. As Tellik watched Frekk carry away their captured prize, he allowed himself a grim smile. Sometimes victory could be found even in retreat.

"Get back here, you whore's-son!" Zigarete yelled as she sliced through another rank of faen.


37: East

Jonathan landed clumsily next to Alistar and Painsley, the Spear of Narcese morphing from its hang glider form back into a spear. The cool morning air whipped around them as they watched the approaching army from their vantage point.

"Neat trick," Painsley said.

"I thought it would be cool. But I am never fucking doing that again." Jonathan panted; the adrenaline from jumping off the tower was more than he had expected.

"They're almost here," Alistar said. "The Blue Crests are leading the charge."

Screams erupted as the first wave of lizardfolk warriors stumbled into the goblins' crude but effective traps. Spikes shot up from concealed pits, impaling several warriors. Others fell into deep holes filled with sticky substances that held them fast.

"Fuck yeah!" Painsley pumped her fist. "Those little green bastards know their shit."

From his position at the village's main barricade, Garth's voice boomed across the battlefield. "Hold the line! Archers, focus fire on the front line!"

Borris and Sten flanked their captain, shouting orders to reinforce weak points in the defence. But the lizardfolk's superior numbers began to tell. Their warriors started breaking through the barricades.

"Time to unleash my babies." Painsley grinned. She raised her hands, and howls echoed from behind them. Packs of Urnine burst from behind the defenders, massive beasts tearing into the lizardfolk. "That should slow them down."

Jonathan scanned the battlefield, looking for familiar faces among the attackers. "I don't see Marra anywhere."

"No." Alistar agreed, "But there's the Blue Crests' chieftain. And two sorcerers are with him."

Through the chaos, Jonathan could make out Kordak's distinctive form, shirtless and surrounded by orbiting metal shards. Eya's red bodysuit was equally eye-catching as she directed streams of blood to incapacitate defenders.

"We can't stay here," Alistar said, drawing his sword. "The defence will have to manage without us. We need to take out their leadership."

"I'll handle the big guy," Painsley said, licking her lips as she watched the muscled sorcerer tear through a section of the barricade. "He looks like he needs some special attention."

"You sure?" Jonathan asked. "You are going to fight him, right? Not fuck him."

"Please." Painsley scoffed. "You think this is the first time I've handled an aggressive man who likes to throw his weight around? Trust me, I know exactly how to deal with his type."

Alistar nodded. "Very well. Jonathan, you're with me. We'll support Painsley's attack and then push through to the chieftain. Without their leaders, this assault will crumble."

"Let's do this," Jonathan said, gripping the Spear of Narcese tightly. He couldn't help but notice how Painsley was practically salivating as she stared at Kordak. He had a feeling her method of "dealing" with the metal-controlling sorcerer would be interesting.

The urnines surged forward at Painsley's command, their massive forms crashing through the battlefield like living battering rams. Lizardfolk warriors scattered before the beasts' onslaught, creating a path straight toward the Blue Crests' leadership.

"That's right, my babies!" Painsley cackled. "Show these fuckers what you can do!"

Several of the beasts broke off from the main pack, circling around to isolate Kordak from his allies. The sorcerer's metal shards whirled faster around him as he assessed the new threat.

"Cute," he growled, launching a barrage of metal spikes that embedded themselves in the nearest Urnine's thick stony hide. The beast howled but pressed forward, seemingly more enraged than injured.

Painsley's grin widened as she directed more of her beasts to close in. "Oh, honey, you'll have to do better than that. My babies are tough."

Kordak's muscles tensed as he formed his floating metal into crude armour, just in time to deflect an Urnine's massive claws. He spun, using the momentum to send more shards flying in all directions. Several found their marks, but the beasts kept coming.

"Fucking animals!" he snarled, clearly unused to opponents that wouldn't stay down.

As Painsley watched the fight unfold, she felt a sudden draft. Looking down, she saw metal fragments systematically slicing through her leotard, the green fabric falling away in strips.

