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1: Captives

Alistar's head throbbed as consciousness returned. The first sensation he registered was warm wetness around his cock. His eyes fluttered open to see Marra's horned head bobbing between his bound legs, her purple lips wrapped around his shaft. The succubus's eyes gleamed up at him with wicked delight.

"Finally awake?" she purred, releasing his cock with a wet pop. "I've arranged quite the show for you."

She gestured to his left. Alistar's eyes widened as he took in the scene before him. A row of women was bent over makeshift benches, their asses raised high as muscular lizardfolk took them from behind. He recognised Myst, Jonathan's sister, her face contorted in unwilling pleasure as a blue-scaled beast rutted into her. Next to her was Yianna, the former queen now reduced to mewling beneath a particularly well-endowed lizardman. Young Gobby was there too, along with several other captured women from the Dread Tower, all of them bound, all of them being fucked by the lizardfolk warriors.

"You did well defending the tower." Marra teased, lazily stroking his cock. "But at least we got some lovely prizes for our trouble."

"You won't get away with this," Alistar growled, though his body betrayed him as his cock twitched in Marra's grip.

"Oh, but I already have. And now you get to make an interesting choice." She grinned, showing pointed teeth. "My friend Flanken has developed quite the fascinating spell. Would you like to see?"

She pointed to a figure being thoroughly used by two lizardfolk warriors. The woman was gorgeous - long blonde hair, perfect breasts bouncing with each thrust. But something about her seemed familiar...

"That used to be Gragar, one of your soldiers," Marra explained with obvious glee. "He - well, she now - seems to be enjoying her new equipment, doesn't she? I think we will call her Gria from now on, much more fitting."

Alistar's blood ran cold as he recognised the transformed warrior. "Impossible..."

"Oh no, very possible. Everything is fully functional, not a hint of man left in her. Well, except for those big lizardfolk cocks." Marra continued to stroke Alistar's cock as Gria moaned around the lizardfolk's shaft lodged in her mouth.

And now you get to choose - would you like to join these lovely ladies yourself? Or should we give little Gobbo here," Marra pointed to the tied up progeny of Jonn, still unconscious beside him, "the honour of being transformed instead?"

"You're bluffing." Alistar spat, but his eyes kept being drawn to Gria's feminine form, watching as she eagerly bounced between her two partners.

"Am I?" Marra's hand quickened on his shaft. "Such a hard choice. Become a beautiful cock-hungry slut yourself, or condemn an innocent to that fate instead?"

Alistar's protest died in his throat as his orgasm hit unexpectedly. Marra eagerly swallowed every drop, licking her lips as she pulled back.

"You're pure evil," he gasped.

She laughed, a musical sound that sent chills down his spine. "Evil, yes. But so much more fun than being good, don't you think?" Her tail swished playfully as she watched another wave of pleasure crash through the line of women. "Take your time deciding. We have all night to play."

"Mistress, it will still be some time before I can—" Flanken started to explain before being cut off.

"Silence. We have all the time in the world." Marra shut Flanken down.

Despite his best efforts to resist, Alistar's cock started to harden again as he watched the depraved scene before him. Marra's earlier ministrations had left him sensitive, and each moan and cry sent jolts of arousal through him.

Myst was taking it the hardest, her body shaking with each powerful thrust from the blue-scaled lizardfolk warrior. Her raven hair clung to her sweat-slicked skin as she gasped and writhed. The beast's thick shaft stretched her visibly, and her pussy leaked around it, betraying how her body responded despite her mind's resistance.

"F-fuck... so deep..." she whimpered, her breasts swaying beneath her.

Beside her, Yianna had surrendered entirely to the pleasure. The woman's mature but beautiful body accepted the lizardfolk's massive cock eagerly, her hips pushing back to meet each thrust. Her experienced pussy gripped and massaged the scaled shaft, drawing grunts of approval from her captor.

"More, please more!" Yianna begged shamelessly, her dignity forgotten in the haze of forced pleasure.

Young Gobby's smaller frame initially struggled to keep up with her partner's size, but her enhanced body adapted quickly. Her purple-tinted skin glistened with sweat as the lizardfolk claimed her, her inherited magical nature helping her take what should have been impossible. She bit her lip, trying to stifle her moans but failing.

The other captured women from the tower were lost in their own worlds of pleasure and shame. Some fought it, others embraced it, but all of them came again and again on the relentless lizardfolk cocks. The sound of scales slapping against flesh filled the air along with a chorus of feminine cries.

But it was Gria that drew Alistar's eye most often. His former soldier moved like she'd been born female, her new body responding perfectly to the two beasts using her. Her transformed pussy gripped one thick shaft while she eagerly sucked the other, her technique improving with each thrust. When the lizardfolk in her mouth pulled back, she gasped.

"Please, don't stop! Fill me up!" she begged in her new feminine voice before the cock was shoved back between her lips. "Long may we fuck~" The words were barely audible from her mouth.

Alistar's erection throbbed painfully as he watched his allies being thoroughly bred by their captors. Each orgasmic cry, each wet squelch, each slap of scaled hips against soft flesh sent fresh waves of unwanted arousal through him. His own cock leaked pre-cum, his body's reaction completely divorced from his horrified mind.

The lizardfolk showed no signs of tiring, their stamina seemingly endless as they continued to pound into their captive prizes. The women's resistance crumbled one by one, replaced by pure animal need as their bodies betrayed them. As Marra mounted Alistar, he could only think of one thing: he hoped Talitha was safe.

Talitha knelt before Frekk in her cell, her lips wrapped around his thick shaft. The stone walls of Rainfell's dungeon were cold against her bare skin, a stark contrast to the warmth of his cock in her mouth. She pulled back with a wet pop, glaring up at him.

"Don't think I am enjoying this," she growled, though her hand continued to stroke his length almost unconsciously.

Frekk's trademark grin only widened. "Of course not. You're just doing what you have to do to survive, right?" His fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her mouth back to his cock. "Nothing to do with how badly you've been craving it."

She wanted to bite him, to make him pay for his betrayal. But the past few days of captivity had left an ache between her legs that grew more demanding by the hour. Her body remembered the pleasure he'd given her during their secret affair at the Dread Tower, and it yearned for more despite her anger.

"Fuck you," she muttered, but took him deep into her throat anyway. Her tongue traced the familiar veins of his shaft as she bobbed her head, drawing a pleased groan from her captor.

"That's it." Frekk purred, his hips starting to thrust gently. "You always did give the best head. Remember how wet it made you when we had to be quiet when I fucked you in your mate's bed?"

Talitha's thighs pressed together as moisture gathered between them. She hated how easily he could affect her, how her body responded to his words and touch despite everything. Her nipples hardened against the cool air as she worked his cock with growing enthusiasm.

"Such a good little prisoner," he teased, fucking her mouth faster now. "Already so desperate for cock that you're dripping on the floor. What would your Alistar think?"

The mention of Alistar's name sent a pang through her chest, but it didn't stop her from moaning around Frekk's shaft. Her hand slipped between her legs, finding her pussy slick and swollen. She told herself it was just a physical need, a natural response of her body after days without release. But deep down, she knew part of her had missed this - the thrill of submission, the forbidden pleasure of being used by her betrayer.

Frekk pulled his cock from her mouth and stepped back, adjusting his clothes. "You know what? I think I'll only fuck you if you ask really nicely."

"Go fuck yourself." Talitha snarled, though her body trembled with need.

"Have it your way then." He shrugged, turning towards the cell door. "Enjoy another lonely night."

"Wait!" The word escaped her lips before she could stop it. Frekk paused, that infuriating smirk returning to his face. Talitha swallowed her pride. "Alright. I'll do it."

"Do what?" He turned back, crossing his arms. "You'll have to be more specific. In fact, I want you to beg for it. Really make me believe how badly you need my cock."

Talitha's cheeks burned with humiliation, but the ache between her legs had become unbearable. "Please..." she whispered.

"Sorry, what was that? Couldn't quite hear you."

"Please fuck me!" she growled louder, her hands clenching into fists. "I need your cock inside me. I need you to fill my pussy. Please, Frekk, I'm begging you."

His grin widened as he approached, already unfastening his pants. "Now that's what I like to hear."

He grabbed her hips and thrust inside her in one smooth motion. Talitha cried out, her back arching as her pussy stretched around his thick shaft. She'd forgotten how good he felt.

"Fuck!" she moaned, pushing back against him. "Harder!"

Frekk obliged, pounding into her with savage intensity. His fingers dug into her hips as he used her roughly, giving her exactly what she'd begged for.

Her breasts swayed with each thrust, her whole body rocking from the force of his fucking. She'd needed this so badly, needed to be filled, stretched, and used. Her pussy clenched around him as her first orgasm hit, drawing a grunt of approval from her captor.

"Such a good little forest slut." he panted, never slowing his pace. "Coming on the cock of the man who betrayed you."

She wanted to deny it, to reject the pleasure he gave her. But her body had other ideas as another climax built rapidly inside her. All she could do was moan and take it, accepting the pleasure and shame in equal measure.


2: Consideration

The Drakken's massive cock stretched Zigarete's pussy as she rode him in her chambers. Her silver hair covered her face, her Inquisitor robes discarded on the floor. The monster's scales scraped against her thighs as she bounced up and down on his thick shaft.

"Fuck yes, take me!" Zigarete moaned, her usual stern demeanour completely gone.

The door creaked open. Painsley stood in the doorway, her eyes wide at the sight before her. The faen's mouth hung open as she watched the former Inquisitor getting railed by the massive beast.

"Holy shit," Painsley whispered.

Zigarete glanced over her shoulder, not stopping her movements. "What do you want?"

"J-Jonn needs you at the strategy meeting," Painsley said, transfixed by the way the Drakken's cock disappeared into Zigarete's stretched pussy. "But don't let me interrupt."

The Drakken growled, his claws gripping Zigarete's hips tighter as he thrust up into her. Painsley unconsciously licked her lips, her hand drifting between her legs.

"Fuck, I wish I could get some of that monster cock." Painsley said.

Zigarete laughed between moans. "I don't control him. If he wants to fuck you, he'll fuck you." She gasped as the Drakken hit an intense spot. "That's what makes him special. He takes what he wants."

The beast's pace increased, and Zigarete's moans grew louder. Her pussy clenched around his massive shaft as she came, her juices dripping down his length. The Drakken roared, pumping her full of his hot cum.

Zigarete climbed off and cleaned herself up. She grabbed her robes and started dressing. "Stay if you want. He might decide you're worth breeding."

Painsley's pussy throbbed at the thought. She watched Zigarete leave, then turned back to the Drakken. His cock was still hard, glistening with Zigarete's juices and his cum. The beast's eyes locked onto her, and a shiver ran down her spine.

"Well?" Painsley said, unzipping her leotard. "You want some of this monster tamer pussy?"

The Drakken's answer was a low growl as he lunged for her.

Zigarete paused at the doorway, watching as the Drakken pinned Painsley against the wall. The faen's legs wrapped around his scaled body, her pussy stretching to accommodate his massive girth. The beast's growls mixed with Painsley's enthusiastic screams.

"Clean up after you're done," Zigarete called over her shoulder, smirking as she heard Painsley's incoherent response.

She made her way through the Dread Tower's winding corridors, adjusting her robes to hide the evidence of her recent activities. She wished she had more time to clean herself up, but the war room was on the other side of the tower, and she'd already kept them waiting.

When she entered, Jonathan was hunched over a large map spread across the central table. Aldo stood beside him, several of his duplicates examining different documents around the room. Saikhi sat at a desk in the corner, furiously taking notes.

"Nice of you to finally join us," Jonathan said without looking up.

"I was occupied." Zigarete moved to the table, studying the map. Various markers indicated troop movements and strategic positions.

"Yes, we heard." Aldo chuckled. "The whole tower heard, actually, your door wasn't fully closed."

Zigarete shot him a glare. "If you're quite done discussing my personal matters..."

Jonathan cleared his throat, drawing everyone's attention. "I've been keeping tabs on our captured people." He rubbed the back of his neck. "Through my Remote Viewing power, I can see what's happening to them when they're... engaged in certain activities."

"You mean when they're fucking." Zigarete said bluntly.

"Yeah." Jonathan's face reddened slightly. "Talitha is being held in Rainfell. Frekk's been visiting her cell regularly. She's given in to him. Can't really blame her, my power has a way of making people crave sex, especially when they don't get it."

Saikhi's quill paused. "And the others?"

"Myst, Alistar, Yianna, and the twins are with the Lizardfolk Clans." Jonathan's hands clenched on the table. "They're being used for entertainment. Myst, especially, Marra seems fascinated by how her cum-absorbing power works."

"Is everyone these days always thinking with their cocks?" Zigarete spat.

"At least they're alive." Aldo's duplicate was added from across the room. "And relatively unharmed, beyond the obvious."

Jonathan nodded. "They're being fed, kept clean. The lizardfolk seem to take decent care of their prizes." He swallowed hard. "But Marra's not known for her patience. We need to move soon."

"What about Alistar?" Saikhi asked quietly.

"He's..." Jonathan hesitated. "They're trying to break him. Making him watch as they fuck the others. Marra's given him some kind of ultimatum involving transformation magic... Best not to think about it."

The room fell silent, the weight of the situation hanging heavy in the air. Jonathan could still see the images in his mind—Myst being passed around between scaled warriors, Yianna servicing their new chieftain, the Gobby learning firsthand about Lizardfolk mating habits, whilst Marra uses her brother. And Alistar, forced to watch it all.

"Well," Zigarete straightened up, her hand resting on her spear. "At least we know where they are. That's something we can work with."

"Indeed." Aldo's main body nodded. "Though we'll need to be careful. Both Rainfell and the lizardfolk territories are heavily defended, and we are still recovering from the attack."

Jonathan looked around the room at his unlikely allies, the former Grand Inquisitor, a duplicating merchant, and his loyal administrator. They weren't much, but they were what he had. And somehow, they needed to find a way to save their people before it was too late.

"We should go after Talitha first," she said, her eyes narrowing. "Rainfell is closer, and their defences are more predictable than the lizardfolk's."

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "Is that the only reason?"

"I won't deny there are personal benefits. Tellik will be there, and I'd like to finish what I've started." Her hand unconsciously drifted to her spear.

"Your vendetta isn't our priority," Aldo said, his duplicates around the room nodding in unison. "We need to focus on getting our people back safely."

"My 'vendetta' aligns perfectly with your goals." Zigarete snapped. "Tellik is the only thing keeping Rainfell together. Remove him, and Rainfell's forces become disorganised. We get Talitha back, weaken their leadership, and I get to watch that traitorous fuck bleed out." She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a deadly whisper. "Everyone wins."

Saikhi looked up from her notes. "She's not wrong about the strategic advantage. Tellik's military expertise is what makes Rainfell a formidable threat. Without him..."

Jonathan studied the map, tracing the route to Rainfell with his finger. "The lizardfolk are more brutal, but they're also less organised. If we hit Rainfell first and succeed, we might shake Marra's confidence enough to negotiate for the others."

"Or push her to kill them out of spite." Aldo countered.

"She won't," Zigarete said with certainty. "Marra's a sadistic bitch, but she's not stupid. Those captives are her leverage. She'll keep them alive as bargaining chips and playthings."

Jonathan straightened up, decision made. "Alright. We focus on Talitha first. Zigarete, you know Rainfell better than any of us. How do we get in?"

The former Inquisitor's smile was predatory as she moved markers across the map, plotting their approach. "There's an old tunnel system that runs beneath the city. The resistance used it during the occupation—ironic that we'll use it to infiltrate their lands."

"And Tellik?" Saikhi asked quietly.

Zigarete's eyes gleamed with cold fury. "Leave him to me and the Drakken. We have a score to settle."

Jonathan nodded, trying not to think about what Zigarete would do to Tellik when she got her hands on him. Some vengeance was best left unimagined.

"We move tomorrow night," he declared. "Small team—just us and maybe Painsley, where is Painsley anyway?"

"Don't worry about her, she is getting acquainted with my friend," Zigarete said with a smirk. "She might end up walking funny, but the Drakken doesn't harm his conquests."

As they finalised the details of their plan, Jonathan couldn't help but wonder if they were making the right choice. Talitha first, then the others. He just hoped they'd all still be safe by the time this was over.


3: Duplicate

Jonathan and Aldo sat in the small study off the main hall of the Dread Tower. Scribbled maps of Rainfell's tunnels, provided by Zigarete, were spread across the table between them, marked with various symbols indicating potential entry points and danger zones. Aldo leaned back in his chair, running a hand through his greying hair.

"There's something I need to tell you about my abilities," Aldo said, his voice more serious than Jonathan had ever heard it. "Something that may affect our infiltration plans."

Jonathan looked up from the maps. "What is it?"

Aldo's eyes grew distant. "Years ago, during the conquest, I was captured by the Inquisition." He rolled up his sleeve, revealing a faint scar where his sorcerer mark should have been. "They debranded me, but it didn't fully take. Grand Inquisitor Aurra had sorcerer sympathies and didn't 'finish the job' as it were."

"Shit." Jonathan whispered, instinctively touching his own mark. The thought of having it removed made his stomach turn. "But how are you not..."

"A drooling vegetable?" Aldo finished with a bitter smile. "The debranding wasn't completed, so I still had my mind, but even so, the recovery took years, Jonn. Years of piecing my mind back together, fragment by fragment. Most never recover at all. I still don't remember much of anything before the debranding happened."

"So you don't remember who you were?"

"Not really." Aldo shrugged. "I pieced together what I could of my memories and my powers. Memory-wise, I know I'm not originally from Adearath, that I was on the run from the Empire when they caught me, and that my name is Aldo. That was pretty much it. Power-wise, my ability wasn't the same when it came back. It was corrupted."

Jonathan leaned forward. "Your duplication ability?"

"Yes. Before, I could create duplicates at will, limited only by my concentration and energy. Now..." Aldo's mouth twisted into an ironic smile. "Now I can only create a new duplicate when I or one of my existing clones ejaculates onto or into a woman."

Jonathan blinked. "You're shitting me." Did this mean Aldo was originally from Earth? Had he just forgotten?

"I wish I were." Jonathan's thoughts were interrupted by Aldo's reply. "It's tied to the corruption that's been spreading throughout Adearath. Many sorcerer powers are corrupted in some way, not all, mind you, but a lot of them."

"So you need to cum to duplicate?" Jonathan couldn't help the laugh that escaped him.

Aldo didn't seem offended. "Crude but accurate. And for our mission into Rainfell, I'll need multiple duplicates ready. More than I currently have."

Jonathan sobered quickly, understanding the tactical advantage Aldo's duplicates would provide. "How many do you need?"

"As many as possible. The former Resistance tunnels could be dangerous, and we'll need eyes in multiple locations." Aldo hesitated. "I was hoping to ask for your fairy friend's assistance in this matter."

"Lily?" Jonathan nearly choked. "You want Lily to help make you cum?"

"She's efficient, discreet, and frankly, my type." Aldo looked completely serious. "Time is of the essence, Jonn. Each duplicate I can create is another potential advantage in rescuing Tali."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "Lily isn't going to like this idea."

"Perhaps not. But she's pragmatic when it counts." Aldo gestured to the maps. "And this counts."

"I'll ask her," Jonathan said with a sigh. "But I'm not making any promises."

"Absolutely fucking not," Lily said, her wings vibrating with indignation. She stood before Jonathan and Aldo in the study, arms crossed tightly over her chest.

"Lily, I understand your reluctance—" Aldo began.

"Reluctance?" Lily's blue hair seemed to glow brighter with her anger. "You want me to jerk off you and your duplicates like some kind of cum factory worker!"

Jonathan winced. "That's not exactly—"

"It's exactly what he's asking!" Lily pointed accusingly at Aldo. "How many clones are we talking about anyway?"

"As many as we can manage before tomorrow night," Aldo replied calmly. "Each one increases our chances of success."

Lily's wings drooped slightly. "And this is really the only way to get more duplicates? You can't just... I don't know, jerk yourself off or something?"

"If I could, I would," Aldo said. "The botched debranding changed everything."

Jonathan stepped forward. "Lily, I wouldn't ask if it wasn't important. Talitha is depending on us."

Lily was quiet for a long moment, her hands clenched into fists. Finally, she looked up, her expression resigned but defiant.

"Fine. But if I'm doing this, you're going to have to sit right there in the corner of the room while I do it."

Jonathan's eyes widened. "What? Why?"

"Because if I have to suffer through this indignity, you can damn well suffer with me." Lily's smile was sweet and venomous. "Consider it moral support."

Aldo cleared his throat. "That seems... unnecessary."

"Those are my terms," Lily said firmly. "Take it or leave it."

Jonathan and Aldo exchanged glances. The merchant shrugged, apparently unbothered by the arrangement.

"Fine," Jonathan said, feeling heat rise to his face. "If that's what it takes."

Lily nodded sharply. "When do we start?"

"No time like the present," Aldo said, standing. "I'll gather my existing duplicates in the eastern guest chambers."

As Aldo left to make preparations, Lily flew over to Jonathan.

"You owe me for this," she said, poking him in the chest. "Big time."

Jonathan held up his hands. "I know, I know. But it's for Talitha."

"It's always something with you," Lily muttered. "One minute it's 'help me escape the Empire,' the next it's 'help me jerk off a small army of merchant clones.'"

Despite everything, Jonathan laughed. "When you put it that way..."

"Don't," Lily warned, but there was the ghost of a smile on her lips. "Just... don't make this weirder than it already is."

"I'll try not to," Jonathan promised. "And Lily? Thank you."

She sighed, her wings fluttering softly. "Yeah, yeah. Let's just get this over with."

The eastern guest chambers had been hastily converted for Aldo's unusual needs. When Jonathan and Lily arrived, they found not just Aldo but twelve identical versions of him waiting, all wearing the same merchant's robes.

"Ah, right on time," the original Aldo said, stepping forward from the group. "These are all my current duplicates. We'll need at least twice this number for a proper infiltration."

Lily hovered at eye level, surveying the room of identical older men with increasing dismay. "This is a lot more than I expected."

"Each one is fully autonomous," Aldo explained, "but connected to my consciousness. What one experiences, we all share."

Jonathan took his designated spot in the corner of the room, settling awkwardly into a chair. "And each one needs to finish onto or into Lily to create another duplicate?"

"Precisely," all twenty-five Aldos said in perfect unison, which made Lily visibly shudder.

"That's fucking creepy," she muttered. With a resigned sigh, she descended to the floor and knelt. "Let's get this over with. Why can't Zigarete or Painsley do this? Hell, why not get some whores from the brothel?"

The original Aldo shrugged as his duplicates began to form a loose circle around Lily. "They're not really my type. I've always had a fondness for unique women."

"Of course you have," Lily said, rolling her eyes as she reached for the nearest duplicate's belt. "Everyone wants a piece of the fairy."

Jonathan watched with a mixture of embarrassment and fascination as Lily began to stroke the first Aldo clone. The duplicate closed his eyes, his face a mask of concentration. A second and third Aldo stepped forward, opening their robes to reveal their erections.