"Really?" she laughed, not bothering to cover herself as her clothes were reduced to confetti. "You're multitasking just to get me naked? I'm flattered."

Kordak's concentration wavered for a moment as he took in her exposed form, and an Urnine's paw caught him in the side, sending him stumbling. He recovered quickly, creating a protective dome of swirling metal around himself.

"Just planning ahead." he called out, his voice strained as he fought to maintain control of his power against the relentless assault. "I'm going to turn you into my fuck-puppet after I deal with your pets."

More urnines joined the attack, throwing themselves against Kordak's defensive barrier. Their combined weight and strength began to push him back, metal scraping against metal as his construct started to buckle.

"Is that a promise?" Painsley purred, her sorcerer mark glowing as she directed her beasts to press harder.

Sweat poured down Kordak's chest as he fought to maintain control. His metal storm was becoming erratic, some shards flying wild while others fell uselessly to the ground. The urnines had him surrounded now, their massive forms blocking any escape route.

"Shit," he grunted, his barrier shrinking as he struggled to maintain it against the constant battering. "Shit, shit, shit!"

Painsley strode forward, naked and confident, her eyes locked on her prey. "Having trouble keeping it up? Don't worry, I can help with that."

Suddenly, Painsley felt her body seize up. Her limbs went rigid, then dropped her unceremoniously to the ground. The Urnines, sensing their master's distress, backed away from Kordak with confused whines.

"She's all yours, Kordak." Eya's voice cut through the chaos, her hand extended as she manipulated Painsley's blood.

Kordak's metal barrier dissolved, the shards falling harmlessly to the ground as he stalked toward his helpless prey. His cock was already hard, straining against his pants as he knelt beside the immobilised faen.

"I like little mouthy bitches like you," he growled, roughly spreading her legs. His cock sprang free as he positioned himself between her thighs. "Always so fucking cocky until they're getting stuffed full of dick."

He slammed into her without warning, making her cry out. The battle raged around them, screams and clashing weapons providing a violent backdrop as Kordak ruthlessly pounded into Painsley's pussy. Her small body jolted with each powerful thrust, her breasts bouncing as he fucked her into the dirt.

"That's right," he grunted, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Not so tough now, are you?"

The clash of steel rang out as Jonathan parried a strike from one of the chieftain's honour guard, the Spear of Narcese morphing to match his opponent's weapon. Months of training with Alistar had improved his technique, but he still relied heavily on the spear's abilities to compensate for his lack of natural skill.

"Your form is sloppy!" Alistar called out as he expertly dispatched two lizardfolk warriors. "Remember what I taught you about footwork!"

Jonathan adjusted his stance, remembering countless bruises from sparring sessions where Alistar had knocked him on his ass. The honour guard pressed forward, forcing Jonathan to give ground. The lizardfolk warrior's scales gleamed with sweat as he unleashed a flurry of attacks.

The Blue Crests' chieftain towered over his men. He wielded a massive war axe that Alistar barely managed to deflect with his sword.

"I expected more from the legendary Lord Nightmare!" the chieftain bellowed, bringing his axe down in a devastating arc.

Alistar rolled away from the strike, coming up in a defensive stance. "Don't worry, he will be fucking your women soon enough."

Jonathan couldn't help but grin at Alistar's taunt, even as he narrowly avoided being cleaved. The Spear of Narcese shifted into a shield, blocking a thrust that would have taken his head off. He countered with a quick stab, forcing his opponent back.

"Your left side is still open!" Alistar shouted, dancing around the chieftain's wild swings. "Stop telegraphing your moves!"

"I'm trying!" Jonathan grunted, finally managing to knock his opponent off balance. The honour guard stumbled, and Jonathan seized the opportunity. The spear transformed into a thin blade, sliding between the warrior's scales and finding flesh.

The chieftain roared in fury as one of his men fell. His next attack caught Alistar's sword with such force that it nearly tore the weapon from his grip. "I will mount both your heads on spikes!"

"You talk too much," Alistar said, recovering his balance and launching into a series of precise strikes that forced the chieftain to focus solely on defence.