"This is going to take forever," Lily complained after several minutes of working on three Aldos simultaneously. Despite her best efforts, progress was slow.

"Perhaps," the original Aldo suggested from outside the circle, "you might consider using your mouth? It would expedite the process considerably."

Lily shot Jonathan a withering look over her shoulder. "Of course..." she said sarcastically. "Why didn't I think of that?"

Nevertheless, she leaned forward and took one of the duplicates into her mouth while continuing to stroke the others with her hands. Jonathan noticed himself hardening as he watched Lily go.

To Jonathan's surprise, after several minutes of this arrangement, he noticed Lily's wings fluttering in a pattern he recognised—a sign of arousal she couldn't completely hide. Her movements became more fluid and less mechanical as she worked.

When the first duplicate finally climaxed with a groan, spilling into her mouth, there was a brief flash of light, and suddenly, a twenty-sixth Aldo stood in the room, fully clothed and ready.

"One down," Lily said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "Too many to go."

Aldo had explained he could "save up" his duplications by absorbing them back into himself, but for now, it was the more the merrier.

As she continued her efforts, Jonathan noticed her thighs pressing together, her breathing growing heavier between duplicates. After the third new Aldo appeared, Lily sat back on her heels.

"This is still taking too long," she said, her voice huskier than before. "And my jaw is getting sore." She glanced at the original Aldo, who had been observing from a distance. "You might as well just fuck me. It'll be quicker."

Jonathan's eyebrows shot up in surprise. Aldo merely nodded, as if he'd expected this development all along.

"Are you sure?" Jonathan asked from his corner.

Lily shot him a look that was part irritation, part something else entirely. "What? It's practical. And it's not like you won't enjoy the show, pervert." She stood, removing her transparent robes with efficient movements. "Besides, I've been frustrated lately."

Jonathan understood the unspoken reference to Frekk. The fairy had been regularly sleeping with the Faen spy before his betrayal.

"You miss him?" Jonathan asked quietly.

"I miss getting fucked properly." Lily corrected, though there was a flash of hurt in her eyes. "And I'm a little jealous knowing that traitorous bastard is still giving it to Talitha while I'm stuck here with you lot."

The original Aldo stepped forward, disrobing smoothly. "I assure you, I can be quite thorough."

What followed was unlike anything Jonathan had witnessed before. Lily, normally so guarded and sarcastic, transformed into something wild and hungry. She took Aldo first, then his duplicates, one after another. With each climax, a new Aldo would appear, immediately ready to join the rotation.

"Fuck." Lily gasped after her fifth or sixth Aldo. "I didn't think I'd enjoy this so much."

Jonathan remained frozen in his chair, unable to look away as Lily became increasingly enthusiastic, directing the duplicates with growing confidence. She was working all of Aldo's clones; her pussy, mouth, hands, and even her tits were fully engaged in the task.

"Is this what you wanted, Jonathan?" Lily called out between Aldos, her voice breathless but teasing. "To watch me be a total slut for the cause?"

Jonathan couldn't help but nod, his mouth dry.

"I thought so," she laughed, pulling another duplicate toward her. "You fucking degenerate," she moaned.

Jonathan started to stroke himself idly over his robes.

"Oh dear goddess…" Two Aldos said in unison as they plastered Lily's face before immediately duplicating.

"Actually, you can leave us," Lily said to Jonathan, mouth full of cock, "I might be a bit longer than expected here. Besides…" Lily gulped a load, "ahh, you better help the others get ready.

Jonathan nodded and headed towards the door. As soon as he left, he continued to watch with his powers. Lily was really getting into it. There must have been at least forty Aldos by now.

"We need to talk."

Jonathan blinked the remote vision out of the way. Zigarete stood before him, a serious look on her face.

"Talk about what?"

Zigarete spun her spear, "About your technique."


4: Femme

Marra paced in front of the prison cell, her tail swishing behind her with barely contained excitement. Inside, Alistar sat on the cold stone floor, his wrists bound with shackles. Across from him, Gobbo huddled in the corner, the young goblin's purple skin standing out in the dim torchlight.

"I'm growing impatient, Sir Alistar." Marra purred, stopping to grip the iron bars. "I've given you time to think about my offer, but my patience has limits."

Flanken stepped out from the shadows, his fingers crackling with arcane energy. "The spell is ready, my lady. I only need to know the target."

Alistar glared at them both. "This is madness. What purpose does transforming either of us serve?"

"Entertainment," Marra replied with a wicked smile. "And a lesson in humility for you, Sentinel. So, one last time—who will it be? You or the goblin brat? One of you becomes a woman today, and as a bonus, you'll get to experience the pleasures of your new form immediately after."

Alistar's jaw clenched as he glanced at Gobbo. The young goblin looked terrified, his eyes wide with fear. Thoughts of Talitha flooded Alistar's mind—her smile, her strength, the way she looked at him during their wedding ceremony. He had promised to be a worthy mate for her.

If he were to become a woman, what then? He could never reclaim his birthright in the Southlands. The nobles would never accept a woman as their rightful ruler. He would never father an heir with Talitha, nor would he continue his family line.

But looking at Gobbo—a complete innocent—Alistar knew what he had to do.

"Take me," Alistar said firmly. "Leave the boy alone. If someone must suffer this indignity, let it be me."

"How noble!" Marra clapped her hands together, her tail coiling with delight. "Such a brave sacrifice for a mere goblin whelp. This is going to be so much fun. As you wish, Flanken." She gave the order.

Flanken stepped forward, energy already gathering between his fingers. The arcane light cast dancing shadows across the cell walls as he began his incantation. Alistar's muscles tensed with grim determination.

"Wait, no—" Gobbo struggled against his bonds.

The transformation magic slammed into Alistar like a physical blow. His body convulsed as reality itself rewrote his flesh. Where there had been thick muscle and masculine bulk, lean curves emerged. His chest swelled, breasts forming beneath his tunic. His shoulders narrowed. His waist cinched inward while his hips flared outward. The silver beard that had been his pride vanished, leaving smooth skin in its wake. His hair lengthened, silvery-white locks cascading past his—her—shoulders in soft waves.

Between Alistar's legs, the most fundamental change occurred. Where masculine anatomy had been, feminine folds took shape. The sensation was overwhelming, alien, yet somehow felt right in a way that terrified her.

When the magic finally released its grip, she slumped forward, gasping. Her newly formed breasts pressed against her chest with each ragged breath. The tunic hung loose on her transformed frame, revealing the swell of her cleavage and the curve of her hips.

Marra circled her new prize slowly, drinking in every detail. "Absolutely exquisite. Flanken, you've outdone yourself. How are you feeling… Alisa?" She ran a finger along Alisa's jawline, making her flinch. "Such delicate features. And those breasts..." The succubus cupped one through the fabric, drawing a gasp. "Perfect."

"Stop..." Alisa's voice emerged higher, feminine, yet still carrying echoes of her former self. "You've had your fun. Leave us be."

"Oh, we're just getting started." Marra gestured to Gobbo, who remained frozen in the corner. "Come here, boy. Time to show our new lady what her body was made for."

Gobbo shook his head frantically. "I won't—I can't—"

"You will," Marra's voice dropped to a commanding purr. "Unless you'd prefer I have Alisa here taken by every lizardfolk in my army. Or I could transform you next and let them have their way with both of you."

The young goblin's resistance crumbled. He approached on shaking legs, his eyes refusing to meet Alisa's.

"I'm sorry," he whispered. "I don't want to do this."

"It's not your fault," Alisa said, though her new voice trembled. She could already feel strange sensations building in her transformed body, a warmth between her legs, an ache in her chest, a hollowness that demanded to be filled.

Marra snapped her fingers. "Strip her."

Gobbo's hands trembled as he reached for Alisa's tunic. The fabric fell away, exposing her new form completely. Full breasts with pink nipples. A flat stomach leading down to the junction of her thighs, where new anatomy glistened with moisture she couldn't control.

"Look at how wet she already is," Marra cooed. "The transformation includes certain enhancements to sensitivity and arousal. Your new body craves to be filled, doesn't it, Alisa?"

The name sent a shiver through her. No longer Alistar. That man was gone. She was Alisa now, and her traitorous body was responding exactly as Marra had promised.

"Please..." Alisa wasn't sure what she was begging for anymore. For mercy? For release? For the aching need building between her legs to stop?

"Gobbo," Marra commanded, "undress."

Gobbo complied, his cock emerged—larger than Alisa would have expected for someone his size. Her eyes fixated on it against her will, her new body recognising what it needed.

Marra pulled Alisa to the ground and knelt near her head. "Now," Marra purred, "fuck her."

Gobbo positioned himself between Alisa's legs. His cock pressed against her entrance, and she felt her pussy lips part around the head. The sensation was overwhelming—not pain exactly, but a fullness, a stretching, a completion that her old mind rejected even as her female body welcomed it.

"I'm sorry," Gobbo whispered again as he pushed inside.

Alisa's back arched involuntarily. "Oh... oh goddess..." The words escaped her lips as her pussy stretched around Gobbo's length. Every nerve ending sang with sensation. Her breasts swayed with each thrust, nipples hard and aching for attention.

"That's it," Marra encouraged from the next to Alisa. "Feel what it's like to be on the receiving end. To be filled, stretched, bred." She began stroking Alisa's hair.

Gobbo's thrusts grew more confident, driven by instinct despite his reluctance. His purple cock disappeared between Alisa's folds again and again, drawing moans from lips that had once commanded troops into battle.

"No... this isn't..." Alisa tried to protest, but her body betrayed her. Her hips rose to meet Gobbo's thrusts. Her pussy clenched around him. Pleasure built in her core, different from anything she'd experienced before; it was deeper, more consuming, and it threatened to drown her completely.

"You can't believe you're enjoying this," Marra laughed. "Can't believe how good it feels to be fucked like a proper woman. But look at you… moaning, grinding, desperate for more. You're a natural at this."

Gobbo's pace increased. He lacked technique but made up for it in stamina and enthusiasm. Each thrust drove deeper, hit spots inside Alisa that sent sparks of pleasure through her transformed nervous system.

"I... I can't..." Alisa's fingers dug into the stone floor as the first orgasm built. Her pussy spasmed around Gobbo's cock, her whole body trembling with the approach of something she'd never felt before.

When it hit, Alisa screamed. Her breasts thrust upward as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. Her pussy clenched around Gobbo's cock as he continued to pound into her. The pleasure seemed endless, each pulse stronger than the last.

Gobbo groaned, his body glistening with sweat as he reached his own peak. Hot cum flooded Alisa's pussy, the sensation triggering another smaller orgasm that left her gasping and boneless on the cold stone.

"Beautiful," Marra purred, kissing her new creation's cheek. Marra's tail swished with satisfaction as she watched Gobbo pull out of Alisa's freshly fucked pussy. Cum leaked from the former warrior's entrance, trickling down her thighs and pooling below her. "Look at you," the succubus purred, running a finger through the mess. "Already dripping with seed like a proper breeding slut."

Alisa's chest heaved. The aftershocks of her orgasm still rippled through her transformed body, making her thighs tremble. She hated how good it had felt, how her pussy continued to clench around nothing, already missing the fullness.

"Stop this, you fiend..." Her voice came out weak, unconvincing.

Marra grabbed Alisa's chin, forcing her to meet those burning demonic eyes. "Oh no, darling. We're just getting started. You need to understand what your new body is capable of." She turned to Gobbo, who stood frozen, his softening cock still glistening. "Clean him."

"What?" Alisa's eyes widened.

"You heard me." Marra's grip tightened. "Get on your knees and lick his cock clean, or I'll have him executed right here in front of you."

Gobbo's face went pale. "Please, don't make—"

"Silence." Marra's voice cracked like a whip. She looked back at Alisa. "Well? What's it going to be?"

Alisa struggled to her knees, her body protesting. She crawled toward Gobbo, who backed against the wall. His purple cock hung between his legs, still coated in their combined fluids.

"I'm sorry," she whispered to him.

Her tongue darted out, hesitant at first, tasting the salty mixture. To her surprise, it wasn't as repulsive as she'd expected—actually, it tasted good. Almost too good. Her new body's enhanced senses seemed to crave it, recognising some primal need in the flavour.

"That's it," Marra encouraged, settling back to watch. "Get every drop. Show him what a good girl you can be."

Alisa's tongue worked along Gobbo's length, cleaning him thoroughly. Her hands came up to steady his legs as she took him deeper into her mouth, surprised by how natural it felt. Her lips wrapped around his shaft, and she felt him begin to harden again.

"Ugh," Gobbo gasped, his resistance crumbling as pleasure washed over him.

Alisa's head bobbed faster, something instinctual taking over. Her new body knew exactly what to do, how to angle her throat, where to apply pressure with her tongue. Marra was right. She was a natural at this.

When Gobbo came again, flooding her mouth with hot cum, Alisa swallowed without hesitation. The taste sent sparks of pleasure through her, making her clench with renewed need.

Marra laughed, the sound echoing off the cell walls. "Perfect. Absolutely perfect." She stood, smoothing down her barely-there outfit. "I think we'll make this a regular arrangement. Every morning, you'll service Gobbo here. Consider it practice for what's to come."

She walked to the cell door, pausing to look back at the two prisoners. "Oh, and Alisa? That wet spot growing between your legs tells me everything I need to know about how much you 'hated' this." Her wicked grin widened. "Sweet dreams, darling. Tomorrow, we'll see how many cocks that new pussy can take."

The door clanged shut, leaving Alisa on her knees, Gobbo's cum still coating her tongue, and her transformed body already aching for more.


5: Rain

Jonathan followed Zigarete up the winding staircase to the tower's peak, confusion warring with curiosity. The former Inquisitor moved with purpose. If it weren't for her silver hair catching the dim torchlight, Jonathan would have easily mistaken her for his ex-girlfriend; they honestly did look identical. However, she was clearly not Margery. She didn't seem to have any concept of Earth; She wasn't a sorcerer, so why did she look like her? Zigarete's spear clicked against the stone steps with each measured stride.

"Training? Now?" Jonathan called after her. "We have the infiltration to prepare for."

"Which is exactly why we're doing this." Zigarete didn't slow. "You're weak, Jonn, the last battle proved that."

Jonathan's hand instinctively moved to his side, where the wound he received from Kordak still ached despite being tended to after the battle. "I held my own."

"Barely." The word cracked like a whip. "You relied on the Spear of Narcese to compensate for your shit technique. Against Kordak, you were outmatched from the start."

They emerged onto the tower's roof, the open sky stretching above them. Wind whipped across the battlements, carrying the scent of approaching rain. Dark clouds gathered on the horizon, their edges tinged with purple in the fading light.

Zigarete turned to face him, her silver eyes hard. "You're a liability, Jonn. You lean on your powers too much. The arousal control and the magical spear. Strip all that away, and what are you? A man who barely knows which end of a blade to hold."

Heat rose to Jonathan's face. "I've survived this long, haven't I?"

"Luck." She spun her flaming spear, which sizzled against the dampening air. "Sooner or later, luck runs out. You end up dead, and everyone depending on you goes down with you." Her voice softened a fraction. "I won't let that happen."

Jonathan stared at her, caught off guard by the genuine concern beneath her harsh words. "Why do you care?"

"Because you're useful." Zigarete planted her spear, flames dancing along its length. "And because I've lost too many allies to incompetence." Her grip tightened. "Now take your spear and show me what Alistar taught you."

Jonathan took the Spear of Narcese into his hands, feeling its familiar weight warp under his touch. The weapon shimmered and moved like a wave, responding to his thoughts.

"No." Zigarete pointed at the spear. "Tell it to turn off its magic. Fight like a normal person."

"I don't think it works that way—"

"That used to be my spear." She moved into a defensive stance. "I guarantee you that it does."

Jonathan focused on the spear, willing its magical properties to be dormant. The humming faded, and the weapon became just metal in his grip. It was heavier, less responsive. More real.

"Good." Zigarete circled him slowly. "Now attack me."

Jonathan lunged forward, aiming for her centre mass. Zigarete sidestepped effortlessly, her spear's shaft cracking against his knuckles hard enough to make him yelp and nearly drop his weapon.

"Pathetic." She was already moving again. "You telegraph every move. Your footwork is garbage. You grip too tight, compensating for poor balance."

"Alistar never mentioned—"

"Alistar trained you to survive, not to fight." Another strike, this time to Jonathan's shoulder, spinning him around. "He taught you to rely on the spear's magic because you didn't have time for proper technique." Her spear swept low, forcing Jonathan to stumble backward. "I'm teaching you what happens when magic fails."

The first drops of rain began to fall, cold against Jonathan's skin. The stones beneath his feet grew slick.

"Again." Zigarete commanded.

Jonathan attacked, trying to incorporate what little Alistar had taught him. Zigarete dismantled every attempt, her spear finding gaps in his defence that he didn't know existed.

"Wider stance." She kicked his ankle, spreading his feet apart. "Lower centre of gravity. You're fighting like a dancer, following the steps he taught you. You need to start fighting like a warrior."

Rain fell harder now, soaking through Jonathan's cloak. His hair plastered to his forehead, water streaming into his eyes. Zigarete seemed unbothered, moving through the downpour like it didn't exist.

"You know what your problem is?" She blocked his thrust, redirecting it with minimal effort. "You think your powers make you strong. They don't. They make you lazy."

"I don't—"

The back of her spear slammed into his chest, knocking the wind from his lungs. Jonathan stumbled, barely keeping his footing on the wet stone.

"Every fight, you rely on something external." Zigarete pressed forward, forcing him toward the edge of the battlement. "The spear does the work. Your arousal power distracts enemies. You never learned to fight with just your body and will."

Jonathan's back hit the parapet. Rain pounded down around them, turning the rooftop into a treacherous battlefield.

"What happens when you face someone immune to your charms?" Zigarete's spear point hovered inches from his throat. "What happens when the Spear of Narcese is taken from you? What then, Lord Nightmare?"

Thunder rumbled overhead, punctuating her words.

Jonathan swallowed hard, feeling the cold stone against his spine. "I adapt."

"You die." She pulled back, giving him space to recover. "Unless you learn to be more than your powers."

Lightning flashed, illuminating Zigarete's face; deadly serious. She genuinely believed what she was saying. And worse, Jonathan realised she was right.

"Show me." The words came out hoarse. "Show me how to fight properly."

Something shifted in Zigarete's expression... Approval, maybe, or respect. She lowered her spear and stepped back.

"First lesson." She moved into a basic stance. "Forget everything you think you know. We start from nothing."

The rain hammered down harder, but neither of them moved to seek shelter. Jonathan mimicked her position, feeling awkward and exposed without the spear's magic humming through his veins.

"Balance." Zigarete corrected his posture with sharp taps of her spear. "Everything flows from balance. Lose it, and you're already dead."

They drilled through the fundamentals as the storm raged around them—stance, footwork, basic strikes. Every mistake earned Jonathan a sharp reminder from Zigarete's weapon, each correction bruising but instructive.

"Better." She nodded after the tenth repetition. "You're teachable, at least."

The rain continued to pound against the battlements as they worked through the basics. Jonathan's muscles ached from the constant corrections, his clothes were soaked through. But something had shifted: he was actually learning.

"That's enough," Zigarete finally said, lowering her spear. "You're still shit, but at least you're improving."

Jonathan bent over, hands on his knees, catching his breath. "High praise."

"Don't get cocky." But there was something different in her voice now. Less contempt, more appraisal.

She moved closer, studying him with those piercing silver eyes. Lightning flashed overhead, illuminating her face—so much like Margery's it made Jonathan's chest tighten. But where Margery had been pure and restrained, Zigarete burned with a fierce intensity.

"You did well," she said quietly. "Better than I expected."

"I'll take that as a compliment."

Her lips curved into a rare, genuine smile. "You should."

Thunder rolled across the sky. They stood there, rain pouring down between them, neither moving. The tension from their training transformed into something else.

"Come with me." Zigarete turned sharply, heading toward the tower's entrance.

Jonathan followed without question, dripping water across the stone floors as they descended. She led him through corridors he'd never explored before, deeper into the guest quarters. Her chambers.

The door closed behind them with a heavy thud. Zigarete's room was sparse—weapons were mounted on the walls, there was minimal furniture, and a large bed that looked barely used. The only personal touch was a painting of mountains he didn't recognise.

"Strip," she commanded, already working at her own robes.

"Wait, I thought—"

"You did well today." Her robes fell away, revealing pale skin marked with a scar given to her by the Tracker. "I reward competence. On my terms."

Jonathan hesitated only a moment before pulling off his soaked clothes. His cock was already hardening. His anticipation mixed with exhaustion.

Zigarete's eyes tracked over his body, clinical and hungry at once. "You're not built like a warrior, but you've got potential." She moved toward the bed, hips swaying. "Let me show you how I fuck."

She pushed him down onto the mattress, straddling him before he could respond. Her pussy was already wet, slick against his cock as she ground against him. She gripped his wrists and pinned them above his head.

Zigarete positioned herself and sank down onto him easily taking him down to the base. Her head lulled back, long wet hair cascading down her back as she began to ride him with the same fierce intensity she brought to combat.

"Fuck," Jonathan groaned. She was tight, her inner walls gripping him perfectly.

"You can do better than that." She leaned forward, her breasts pressed against his chest as she picked up the pace. "Show me that determination you had on the roof."

Her nails raked down his chest as she moved, each thrust deliberate and demanding. Jonathan tried to match her enthusiasm, lifting his hips to meet her, but she controlled everything—the speed, the angle, the depth.

"That's it," she breathed against his ear. "Stop thinking. Just feel."

Lightning illuminated the room through the window, casting shifting shadows across her body. In those flashes, she looked almost like a phantom.

Zigarete sat up, grinding down on him, "Fuck, right there." She rode him harder, chasing her own pleasure without apology.

"Seems like you're not useless after all," she gasped as she bit her lower lip.

Jonathan felt his control slipping; the combination of her tight pussy and the visual of her above him in the night light. "I'm close—"

"Not yet." Her other hand pressed against his chest. "Hold it, show some fucking discipline."

He gritted his teeth, fighting against the rising tide. Zigarete's movements became more erratic, her breathing ragged as she worked herself toward climax.

"Now," she finally commanded, her pussy spasming around him as she came.

Jonathan let go, emptying himself inside her with a groan that came from somewhere deep. The release was intense, amplified by the physical exhaustion and the surreal nature of fucking someone with his ex-girlfriend's face.

Zigarete collapsed on top of him. For a long moment, they lay there in silence, listening to the rain hammer against the windows.

"I might be able to make something of you yet," she said finally as she regained her senses, her voice carrying a note of satisfaction.

Jonathan turned his head to look at her. "Just 'might'?"

She smirked, rolling off his cock and landing onto her side to face him. "Don't push your luck, Jonn."


6: Rike

Rike led his column of captives through the territory, their chains rattling with each step. Twelve women in total, their clothing torn and faces marked with fear. Some limped, others wept quietly. The two brutes flanking the procession kept their weapons ready, though resistance seemed unlikely.