Jonathan dispatched another honour guard with a lucky thrust, his weapon's liquid metal nature making it impossible for the lizardfolk to predict its reach. He was breathing heavily, his muscles burning from the exertion. Those endless drilling sessions with Alistar were paying off, but he was still far from being a true warrior.

"Stop thinking so much!" Alistar called out as he weathered another of the chieftain's brutal attacks. "Let your body remember the forms!"

Jonathan nodded, trying to clear his mind as he faced the last remaining honour guard. He could do this. He had to do this. The future of the Dread Tower and everyone who depended on him was at stake.

Jonathan parried another strike, his arms trembling from the effort. Through the chaos of battle, he caught sight of Painsley pinned beneath Kordak's muscled form, her small body jolting with each savage thrust. A mix of pleasure and frustration replaced her usual cocky grin as the metal-controlling sorcerer used her roughly.

A grunt of pain drew his attention back to Alistar's fight. The sentinel leader had managed to slip past the chieftain's guard, driving his sword deep into the lizardfolk's side. Dark blood leaked between blue-tinted scales, but the wound wasn't fatal.

The chieftain stumbled back, his massive axe wavering. "Is that all you've got, human?"

"Hardly." Alistar spat, pressing his advantage with a series of quick strikes that forced the larger warrior further off balance.

Jonathan's opponent, the final honour guard, chose that moment to launch another attack, scales gleaming as he brought his blade upon Jonathan. The Spear of Narcese morphed just in time to catch the blow, liquid metal rippling from the impact. The spear shifted around the attacking weapon and formed itself through the honour guard's ribs.

"My Lord!" Alistar called out between exchanges with the chieftain. "Go help Painsley. I can handle this overgrown lizard myself."

"You sure?" Jonathan asked as he regained his composure.

"Go already!" Alistar growled, his sword dancing as he forced the chieftain to give ground. "She needs you more than I do right now."

Jonathan hesitated for a moment, then turned and sprinted toward where Painsley was being fucked. Behind him, he heard Alistar's voice rise above the din of battle.

"Come on then, you scaled bastard! Show me what passes for leadership among the Blue Crests!"

The chieftain's roar of rage was cut short by the clash of steel on steel. Jonathan forced himself not to look back. Alistar was right - he had to trust his allies to handle their own fights. Right now, Painsley needed him, even if she'd probably mock him later for playing the hero.

He gripped the Spear of Narcese tighter as he ran, his mind already racing with possible ways to handle both Kordak and Eya. The blood sorceress was the immediate threat - as long as she maintained control of Painsley's body, his friend was helpless against whatever Kordak wanted to do to her.

"Hang on, Painsley." he muttered, watching as Kordak roughly grabbed her breasts while pounding into her. "I'm coming."

Jonathan caught Eya's gaze across the battlefield. Her stark white hair whipped in the wind as she maintained her blood control over Painsley. Jonathan's mind filled with images of the blood sorceress being mounted by one of Painsley's beasts, her tight red bodysuit torn to shreds.

Eya's eyes widened as Jonathan's power hit her. She stumbled, a deep moan escaping her lips as sudden arousal flooded her system. Her concentration shattered, and her hold on Painsley's blood dissolved.

"What... what is this?" Eya gasped, her legs trembling as waves of heat coursed through her body. Her sorcerer mark pulsed rapidly at her throat, matching her racing heartbeat.

Painsley felt control return to her limbs, but Kordak's weight and relentless thrusting kept her pinned to the ground. His cock stretched her wonderfully, hitting spots that made her toes curl despite the situation.

"Fuck yes!" Painsley cried out. With a thought, she commanded one of her urnines to charge toward the distracted blood sorceress. The massive beast bounded forward, its powerful muscles rippling beneath its thick fur.

Eya tried to raise her hands to defend herself, but her movements were sluggish, her mind clouded with unnatural lust. The Urnine knocked her down, its huge form looming over her as she squirmed beneath it.

"Gods, you're tight," Kordak growled above Painsley, his thrusts becoming erratic. His muscles tensed as he drove himself deeper, flooding her pussy with hot cum. The force of his release kept Painsley pressed into the dirt, unable to do more than watch as her beast claimed its prey.

"Shit." Painsley moaned, her own orgasm washing over her as Kordak filled her up. She could feel his cum leaking out around his cock, marking her as thoroughly claimed. Despite her predicament, she couldn't help but grin. The tides were turning.

The Urnine's massive form covered Eya completely as it mounted her. Her red bodysuit tore like tissue paper under its claws, exposing her pale flesh to the cool morning air. The beast's thick cock pressed against her entrance, making her whimper with need.

"No... please..." she moaned, but her hips betrayed her, lifting to meet the Urnine's powerful thrust.

The beast hilted itself inside her with a single savage motion. Eya screamed in pleasure, her back arching as she was stretched beyond anything she'd experienced before. The Urnine's pace was relentless, each thrust driving deeper into her.

Jonathan tore his gaze away from the spectacle and charged at Kordak, who was still buried balls-deep in Painsley. The Spear of Narcese morphed into a deadly point as he struck.

Kordak's hand shot up, and the spear froze mid-thrust. The liquid metal weapon pulsed and writhed, caught between Jonathan's will and Kordak's power. Sweat beaded on both men's foreheads as they fought for control.

"Fucking... stay... still!" Kordak grunted, slowly pulling out of Painsley. His cock glistened with their combined fluids as he rose to face Jonathan properly.

Behind them, Eya's moans grew louder as the Urnine's knot began to swell. The beast's thrusts became shorter, more focused, as it prepared to lock itself inside her. She clawed at the ground, lost in a haze of pleasure and Jonathan's artificial arousal.

The Spear of Narcese twisted and warped between them, neither man willing to yield. Jonathan's arms trembled with effort as he fought against Kordak's metal control. The sorcerer's mark on Kordak's forearm blazed with power, matching the intensity in his eyes.

"Your fancy weapon won't help you here." Kordak sneered, forcing the spear to bend away from his chest. "I control all metal, even your liquid shit."

Movement caught Jonathan's eye, something dark against the morning sky. At first, he thought they were birds, but the shapes were too large, too humanoid. His eyes widened as he made out the distinctive forms of lizardfolk warriors, soaring through the air on dragon-like wings.

And there, in the midst of the flying warriors, was Marra. Her purple skin and revealing outfit were unmistakable as she led the aerial assault toward the village centre. Her tail whipped behind her as she directed her troops.

"Fuck." Jonathan muttered, knowing he couldn't pursue them. Not while locked in this deadly standoff with Kordak.

The metal sorcerer noticed his distraction and pressed his advantage. The Spear of Narcese bent further, its liquid surface rippling as the two powers fought for dominance. Jonathan gritted his teeth and refocused on the immediate threat. He had to trust that the village's defenders could handle whatever Marra was planning.

Behind them, the Urnine's knot finally locked inside Eya. The blood sorceress thrashed beneath the beast, crying out as it pumped her full of its seed. Her powers were forgotten entirely as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her enhanced arousal.

"Is that all you've got?" Kordak taunted, taking a step forward. The spear started to drip to the ground, losing its composure. "The great Lord Nightmare, reduced to a sweating mess by a real warrior."

Sweat dripped down Jonathan's face as he struggled to maintain control of the Spear of Narcese. Kordak's power was overwhelming, forcing the liquid metal to bend and twist against his will. The weapon's tip inched closer to his side, its surface rippling with conflicting energies.

"Getting tired?" Kordak grinned, his muscles bulging with effort. "Don't worry, I'll make it quick."

The spear suddenly lurched forward, breaking through Jonathan's defences. Cold metal pierced his flesh, drawing a sharp gasp of pain. It wasn't deep, but blood began to stain his cloak where the weapon had struck.

"Fuck!" Jonathan grunted, struggling to push back against Kordak's control. His arms trembled with exhaustion, and he could feel his grip on the spear weakening.

Behind Kordak, Painsley pulled herself to her feet. She brought her fingers to her lips and let out a piercing whistle that cut through the sounds of battle.