The camp came into view. Tents sprawled across the cleared ground, smoke rising from cooking fires. Brutes moved about their duties, their massive forms casting long shadows in the afternoon light. At the camp's centre stood a larger pavilion, its entrance guarded by two of the Legion's finest.

Aurra emerged before Rike could announce himself. She wore her metal breastplate and metal panties, more ornamental than protective, but her presence commanded respect. Blue hair cascaded over her shoulders as she surveyed the captives with calculating eyes.

"My dearest son." She inclined her head. "You've done well."

"Thank you, mother." His voice carried through the helmet, muffled but respectful, "Twelve from the villages to the north. Most are young, healthy."

Aurra walked along the line, examining each woman. Her fingers lifted chins, checked teeth, assessed hips. The clinical nature of her inspection made the captives shrink back.

"Perfect breeding stock," she murmured. "They'll serve the Legion well."

Rike dismissed the guards with a gesture. The brutes led the women away toward the holding pens where they'd be processed and assigned.

"Walk with me," Aurra said.

They moved through the camp, passing training grounds where brutes sparred and supply tents were being organised for the march. Aurra's expression shifted from satisfaction to seriousness.

"The preparations for Cliffside are proceeding according to schedule," she said. "The scouts report the city's defences are minimal since the Empire fell. Slavers run the port now, but they're disorganised. Greedy."

"How long until we march?"

"Three days." Aurra stopped near the edge of camp, looking out toward the southern horizon. "Cliffside has what we need. Good breeding stock. But more importantly..."

"Sorcerers."

"Yes, sorcerers." Her blue eyes gleamed. "I once believed peace came through understanding. Through helping everyone, including those marked by magic." She laughed, bitter and low. "How naive I was."

Rike remained silent, letting her speak.

"People cannot help themselves," Aurra continued. "They need protection from their own weaknesses. Structure. Order. What the Empire tried to force with violence, we can achieve through breeding. Through transformation."

She turned to face him fully.

"I've enjoyed being bred by the brutes." Her voice carried no shame, only conviction. "The pleasure, yes, but more than that. The purpose. Giving birth to a new generation that's stronger, better equipped to bring stability to this chaos." She gestured at him. "You're proof of that. My son, the finest commander the Legion has."

Rike's hand tightened on his halberd. "You wish to share this gift?"

"I want to give others what I've found. The ecstasy of submission to something greater." Aurra's smile turned predatory. "And Cliffside is perfect. The city crawls with sorcerers now. Refugees, criminals, the desperate. All marked with power they can barely control."

"You believe breeding sorcerers with brutes will create—"

"Create brutes with sorcerer abilities." Aurra finished his thought. "Imagine it, Rike. The strength of our warriors combined with magical power. We could reshape Adearath itself."

The strategy made tactical sense, even if the methodology troubled him. Rike had seen what happened when sorcerers lost control of their abilities. The devastation, the chaos. But perhaps if they were contained, if they were directed, if they were shaped...

"The concentration of sorcerers in Cliffside makes it the ideal target," Aurra said. "We take the city, claim the marked ones, and begin the breeding program immediately. Within a year, we'll have proof of concept. Within two, an army unlike anything this world has seen."

"Isn't that a bit fast? Brutes take longer to mature."

"That is where our dear Sisters in Sidim come in. Sala has rebuilt her cult with her as the head prophetess. They will provide us with their accelerated growth research, and we will provide them with a seat at the table of our new power."

"I see." Rike didn't trust Sala, but he had no desire to go against his mother's plans.

They moved through the camp, passing rows of tents where brutes maintained weapons and sparred in designated training grounds. The scent of roasted meat drifted from cook fires, mingling with the earthy smell of turned soil from the fields beyond.

Aurra guided Rike toward the eastern section of the camp, where different sounds emerged. Moans, grunts, slapping flesh, the occasional cry of pleasure or pain. The breeding pens.

"The Sisters of Sidim sent these women just after you left," Aurra explained as they approached a series of low structures. "A gesture of good faith. Twenty in total, all volunteers according to Sister Sala's message."

Rike doubted the 'volunteer' part, but kept silent.

They rounded the corner of the main pen. A line of women knelt on padded mats, their bodies bent forward while brutes slammed into them from behind. The women looked exhausted, their asses bared upwards towards their breeding partners. Their mouths were wise, their eyes unfocused, their moans breathless.

"The accelerated growth rituals require regular insemination," Aurra said, her tone clinical despite the explicit scene before them. "Multiple times daily for the first month. The Sisters' research indicates this maximises the chances of conception and ensures the rapid growth of any produced offspring."

A brute finished with a particularly voluptuous woman, roaring loudly as he released. He pulled out, thick ropes of seed dripping from her well-used cunt. Another brute immediately took his place, sliding into her without preamble.

"They're well-trained," Aurra continued. "The Sisters prepared them specifically for this purpose. Look how they maintain position, how they adjust their hips for deeper penetration despite their exhaustion."

Rike watched the woman accept the new brute's cock, her body opening to accommodate his massive girth. She moaned, pushing back tiredly to meet his thrusts.

"You'll need to contribute as well," Aurra said, turning to face her son. "Your seed is strong, like your father's was. Before he fell in the final battle against that Dread Sorcerer, he sired dozens of children. Quality offspring." Pride and grief mixed in her voice. "If I fall, you must lead the Legion. Your bloodline needs to continue."

The helmet concealed Rike's expression, but his hand tightened on his halberd's shaft.

"Mother, I—"

Aurra's voice hardened. "This is duty. You are half-brute, yes, but you carry more of my bloodline than any of my other offspring. It is rare for a brute. That makes you invaluable." She gestured at the breeding pens. "These women will bear the next generation, and if they are your progeny, they will be powerful."

They walked past another pen where younger brutes eagerly mounted women who their elders had already broken in. The teaching process, Aurra called it. Veterans showing recruits proper technique.

"The army is ready for Cliffside," Aurra said, switching subjects smoothly. "We have hooks and ladders prepared. The walls are high, but the defenders are untrained slavers, not soldiers." She smiled. "It won't be a battle. More like a collection effort."

Rike nodded, processing the tactical information while trying to ignore the sounds of enthusiastic coupling surrounding them.

"You'll lead the initial assault," Aurra continued. "Take the walls quickly, secure the gates, let the main force through. I want minimal damage to the infrastructure. We're not here to destroy, we're here to claim."

"And the sorcerers?"

"Identify and capture. Use some of the nullification stones we acquired." Aurra's eyes gleamed. "Defanging the sorcerers is important to keeping them in line."

They approached a raised platform where Aurra's personal quarters stood. Several of the Legion's strongest brutes waited there, their muscles rippling as they stood at attention.

Aurra ascended the platform. She began unfastening her metal breastplate. "Stay. I find I think more clearly during breeding sessions."

The breastplate hit the wooden floor with a clang. Her breasts spilled free, massive and pale, nipples already hard. She hooked her fingers into the sides of her metal panties, sliding them down her thick thighs.

"Cliffside has one main gate," she said, stepping out of the underwear. Completely naked now, she positioned herself on all fours on a cushioned mat. "If we can open it, we walk our army right inside."

The first brute moved forward, his cock already hard. He positioned himself behind Aurra, massive hands gripping her ass.

"We'll feint a coastal assault," Aurra continued, her voice steady even as the brute's cockhead pressed against her entrance. "Draw their forces to the ocean while you scale the wall with your—ah!"

The brute entered the Breeder Queen, this wasn't his first time with Aurra, and he knew how she liked to be used. Aurra's huge breasts swayed beneath her as she enjoyed the pleasure.

"With your elite unit," she gasped as the brute slapped her ass. "You'll open the gate. The main force pours through while they're still scrambling back from the water."

Rike stood rigid, watching his mother get fucked like an animal while discussing military strategy. Her face full of pleasure, mouth wide as she took the brute's massive cock.

"The sorcerers seem to have congregated in the western quarter," Aurra moaned, her fingers digging into the mat. "Near the docks. That's your primary target after securing the gates."

The first brute grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. Seconds later, he flooded Aurra's hole with his seed. He pulled out, thick globs of cum dripping from her.

The second brute took his place.

"Once we consolidate power in Cliffside," Aurra gasped as the fresh cock stretched her open, "we move north. There are several smaller settlements along the forest's edge. Easier targets. We'll sweep through them methodically, building our breeding stock."

Her voice grew breathless as the second brute established an enjoyable pace.

"Within six months, we'll control the south of Adearath. Within a year..." She trailed off into a moan, her body shaking with the force of the brute's thrusts. "We'll have the foundation for our new empire. The Empire of the Brute Legion."

Rike watched his mother take cock, her strategic mind never faltering even as pleasure overwhelmed her body. This was who she'd become. Not the Grand Inquisitor who'd tried to show mercy, but the Breeder Queen who'd found her purpose in submission and propagation.

"You understand?" Aurra looked at him, her face a mask of ecstasy. "This is the future. Not through conquest alone, but through transformation. We'll give them what they need, even if they don't know they need it yet."

The third brute stepped forward, and Aurra eagerly opened her mouth to suck him in.


7: Defences

The sun had barely crested the horizon, painting the sky in hues of purple and orange, but the Dread Tower was already awake. Jonathan rubbed the sleep from his eyes as he navigated the stone corridors, looking for his wayward companions. They were scheduled to depart for Rainfell within the next hour if they were to make it there before nightfall, yet Painsley was notably absent from the muster point.

Given the faen’s predilections, Jonathan had a sinking suspicion of where to find her. He followed the guttural sounds echoing from the lower caverns—specifically, the widened chamber Zigarete had designated for her scaly mount.

As he rounded the corner into the torchlit cavern, the scene that greeted him was both impressive and entirely expected.

The Drakken lay sprawled on a bed of furs and heated rocks, its massive, red-scaled form taking up a significant portion of the room. Painsley was impaled upon it. The petite faen was straddling the beast’s lower abdomen, her back arched in a crescent of ecstasy as she rode a cock that looked comically large for her frame.

"Holy fuck, yes! Split me!" Painsley screamed, her hands bracing against the Drakken’s armoured chest scales.

"Fascinating," a voice murmured from the side.

Jonathan turned to see Saikhi sitting on a crate nearby, her legs crossed and a notebook balanced on her knee. She adjusted her glasses, her eyes tracking the mechanics of the coupling with intense scrutiny. Her quill scratched furiously against the parchment.

"Morning, Master," Saikhi said without looking up, her tone professional despite the carnage unfolding a few feet away. "I’m collecting data on the somatic elasticity of her Faen physiology when subjected to high-mass insertion."

"You're watching Painsley get railed by a dinosaur," Jonathan corrected, walking further into the room.

"What's a dinosaur?" Saikhi replied, dipping her quill in ink.

"What, you don't have dinosaurs here?"

"They're not a creature I have heard of before. Are they common across the Burning Sea? In Gotham?"

"Uh…" Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "No, they are extinct." Though didn't Batman have an anamatronic t-rex? "It doesn't matter…"

"As you wish, Master, though I would love to hear more about your homeland one day."

"One day," Jonathan promised, "after we save our friends."

"Of course," she smiled before looking back to the subject of her research, "I must note, Painsley’s ability to accommodate such girth is structurally impossible without magical aid. The coefficient of stretch is... impressive."

"Hey, boss man!" Painsley gasped. Her hair was a tussled mess. "You come to—ahh!—watch the show?"

The Drakken growled, its hips bucking upward. Painsley squealed as the thick, ridged shaft disappeared further inside her. Jonathan winced instinctively; that thing was fucking huge.

"We leave in an hour, Painsley," Jonathan said, trying to keep his eyes on her face rather than the mesmerising way her pussy lips were stretched around the dark red meat. "I'm not sure walking bow-legged to Rainfell is the best strategy."