Kordak's triumphant expression faltered as a massive shadow fell over him. Before he could turn, something huge and wet slammed into his back. Tentacles thick as tree trunks wrapped around his torso, lifting him off his feet.

"What the fu-" His words cut off as the beast hurled him through the air. His metal shards scattered uselessly as he tumbled end over end, finally crashing into the ground fifty feet away. His body bounced once, then lay still.

The tentacle beast's appendages writhed in the air, seemingly pleased with itself. Painsley patted one of its slimy limbs affectionately.

"Good boy," she cooed. "I knew keeping you would come in handy."

The lizardfolk warriors faltered as word spread through their ranks; their chieftain had fallen. Alistar stood atop a makeshift barricade, holding the Blue Crests leader's severed head high. Blood dripped down his arm as he brandished his grim trophy.

"Your leader is dead!" he bellowed. "Flee now or join him!"

The effect was immediate. Lizardfolk warriors began to fall back, their formations dissolving into chaos as they retreated. Some dropped their weapons, others helped wounded comrades limp away from the battlefield.

Through the confusion, Eya's eyes snapped open. The Urnine's knot had finally deflated enough to slip free, leaving her stretched and leaking on the ground. Her mind cleared just enough to focus her power. Blood pulsed at her command, seizing control of Alistar's body.

The sentinel leader's victorious expression twisted into confusion as his limbs moved against his will. He dropped the chieftain's head and vaulted down from his position, moving with jerky, puppet-like motions toward where Eya lay.

"Fuck!" Painsley cursed as she watched Alistar scoop up the blood sorceress. "She's using him as a fucking escape route!"

Eya's body trembled with aftershocks as Alistar carried her, her red bodysuit in tatters. Despite her state, her power held firm. The sentinel leader retreated with his unwilling burden, following the lizardfolk forces.

"I can catch them," Painsley said. "My babies can run those fuckers down."

"No." Jonathan shook his head, pressing a hand to his wounded side. "Look."

He pointed toward the village centre, where fires had broken out. Marra's aerial assault was wreaking havoc on their defences. Fire flashed between buildings as the demon sorceress led her flying lizardfolk in precise strikes.

"Shit." Painsley watched Alistar disappear into the retreating army. "Fine. Let's go fuck up that purple bitch before she burns everything down. We'll have to get our boy back later." Her Urnines gathered around her, eager for the hunt. The tentacle beast writhed behind them, its massive form casting a shadow over the battlefield.

"Now then," she said, mounting one of her beasts. "Let's show that demon bitch what happens when she crashes our party."


38: Centre

The attack came without warning. Wings cast shadows over the village as Marra and her transformed lizardfolk warriors descended from the sky. Their scaled bodies had been twisted, dragon-like wings sprouting from their backs.

"Take them all!" Marra's voice rang out across the village square. Her whip cracked through the air as she directed her forces. "I want everyone you can grab, especially women!"

Chaos erupted as the winged lizardfolk dove into the streets. They set buildings ablaze with torches, smoke billowing into the afternoon sky. Screams filled the air as villagers fled in terror, but the aerial assault made escape nearly impossible.

Yianna had been running to the brothel when they struck. Two lizardfolk warriors swooped down, their clawed hands seizing her arms. "No! Let me go!" she cried out, struggling against their grip. Her maid's outfit tore as they lifted her into the air, her legs kicking helplessly as the ground fell away beneath her.

"Die bastard!" Gobbo shouted, charging at a lizardfolk who had landed near the tower entrance. Despite his smaller size, he fought with surprising ferocity, dodging the warrior's clumsy swings and landing several sharp strikes.

Gobby stood beside him, hurling rocks with remarkable accuracy at the attackers' wings. "Leave our home alone!" she yelled, her eyes glowing with determination.

However, they were not trained warriors and were significantly smaller than their attackers. A massive lizardfolk dove down, snatching both of them up in its arms. Their struggles and protests grew fainter as they were carried higher into the sky.