"Don't worry about me," Painsley breathlessly laughed, bouncing harder. "My pussy snaps back like a rubber band. It’s magic!" She ground down, her eyes rolling back. "Besides, I needed a proper warm-up. Zigarete’s pet has been giving me the 'fuck me' eyes all morning."

"He acts on instinct," Saikhi noted, scribbling. "The predator drive translated into sexual aggression. Quite potent."

Jonathan watched as the Drakken let out a low, vibrating roar. The beast’s claws ripped at the ground around Painsley. It was primal, raw, and undeniably arousing. Jonathan felt his own blood heading south; his cock twitched.

"You know," Painsley panted, catching Jonathan staring at the action. "There’s plenty of room. Maybe you want to give Saikhi some fresh data?"

Saikhi looked up then, her gaze landing on the bulge in Jonathan's pants. She bit her lip, the academic facade slipping just enough to reveal the insatiable hunger beneath. "Master does possess a unique magical signature. Comparing the interaction between sorcerer arousal with the Drakken's stamina would be... academically rigorous."

Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck, his resolve crumbling like a stale biscuit. "We really do have to leave soon..."

"Quickie," Painsley taunted, leaning forward to kiss the Drakken’s snout before grinding her clit against the base of its shaft. "For luck."

"For science," Saikhi corrected, setting her notebook aside. She stood up, the slit in her blue dress parting to reveal her crimson thigh.

Jonathan sighed, defeated by his own libido and the absurdity of his life. "Fine. For science."

He didn't even have to undo his belt; Saikhi was there in an instant, her nimble fingers making short work of his fastenings. As his cock sprang free, Saikhi let out a soft appreciative hum.

"Always such a pristine specimen," she murmured, dropping to her knees.

Jonathan groaned as Saikhi’s warm mouth enveloped him. Her tongue swirled around the head, teasing and worshipping with a devotion that bordered on religious. He placed a hand on her white hair, steadying himself as he watched the main event.

Painsley was losing her mind. The beast loomed over her, its massive bulk casting her in shadow as it drove into her with piston-like force.

"Fuuuuuck!" Painsley screamed, her legs a wobbly mess. "Hit it! Hit the back!"

Jonathan felt Saikhi’s throat tighten around him, her suction increasing in rhythm with the Drakken’s thrusts. Painsley’s vulgar encouragements mixed with the sloppy, wet noises of Saikhi working Jonathan’s shaft.

"Master," Saikhi murmured, pulling off for a breath, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. "The goblin patrols report the perimeter is secure. Their numbers are now large enough to watch the tower throughout the entire day an night."

"You're giving me a sit-rep..." Jonathan gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as she went back down on him, "...while sucking my dick?"

"Multitasking is the hallmark of a good administrator," she said against his skin, her voice vibrating, sending shivers down his spine. She took him deeper, her nose brushing his waist, her eyes looking up at him with glowing adoration.

"Bring that tasty dick over here." Painsley moaned from under the beast.

Jonathan reluctantly pulled his glistening length from Saikhi’s wet, crimson lips. She offered him a devoted smile, licking her lips, looking for all the world like she’d just finished filing a particularly satisfying tax return rather than servicing her lord.

"Don't keep the lady waiting," Saikhi teased, her voice breathless.

"Finally," she choked out, ignoring the fact that she was currently being railed by a creature three times her weight. "Feed me."

Jonathan didn't hesitate. He straddled her face and lined his tip up with her greedy lips. Painsley lunged forward, her tongue lolling out to drag along the underside of his shaft before she snapped her mouth shut around him. She took him deep instantly, her throat working enthusiastically, bobbing her head in a rhythm that was completely out of sync with the monster brutally rearranging her guts from the other end.

"Fuck," Jonathan moaned as the wet suction of her throat pulled him in. "You really are a glutton."

Painsley hummed a vibration against his cock, her eyes twinkling with mischief as she sucked harder, clearly enjoying being the filling in a spit-roast sandwich between a sorcerer lord and the scaly beast.

The Drakken let out a thunderous roar.

"It's knotting!" Painsley shrieked in delight around Jonathan's cock. "Oh god, yes, fill me up you big red bastard!"

Jonathan watched, transfixed, as the base of the monster's cock swelled, locking Painsley’s elastic pussy tight against the beast. Painsley convulsed, her body wracked with an orgasm so intense her toes curled.

The sight of Painsley getting bred by a monster, combined with Painsley’s slutty mouth, pushed Jonathan over the edge.

Jonathan erupted, his hips snapping forward. He poured his arousal-inducing seed down Painsley’s throat, wave after wave. She swallowed greedily, drinking every drop, her body trembling as the magic hit her system.

The Drakken flooded Painsley at the same time, the faen laughing hysterically through her pleasure and Jonathan's seed as gallons of monster cum filled her.

For a moment, the only sounds in the cave were heavy panting and the wet aftermath of sex.

"Excellent data," Saikhi said, picking up her notebook. She quickly jotted something down. "Now, regarding the defences."

She turned to Jonathan, looking every bit the efficient administrator again.

"The goblins are fully mobilised. I've organised them into shifts to cover the new trap lines we set. The Sentinels have the tower itself. Between the traps and the goblin numbers, the Dread Tower is secure." She offered a confident smile. "You can leave for Rainfell without worry, Master. We will hold the fort."

Painsley, still pinned beneath the Drakken as the knot slowly subsided, gave a thumbs-up from her position. "Yeah... we can leave soon... just give me... five minutes to learn how to walk again."

Jonathan adjusted his clothes, feeling significantly more relaxed about the dangerous mission ahead. "Right. Plan is a go. Get cleaned up, Painsley. We march as soon as you can stand."

"Aye aye, captain," Painsley giggled, patting the Drakken’s snout. "Best pre-game ever."


8: Offer

The rain in Rainfell never truly stops; it only varies in intensity. Today, it was a miserable, steady drizzle that tapped against the stained glass windows of King Tellik’s private chambers. The room was warm, lit by a roaring hearth that cast dancing shadows across the maps and tactical charts strewn over a grand mahogany table.

Tellik stood by the window, staring out at the wet canopy of the ancient forest. His left arm ended abruptly at the wrist, the stump wrapped in fresh, clean bandages—a constant, throbbing reminder of Zigarete’s fury. He flexed his remaining hand as if checking that it was still there.

The heavy oak doors creaked open. Tellik didn’t turn immediately.

"I brought her, my King," Frekk’s voice chimed, carrying that irreverent lilt that Tellik found both useful and irritating.

Tellik turned slowly. Frekk stood in the doorway, dripping wet. Beside him, Talitha was shoved forward. Her wrists were bound in front of her with rope, and she looked ragged. Her fur garments were stained with dirt and dried fluids, her hair a mess, and dark circles hung under her feline-like eyes. Yet, even in this state, the Heldra general radiated a feral danger. She didn’t bow. She didn’t flinch. She just glared.

"Leave us for a moment, but stay close," Tellik commanded.

Frekk hesitated, his eyes darting between the king and the prisoner. "She bites, you know. And not always in the fun way."

"I can handle her, Frekk. Go."

Frekk shrugged, gave Talitha’s ass a proprietary squeeze that earned him a low growl, and slipped out the door, closing it with a soft click.

Silence stretched between the King of Rainfell and the General of the Dread Tower. Tellik walked to the table, pouring two goblets of wine with his single hand. The movement was fluid; he was adapting to his injury quickly.

"You look thirsty," Tellik said, extending a goblet toward her.

Talitha stared at the wine, then up at him. She made no move to take it. "I’d rather drink mud."

Tellik chuckled, a low, dry sound. He set the goblet down on the edge of the table. "Suit yourself, huntress. Though I find the vintage from the southern vineyards much more palatable." He took a sip from his own cup, watching her over the rim.

"Why am I here?" Talitha snapped. "If you're going to kill me, do it. If you're going to let your spy fuck me again, send him back in. I have no patience for your games."

"Direct. I like that." Tellik leaned back against the sturdy table, crossing his ankles. He gestured vaguely with his stump. "I didn't bring you here for execution, nor for mere entertainment. I brought you here to offer you something far more valuable."

Talitha scoffed, shifting her weight. The scent of her arousal—a musk that seemed to cling to her constantly since her capture—wafted through the room. It was faint, masked by dirt and sweat, but to a Tracker’s senses, it was as loud as a war horn.

"You have nothing I want," she spat.

"Don't I?" Tellik’s gaze sharpened. "I know your history, Talitha. The last Heldra of your tribe. The lonely survivor of a genocide perpetrated by the Empire."

He pushed off the table and began to circle her, keeping a respectful distance, out of biting range.

"The forests of Adearath are dying," he continued, his voice dropping to a persuasive timbre. "The Empire burned them. The Shapers are warping them. Your people are gone, and your home is a memory. But Rainfell... Rainfell endures. We understand the trees. We listen to the soil."

He stopped in front of her, forcing her to look up at him.

"Join me, Talitha. Not as a prisoner, but as an ally. Join Rainfell. With your knowledge of the old ways and my resources, we can rebuild the great forests. We can revitalise the woodlands your people called home. We can create a sanctuary for the Heldra, find any scattered survivors, and give them a place to belong."

Talitha’s eyes wavered for a fraction of a second. The image his words painted was seductive—a restored home, a tribe reborn. It was everything she had dreamed of before Jonn stumbled into her life.

"Think about it," Tellik pressed, seeing the crack in her armour. "A legacy. A future. All you have to do is renounce the sorcerer."

Talitha closed her eyes, inhaling deeply. She thought of the green canopy of her youth. Then she thought of Jonn. The way his hand felt on her skin. The way he accepted her, protected her, and gave her a purpose when she had none. He was her Chieftain. The forest had chosen him, not Tellik.

Her eyes snapped open, burning with gold fire.

"No."

The word hung in the air, heavy and final.

Tellik’s expression didn’t change, but the air in the room grew colder. "No?"

"You speak of rebuilding, yet you destroyed the Resistance," Talitha hissed, taking a step toward him despite her bonds. "You speak of honour, yet you stabbed Zigarete in the back and killed your own king. My forest would choke on your lies."

She raised her chin, exposing her throat in a display of absolute fearlessness. "My loyalty belongs to Jonn Nightmare. He is my Chieftain. He is my Daddy. And nothing you offer—no forest, no crown, no sanctuary—can sway me from him."

Tellik held her gaze for a long moment. He searched for deception, for hesitation, but found only the steel resolve of a fanatic.

He sighed, putting his wine glass down on the table with a heavy thud. "That is sad to hear. Truly. We could have been so good together. You have a fire in you that most of the faen lack."

He walked past her, heading toward the heavy doors. He opened one slightly. "Frekk!"

The spy appeared instantly. "Yes, boss?"

"Leave us," Tellik ordered. "Guard the corridor. Let no one in."

Frekk blinked, looking from Tellik to Talitha. A knowing smirk spread across his face. "Understood. Have fun." He winked at Talitha before vanishing, pulling the heavy oak doors shut with a definitive boom. The lock clicked into place.

Talitha tensed. The atmosphere in the room had shifted instantly. The pretence of diplomacy had evaporated, replaced by something thicker, heavier. A predator was in the room, and for the first time, she wasn't sure she was the top of the food chain.

"You think loyalty is enough to sustain you?" Tellik asked quietly, turning back to face her. He began to unbuckle his leather cuirass. "I can smell it on you, Talitha. The need."

Talitha took a step back, her back hitting the edge of the mahogany table. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Don't lie to a Tracker." Tellik tossed the leather armour onto a chair. He wore a simple black linen shirt underneath, which he began to unlace with his single hand and his teeth. "That sorcerer of yours... he did something to you, didn't he? Twisted your physiology. Your body burns for it. It’s why you let Frekk use you in that cell. It’s why you’re trembling right now."