Saikhi ran through the chaos, trying to reach her children. "Gobbo! Gobby!" she screamed, her heart pounding in her chest. She was so focused on her children that she didn't notice the lizardfolk warrior descending behind her, its claws reaching for her dress.

"Get away from her, you scaly fuck!" Myst's voice yelled. She stepped forward, her body glowing with purple energy - the result of Jonathan's cum coursing through her system. The lizardfolk barely had time to turn before Myst's fist connected with him.

The impact was devastating. Her enhanced strength punched clean through the warrior's scales and flesh, leaving a gaping hole where its sternum had been. The creature tumbled to the ground, dead at Saikhi's feet.

Marra watched from above, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she observed Myst's display of power. "Well, well... what do we have here?" she purred, her tail swishing with interest. "Looks like an interesting morsel."

The surviving lizardfolk continued their assault, carrying their struggling captives higher into the sky. Yianna's cries mixed with those of Gobbo and Gobby, along with the other captured villagers, as they were whisked away toward the horizon.

The lizardfolk warriors landed in a circle around Saikhi and Myst, their wings folding against their backs as they brandished crude weapons. Myst stepped in front of Saikhi protectively, her body still radiating that ethereal purple glow.

"Stay behind me," Myst growled. When the first warrior lunged, she met him with a devastating uppercut that sent him flying over the rooftops. Two more rushed her from opposite sides. She ducked under their attacks, letting them crash into each other before grabbing their tails and swinging them like flails into their companions.

Marra descended gracefully from above, her whip coiled at her hip as she watched Myst demolish her forces with casual ease. The succubus's eyes narrowed with keen interest.

"Such raw power." Marra purred, floating just out of reach. "And those features... that beautiful raven hair." She tilted her head, studying Myst's face intently. "You must be related to Jonn. The resemblance is striking."

"Fuck you!" Myst launched herself at Marra with frightening speed. Her fist passed through empty air as the succubus twisted away with supernatural grace.

"Oh my, such hostility!" Marra laughed, easily evading each of Myst's increasingly frustrated attacks. "But that just confirms it. You're his sister, aren't you? I can see it in your eyes - that same defiant spark."

Myst's next punch cratered the ground where Marra had been standing a split second before. The succubus reappeared behind her, close enough that Myst could feel her hot breath on her neck.

"Your brother has been quite the thorn in my side," Marra whispered. "But you... You could be my rose." Her tail brushed against Myst's thigh. "All that raw power, just waiting to be properly moulded."

Myst spun around with another attack, but Marra was already floating above them again.

"Cute. I want you." Marra declared with a throaty laugh. Her eyes gleamed with wicked promise. "Oh yes, I think you'll make a wonderful addition to my collection."

"No chance," Myst growled, her muscles tensing as she prepared another attack. The purple glow around her intensified, raw power coursing through her veins.

Marra licked her lips. "Such spirit. But let's see how you fare without your gift." She pulled out a small, unremarkable stone and began chanting in a language Myst didn't recognise.

Myst launched herself at the succubus, her fist aimed straight for that smug face. But Marra was faster. She twisted in the air, pressing the stone against Myst's bare stomach. The effect was immediate, the purple glow flickered and died, her strength evaporating like morning dew.

"What..." Myst gasped, stumbling as her enhanced power abandoned her. Her legs felt weak, her body suddenly heavy.

"A nullification stone, darling." Marra purred, her tail wrapping around Myst's waist. "And I have a special place to keep it safe." Before Myst could react, Marra slipped her hand down Myst's stomach and between her legs. She deposited the stone inside her, making her gasp and shudder as the cold stone settled deep within.

The succubus's wings beat powerfully, lifting them both into the air. Myst struggled weakly, but without her power, she was helpless in Marra's grasp. The ground fell away beneath them, Saikhi's desperate shouts growing fainter.

"Much better." Marra cupped Myst's chin, forcing her to meet those burning demonic eyes. "Now, let's get properly acquainted." She crushed her lips against Myst's in a forceful kiss, her forked tongue invading Myst's mouth.

Myst tried to resist, but Marra's supernatural allure was overwhelming. The succubus's kiss sent waves of unwanted pleasure through her body, making her mind fuzzy. She could feel the nullification stone within her, drawing her power in.

When Marra finally broke the kiss, Myst was panting, her face flushed. The succubus licked her lips, savouring the taste. "Oh yes," she whispered against Myst's ear, "you're going to be so much fun to break."

They rose higher into the clouds, joining the other winged lizardfolk and their captives. Myst's last glimpse of the ground showed the Dread Tower growing smaller in the distance, smoke still rising from the attacked village.

Marra's triumphant laughter was cut short by the sound of horns blaring in the distance. She looked to the horizon, her expression darkening as she saw Tellik's forces beginning to retreat.

"Damn it all." She hissed, her tail tightening around Myst's waist. The lizardfolk army was pulling back as well. Something had gone wrong with the plan.

But Marra's frown quickly transformed into a wicked smile as she gazed down at her captive. "No matter. The day wasn't a total loss." She ran her tongue along Myst's neck, making the girl shiver. "I caught myself something far more interesting than territory."

Below, Jonathan and Painsley rode atop Urnines, weapons ready. They were too late. Jonathan's heart seized in his chest as he watched his sister being carried away by the succubus, along with Yianna and his children.

"Marianna!" he screamed, his voice raw with desperation.

Saikhi stood beside him, tears streaming down her face as she reached helplessly toward the sky. "Gobbo! Gobby!" Her children's silhouettes grew smaller and smaller as the winged lizardfolk carried them away.

"Fuck!" Painsley swore, gripping her mace tightly. "They're too high up. Even if I called the tentacle beast, it couldn't reach them now."

Marra's laughter echoed across the battlefield as she and her prize disappeared into the clouds, leaving Jonathan, Painsley, and Saikhi staring helplessly at the smoke-filled sky.


39: Aftermath

Jonathan limped through the village, his freshly bandaged wound still aching despite Lily's careful treatment. The acrid smell of smoke hung heavy in the air as smouldering buildings painted the evening sky in shades of orange and grey. Villagers moved through the streets like ghosts, some carrying buckets of water, others helping the wounded, all wearing expressions of shock and disbelief.

"At least we held them off," Lily said, hovering beside him. Her usual playful demeanour was subdued, her wings drooping slightly. "Could have been worse."

"Could have been better too," Jonathan muttered, pausing to watch a group of villagers clear debris from what used to be a bakery. The victory felt hollow. They'd repelled the combined forces of the Lizardfolk Clans and Rainfell, but at what cost?

His mind kept cycling through the names of those who had been taken or were missing. Alistar, captured by Eya. Myst, his sister, was snatched away by those flying lizard abominations. Talitha, betrayed by those she'd trusted. Gobbo and Gobby, just children really. Even Yianna, who'd only ever wanted a simple life as a maid.

"Fucking Frekk and Fiafa," he growled, his fists clenching. The betrayal stung particularly hard; they welcomed them into their community. Hell, Frekk had been fucking both Lily and Talitha. The thought made his blood boil.

Zigarete approached them, her robes matching the blood of the battlefield. "I would have had that bastard Tellik," she said, her voice tight with frustration. "One more minute and I'd have taken more than just his hand."

Jonathan nodded. At least they'd captured Kordak. They passed by the specially constructed wooden cell where the metal-controlling sorcerer was being held—no metal within fifty feet of him, just like in those old comic books.

"Nice setup," Lily commented, eyeing the wooden construction. "Very Magneto chic."

"What?" Zigarete asked, confused by the reference.

"Never mind," Jonathan sighed, running a hand through his hair. The weight of leadership felt heavier than ever. They'd survived the attack, but now they had to deal with the aftermath - rebuilding the village, caring for the wounded, and somehow finding a way to rescue their captured people.

The sun was setting behind the Dread Tower, casting long shadows across the damaged village. Despite everything, they were still standing. But as Jonathan looked at the destruction around him, he couldn't help but wonder what price they'd ultimately have to pay to keep it that way.