"I... did what I had to," Talitha grit her teeth. Her heart hammered against her ribs. He was right. The heat between her legs was a constant, dull ache that flared into an inferno at the slightest provocation.

Tellik pulled the shirt over his head, revealing a torso that was a map of violence and victory. Scars crisscrossed his chest and abdomen, weaving through lean, corded muscle that spoke of a lifetime of war. He was powerful, undeniable. Physical perfection honed by survival.

"If you were truly loyal," Tellik said, his voice low and taunting as he moved closer, "you would be able to resist. But you can't, can you?"

He stopped inches from her. The heat radiating from his body was intoxicating. Talitha tried to look away, but her eyes were drawn to the power he exuded. He wasn't using magic; he wasn't using mind control. He was simply a dominant male in his prime, asserting his presence.

"You see me," Tellik whispered. "You see the strength. And your body knows it needs to submit to it."

He reached out with his remaining hand, his fingers trailing down the side of her face, tracing the tribal tattoos on her neck. His touch was calloused, rough, sending a jolt of electricity straight to her groin.

"Don't..." Talitha gasped, but she didn't pull away. She couldn't. Her knees felt watery.

Tellik’s hand moved lower, gripping the front of her loincloth. With a sharp tug, he tore the fragile fur fabric away. Talitha whimpered as the cool air hit her damp skin, followed immediately by the heat of Tellik’s gaze devouring her.

"Look at you," he murmured, his eyes fixated on the slickness already coating her thighs. "Dripping for the enemy. Is this your loyalty?"

He pushed his trousers down, kicking them aside. His cock sprang free—thick, scarred, and impossibly hard. It bobbed with his heartbeat, a weapon as dangerous as his maces.

Talitha stared at it. Her mouth watered. Her traitorous body clenched, her pussy pulsing with a desperate, empty ache. She hated him. She hated what he stood for. But for forest's sake she wanted him to fill her. She needed that strength inside her to quell the maddening itch installed in her soul.

"Fuck..." she breathed, the word escaping before she could catch it.

Tellik smirked. He grabbed her by the waist, lifting her easily despite having only one hand. He slammed her onto the edge of the table, scattering maps and knocking the wine pitcher to the floor with a crash.

"That’s it," he growled, stepping between her spread legs. "Surrender."

Talitha’s hands were still bound in front of her. She brought them down, not to push him away, but to wrap around his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin. She looked into his eyes, trying to summon her hatred, but finding only lust.

"Just do it," she begged, her voice breaking. "Use me."

Tellik didn't hesitate. He grabbed her waist with his good hand, his stump pressing against her shoulder to pin her down. He lined himself up and thrust forward.

Talitha cried out. He was big, stretching her wide, filling the void that had been tormenting her.

"Yes!" Tellik laughed, a sound of conquest. He began to pound into her, his rhythm punishing and possessive.

Talitha’s world narrowed down to the friction, the impact, the sheer overwhelming sensation of being dominated by a superior force. Her hatred melted into pure, white-hot pleasure. Her hips rose to meet him, matching his ferocity. Her bound hands clutched at his back.

"You like that?" Tellik grunted, sweat dripping from his brow onto her chest. "You like taking my cock, general?"

"Yes," she moaned, shame and ecstasy warring in her voice. "Fuck, yes."

He withdrew almost completely, then slammed back in, hitting her cervix. Talitha saw stars. Her pussy clamped down on him like a vice, begging for everything he had.

"So much for the loyalty," Tellik taunted, leaning down to bite her neck. "Moaning for the King of Rainfell while your sorcerer waits in his tower."

"Shut up!" Talitha gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist to pull him deeper. "Just fuck me!"

"I am," he growled. "I’m owning you."

He changed the angle, grinding his pelvis against her clit with every thrust. Talitha sounded desperate, her vocalisations shifting from moans to high-pitched keens. Her body was betraying her in the most absolute way possible. Every nerve ending celebrated his invasion.

Tellik watched her face, savouring her undoing. He saw the exact moment her resistance shattered completely. Her eyes rolled back, her toes curled, and her body went rigid as the orgasm hit her.

She screamed, a long, drawn-out sound of release. Her inner walls spasmed violently around his cock, squeezing him, pulsating in waves of intense pleasure.

The sensation was too much for Tellik to hold back. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, burying himself deep in her lustful folds. He grabbed her hair with his hand, pulling her head back as he erupted inside her, pumping her traitorous body full of hot, thick ropes of cum.

He held her there, pinned against the table, until he was completely spent. Only then did he relax, his heavy breathing mingling with her ragged gasps.

Slowly, Tellik pulled out. A mixture of his seed and her juices leaked out of her, trickling down onto the table. He stepped back, adjusting himself, while Talitha remained slumped, her chest heaving, her skin flushed and covered in a sheen of sweat.

The silence returned to the room, heavier than before.

Talitha slowly pulled herself upright, wincing as her sensitive, overstimulated body protested. She wiped a strand of hair from her face with her bound hands, her expression hardening as the post-coital haze began to lift, replaced by a cold, burning shame.

She looked Tellik in the eye. Her legs were trembling, and she could feel his cum dripping out of her, but she forced her chin up.

"My body is weak," she said, her voice hoarse but steady. "It might betray me. It might crave your cock and your strength. But my heart and my mind will never be yours."

She slid off the table, standing on shaky legs.

"No matter how good you fuck me," she spat, "I will never serve you. I will never bow to you. Inside, where it matters, I still belong to him."

Tellik watched her, a dark amusement dancing in his eyes. He walked over to the chair where he’d thrown his shirt, picking it up casually.

"Is that so?" He pulled the shirt on, covering the scars, covering the evidence of the power that had just reduced her to a quivering mess. He walked back to her, stopping close enough that she had to crane her neck to look at him. He reached out with his hand, brushing his thumb over her lips.

"You say that now," Tellik said softly. "But the body leads the mind, Talitha. Hunger breaks the strongest will. And I have plenty of time."

He leaned in, whispering against her ear.

"We will see about that."

Jonathan stood silently in the darkness of his own chambers, the cool air of the Dread Tower doing little to soothe the heat rising in his skin. His eyes were unfocused, staring at nothing, yet seeing everything.

The connection severed with a mental click as Talitha’s interaction with Tellik ended. Jonathan staggered back, his legs hitting the edge of his mattress. He sat down heavily, burying his face in his hands.

"Fuck," he breathed into his palms.

The images were burned into his brain. High definition. Surround sound. He had seen everything. He had felt the echo of Talitha’s desperation, the overwhelming crush of Tellik’s dominance, and the shameful, shattering pleasure she had experienced.

It was supposed to be intelligence gathering. He had tuned in to ensure she was alright, to see if she had revealed any secrets. Instead, he had watched Talitha getting railed on a tactical map by the man he was preparing to kill.

And the worst part?

Jonathan looked down. His pants were uncomfortably tight. His cock throbbed with a hard, painful erection.

Despite the circumstance, despite the danger, despite the worry he had for her... he was turned on. Incredibly turned on. The sight of Talitha being broken, being forced to submit to a stronger male while desperately clinging to her loyalty to him—it hit every button in his netorare-loving brain.

"God damn it," he groaned, falling back onto the bed.

"Enjoy the show?"

Barry’s voice grated on his ears. Jonathan looked up to see the dishevelled fairy floating above him, munching on a bag of ethereal potato chips.

"Not now, Barry," Jonathan muttered.

"Hey, don't shoot the messenger. Or the tech support." Barry crunched loudly. "I told you the Remote Viewing was for perverts. You're the one who kept watching even after the guy whipped his dick out."

"I needed to know if she broke," Jonathan defended weakly.

"She broke alright," Barry snorted. "Broke right in half. But hey, look on the bright side. She didn't spill any secrets this time. Just got filled with royal baby batter."

Jonathan threw a pillow at the fairy. Barry dodged it effortlessly, not spilling a crumb.

"She said her heart is still mine," Jonathan said, more to himself than the fairy. "She fought it."

"Yeah, yeah. 'My heart is yours, but my pussy is his,'" Barry mocked, using a falsetto voice. "Classic line. Very dramatic. But let's be real, Jonn. That guy? The one-handed mood-killer? He's dangerous."

Jonathan sat up, his expression hardening. The lust was fading, replaced by a cold determination. Zigarete was right. Tellik was a threat that couldn't be ignored. He wasn't just a warrior; he was a psychological predator. He knew exactly where to strike to dismantle a person.

"He is dangerous," Jonathan agreed. He stood up, ignoring his erection as he paced the room. "He knows we're coming. He has to. If he's putting moves on Talitha like that, he's going to try using her to demoralise us. Or he's trying to turn her against us properly."

"Or he just really needed to get laid," Barry suggested. "Running a kingdom is stressful."

"No shit", Jonathan said. "Zigarete, Aldo, Painsley, me. We get in, we grab Talitha, and we kill Tellik if we can."

"Sounds like a plan," Barry said, dusting crumbs off his robe. "Though, uh, you might want to deal with your...situation... before you go charging into battle. Walking around with a rage-boner creates drag. Bad aerodynamics."

Jonathan looked down at his crotch. He sighed.

"Saikhi!" he called out toward the door as Barry disappeared into Jonathan's guidebook.

A moment later, the door opened. Saikhi stepped in, holding a stack of papers, looking immaculate and professional as always.

"Yes, Master?"

"I need... help with this."

Saikhi’s eyes dropped to his midsection, and a small, knowing smile curved her lips. "I see. More pre-battle servicing is highly recommended for maintaining focus. I shall get right on it, Master."

She placed the papers on the desk and moved toward him, dropping to her knees.


9: Infiltration

The air in the tunnels hung heavy and stagnant, smelling of wet earth and ancient rot. Water dripped from the stalactites overhead, landing with plinks that echoed too loudly in the cramped space.

Jonathan kept his hand on the wall to steady himself, the rough stone slick with moisture. "Are you sure this is the right way?"

"Quiet," Zigarete hushed from the front. She moved with a predator's grace, her boots making no sound on the damp floor. The Drakken had been left behind at the tower, a tactical loss she was clearly still annoyed about; the beast was simply too massive for these subterranean veins. "These tunnels lead to the aquifer beneath Rainfell’s citadel. Keep moving."

Behind Jonathan, the heavy breathing of a beast filled the narrow passage. Painsley rode atop a smaller wolven she had charmed from the wildlands near the tower. The creature’s fur brushed against both walls simultaneously.

"Fuck me, it's tight in here," Painsley whispered, ducking her head to avoid a low-hanging rock formation. She patted the wolven's muscular neck. "Easy, Fluffy. Don't get your dick in a twist. We're almost there."

"If that beast gets stuck, I am leaving you behind," Zigarete threw back over her shoulder without breaking stride.

"He won't get stuck," Painsley retorted, grinning in the dark. "I've taken bigger things in tighter holes than this."

Jonathan closed his eyes, and then he felt like he had gone back a few seconds in time.

"He won't get stuck," Painsley retorted, grinning in the dark. "I've taken bigger things in tighter holes than this."

"Yeah, I heard you the first time." Jonathan nodded.

"The first time?" Painsley raised a confused eyebrow.

"Never mind. Let's stay focused." The nerves must have been getting to him.

Bringing up the rear was Aldo. The merchant looked like he was about to burst out of his fine clothes. His skin had a flushed, ruddy complexion, and he was practically vibrating with contained energy. He adjusted his collar, sweating profusely despite the chill in the air.