Saikhi emerged from one of the intact buildings, her white hair catching the last rays of sunlight. She moved to Jonathan's side, placing a gentle red hand on his shoulder.

"We've faced worse, Master." Her glowing eyes met his. "Remember when you were running from the Empire? When every Inquisitor in Adearath wanted your head? And look at us now."

"She's right." Lily chimed in, landing on a piece of broken fencing. "Hell, you outsmarted the Dread Sorcerer himself. These lizard-fuckers and tree-huggers don't stand a chance."

Zigarete let out a short laugh, shaking her head. "As much as it pains me to admit it, your little band of misfits has an annoying habit of succeeding against impossible odds." She gestured at herself with a wry smile. "I should know. I spent months trying to hunt you down."

Jonathan looked between them, feeling a small spark of hope ignite in his chest. They were right. They'd been through worse, survived worse. And they'd do it again.

"We'll get them back," Saikhi said firmly, squeezing his shoulder. "All of them."

"And I'll help too."

The group turned to see Aldo stepping out from behind a half-collapsed market stall. Without warning, his form shimmered and suddenly there were two of him standing side by side, then three, then four, each one a perfect copy.

"You may need the extra help saving Talitha." All the Aldos spoke in perfect unison, their voices overlapping like an echo.

Lily's wings fluttered as she circled one of the duplicates, poking it with her finger. "So that's how it is, I thought it was strange you could run a whole village and still have time to man your own store personally." Her brow furrowed as she examined each copy more closely. "But where is your sorcerer mark?"

Aldo, all of him, gave a knowing smile. "About that..."


40: Phylactery

Deep beneath the Dread Tower, in chambers untouched by mortal feet for almost a decade, something stirred in the darkness. A faint purple glow emanated from an ornate silver phylactery, its surface etched with forbidden runes that pulsed with an otherworldly rhythm. Around it, bits of flesh, bone, and viscera slowly pulled themselves together like a grotesque puzzle finding its proper arrangement.

Fade's consciousness flickered between awareness and oblivion. The pain was excruciating - each nerve ending that reformed brought fresh agony, each splinter of bone that fused back together sent shockwaves through his partially reconstructed nervous system. He couldn't scream; he had no mouth yet. He couldn't writhe; his limbs were still scattered fragments slowly creeping back together.

The phylactery's magic worked methodically, rebuilding him from the inside out. First came his vital organs, knitting together with agonising precision. His heart reformed, immediately beginning to pump what little blood had reconstituted. His brain, thankfully, had been preserved within the phylactery's enchantment, sparing him from true death but condemning him to feel every moment of his resurrection.

"Fuck... fucking... hell..." The thoughts echoed in his reconstructed mind as another wave of pain washed over him. The magical artefact he'd stolen from the Empire's vaults had been his insurance policy, though he'd never truly believed he'd need to use it, or that it actually worked. The explosion that had torn him apart - his own doing, his own defiant last stand - it should have been his end. Instead, here he was, experiencing perhaps the worst pain any being had ever endured.

Hours bled into days, days into weeks, weeks into months. Time lost all meaning in the darkness as his body slowly rebuilt itself. Muscles wove themselves back together fibre by fibre. Skin grew over exposed flesh in patches, leaving him a patchwork of healing and raw tissue. His white hair sprouted in uneven clumps, each follicle's regeneration feeling like a needle being driven into his skull.

Fade's memories of the explosion replayed in his mind. The look of surprise on Tarthis's face, the satisfaction of knowing he'd taken his enemy with him, the miscalculation of Jonn's involvement - it all swirled together in a maddening loop. The phylactery's magic kept him conscious through most of it, as if it were punishing him for cheating death.

"I'll... make them... pay..." His first words came out as a wet gurgle, his newly formed vocal cords still knitting themselves together. His tongue was only partially reformed, making speech difficult and painful. But the hatred in his voice was unmistakable.

"I'm coming for you all," he whispered to the darkness. "And this time, I won't be so fucking subtle about it."
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