"Are you alright back there, Aldo?" Jonathan whispered, glancing back. "You look like you're having a stroke."

"Never better, Lord Nightmare, never better," Aldo wheezed, offering a strained but jovial smile. "Just... well stocked. Fully liquidated assets, so to speak."

"Lily must be exhausted," Jonathan muttered.

Aldo let out a low whistle. "That fairy is a marvel of efficiency. A true professional. We managed to bank... well, let's just say the ledger currently holds over one hundred deposits. I have an entire battalion swimming around in my magical reserves. I feel like a loaded cannon pointing at a powder keg."

"Good," Zigarete said, stopping abruptly at a corner. She held up a fist. "Because we are not alone."

Before Jonathan could process the warning, Zigarete surged forward. She rounded the corner, her spear flashing like a stroke of lightning in the dimly lit intersection.

Three faen guards stood there, unsuspecting. The first didn't even have time to draw his sword. Zigarete’s spear tip took him in the throat, silencing his gurgle instantly. She spun, using the momentum to drive the butt of the weapon into the second guard's solar plexus, collapsing him, before slashing the blade across the third one's thighs.

It was over in three seconds. No alarms raised. Just bodies hitting the floor.

"Amateurs," Zigarete wiped her blade on the dead guard's tunic. "Move."

Jonathan stared at the bodies as he stepped over them. Her efficiency was terrifying. It reminded him exactly why he had needed her training, and why he was glad she wasn't hunting him anymore.

They pressed on, the tunnel sloping upward now. The air grew fresher, carrying the scent of rain and pine needles. They were close to the surface.

"This is going too smoothly," Jonathan murmured, rubbing the back of his neck. The familiar itch of anxiety prickled his skin.

"Don't jinx it," Painsley said, maneuvering her wolven over the corpses. "Maybe Tellik isn't as smart as everyone says. Maybe he's just a brooding emo boy with one hand and a tracking fetish."

They reached the end of the passage. A large iron grate barred the exit, looking out into a vast, torch-lit cistern chamber. The gate was unlocked. It swung open with a groan of rusted hinges that sounded like a scream in the silence.

They stepped into the cistern. High stone walls rose on all sides, with walkways lining the upper perimeter.

"Welcome to Rainfell," a voice echoed from above.

Torches flared to life along the walkways, blindingly bright. Jonathan threw his arm up to shield his eyes.

Dozens of faen rangers lined the upper rim, bows drawn, arrows nocked and aimed directly at the centre of the room.

Leaning casually against the railing above the exit stood Frekk, his signature shit-eating grin plastered across his face. Beside him stood Fiafa, looking cold and impassive, her hand resting on the hilt of a shortsword.

"Really?" Frekk called down, shaking his head in mock disappointment. "The sewer tunnels? That's the oldest trick in the book. Literally."

"A trap," Zigarete growled, tightening her grip on her spear. "I knew the resistance didn't build these tunnels without records."

"Oh, there weren't records. But Tellik designed this drainage system himself," Frekk laughed. "Your little group triggered a vibration sensor in the garrison. We’ve been tracking you since you entered the system. You guys are loud."

Fiafa stepped forward, her green eyes locking onto Jonathan. "Surrender, Jonn. You're surrounded. There is no escape."

"Tellik is waiting," Frekk added. "He figured you'd come for your girl. He's polite like that. Didn't want to start his next show without an audience."

The archers tensed, strings pulled taut. The situation looked hopeless. Boxed in, outgunned, and completely exposed.

Jonathan looked up at the siblings. He felt the fear trying to take root, that old urge to run and hide. But then he remembered Talitha. He remembered what he had seen in the remote viewing. He remembered the training on the rainy rooftop with Zigarete.

He didn't panic. He smiled.

It was a small, confident smirk that didn't reach his eyes.

"You know, Frekk," Jonathan called out, his voice steady. "You're right about one thing. We did come for Talitha. But you're wrong about us needing to surrender. See, were not trapped inside here with you… You're trapped inside here with us."

"Oh? And what's your plan?" Frekk scoffed. "Going to talk us to death? Summon another fairy for me to fuck?"

Jonathan shifted his gaze to Fiafa. He focused on her. Not as a threat, but as a woman. He remembered the tight leather armour, the way she moved, the repressed energy she kept coiled tight under that professional facade. He channelled his intent, activating his Lustful Gaze.

'I bet you're so pent up, waiting for an excuse to lose control. I bet you want it right now.'

The thought fired from his mind like a bullet.

Fiafa gasped. Her body seized up, her back arching involuntarily. Her hands flew to her chest, clawing at the leather tunic. The cool professionalism shattered in an instant, replaced by a flush of extreme, uncontrollable heat. Her pupils dilated until her eyes were black pools of need.

"Fiafa?" Frekk glanced at his sister, confusion wrinkling his brow. "What are you—"

"FUCK!" Fiafa screamed, the sound raw and guttural.

She didn't attack Jonathan. She spun on her heel and tackled Frekk. Her brother went down with a yelp as she straddled him, ripping at his belt with frantic, desperate hands.

"Fiafa! Get off! What the hell!" Frekk shouted, trying to push her away, but the suddenness of the assault threw him off balance. The rangers on the walkway froze, bows wavering as they watched their commanders wrestling on the ground.

"Now!" Jonathan commanded.

"With pleasure!" Aldo bellowed.

The merchant threw his arms wide. His body seemed to blur, vibrating intensely. Then, he exploded.

It wasn't an explosion of fire, but of flesh.

Pop-pop-pop-pop-pop!

Scores of identical Aldos burst outward from the original, filling the cistern floor in a tidal wave of duplicate merchants. Ten. Thirty. Fifty. A hundred.

"Get them!" Prime Aldo commanded, pointing up at the confused archers.

"Customer service is here!" one duplicate shouted.

"Clearance sale on violence!" yelled another.

The army of duplicates swarmed up the pillars and support beams, human ladders forming in seconds as they scrambled toward the stunned rangers. The sheer volume of bodies threw the faen into chaos. Painsley kicked her wolven into a sprint, the beast leaping up the tiered walls to join the fray, snapping its jaws at the nearest legs.

Zigarete didn't waste a breath. She launched herself toward the stairs, her spear trailing flames, eyes fixed on the chaos above.

The infiltration may have failed, but the battle had just begun.


10: Tinkerbell

The silence in the Dread Tower was deafening. With Jonathan, Zigarete, Painsley, and Aldo gone to Rainfell, and Saikhi busy managing the defences with the goblin patrols, Lily found herself wandering the stone corridors with a restless, frantic energy.

It was a specific kind of itch, one that couldn't be scratched by flying laps around the spire or reorganising the library for the third time.

She paused by a window, pressing her forehead against the cool glass. Her body felt… weird. Ever since the session with Aldo and his small army of duplicates, she felt overstretched yet hollow. It was a paradoxical sensation—a phantom fullness that wasn't there anymore. The sheer volume of cum she had processed to help create the infiltration team had broken something inside her, or perhaps unlocked it.

She looked down at the courtyard below. Goblins were patrolling, their blue and green skins shifting through the torchlight. One of them looked up, saw her, and made a lewd gesture involving his tongue and two fingers.

Lily grimaced and pulled away from the window. "Absolutely not," she muttered to the empty hallway. She wasn't that desperate. She had standards. Low standards, granted—she was inhabiting a literal porn game world—but standards nonetheless. She wasn't about to get bred by goblins. She needed someone strong, and preferably human.

A thought struck her. There was one person in the tower who fit that description. A prisoner. A big, angry, muscular prisoner who had absolutely nothing to do but sit in a cell and rot.

"Intelligence gathering," she whispered to herself, smoothing down her translucent blue robes. "I need to interrogate the prisoner. For the war effort. Obviously."

She fluttered down the spiral staircase toward the detention level, her wings buzzing with a mixture of anxiety and anticipation. The air grew stale and dry as she descended. Because Kordak’s power relied on metal, Jonathan had constructed a special holding cell entirely out of reinforced ironwood. No nails, no hinges, just heavy, enchanted timber.

Lily stopped in front of the cell. Inside, Kordak sat on a wooden bench, his shirtless torso gleaming with sweat despite the cool air. Even sitting down, he looked massive. Muscles coiled under his skin like snakes, and his expression was one of pure, unadulterated rage.

He looked up as she approached, his eyes narrowing. "What do you want, Tinkerbell? Come to sprinkle some dust on me?"

Lily landed on the other side of the thick wooden bars, crossing her arms to hide the way her nipples were standing on end. "I'm here to interrogate you, I need to know about Marra's contingency plans."

Kordak snorted, a harsh, dismissive sound. He stood up and walked to the bars, looming over her. "You think I'm going to tell you anything? You're just a floating annoyance."

"I'm the one on this side of the bars," Lily snapped, though her gaze traitorously drifted down. Kordak was wearing loose linen trousers provided by the tower staff. They did a terrible job of hiding the heavy swing of his cock as he moved. "And you're the one locked in a wooden box like a bad puppy."

"And yet," Kordak stepped closer, pressing his chest against the wood, "I can smell you from here. You reek of desperation."

Lily flushed, her face heating up. "I do not!"

"You do." Kordak reached through the bars. His hand was large enough to crush her skull, but he didn't strike. He grabbed a handful of her robe and yanked her forward. Lily gasped, colliding with the bars. "You're here for sex, aren't you? Your Lord not enough or something?"

His crude assessment hit the mark; she was here for sex. "Shut up," she breathed, but she didn't pull away.

"You want to know about Marra?" Kordak laughed. "I'll tell you what. You make my time in this box worth it, and I might scatter a few crumbs of information for you."

Lily stared up into his arrogant face. This was a bad idea. A terrible idea. Jonathan would be disappointed. Zigarete would probably kill her. But the throbbing between her legs was becoming unbearable, a dull ache that demanded immediate attention.

"Fine," she whispered, her voice trembling. "But just remember, you're nothing special. You're just a stunt cock. A convenient piece of meat because the vibrators haven't been invented in this world yet."

Kordak’s grin was feral. "Keep talking, fairy. It just makes you look sluttier."

He undid the drawstring of his trousers and shoved them down. His cock lumbered free, thick and angry, twitching in the stagnant air. It was impressive—veiny, heavy.

Lily didn't wait. She dropped to her knees, her wings fluttering rapidly behind her. She gripped the wooden bars for leverage and pressed her face into the gap. Her tongue darted out, dragging along the underside of his shaft.

"Fuck," Kordak grunted, grabbing the bars above her head.

Lily opened her mouth and took him in. He was too big to deep throat comfortably, but she did her best, swirling her tongue around the head, sucking hard on the shaft. The taste of him was musky and potent, exactly what she had been craving. It grounded her. It filled that hollow space in her head.

"Yeah, suck it, Tinkerbell," Kordak sneered, thrusting his hips forward against the wood. "You like that, don't you? Cleaning the enemy's cock."

Lily moaned around him, her hands reaching through the gaps to cup his heavy balls. She worked him how Frekk had shown her to, how Aldo had drilled into her.

"You're a useful little thing," he groaned, looking down at the top of her head. "Maybe when Marra takes this place back, I'll keep you as a pet. Put you in a jar."

Lily pulled off. "Dream on, meathead," she panted.

She stood up, hiking her robes up to her waist. The oral sex had only served to make her pussy drip with need. She needed him inside her. Now. Lily fluttered into the air, gripping the bars at waist height. She positioned herself, spreading her legs wide, pressing them against the bars above her head, bearing her fairy pussy to him as she floated off the ground.

"Well?" she demanded, her voice high and needy. "Are you going to stand there or are you going to fuck me?"

Kordak grabbed her tits through the bars, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. He lined himself up and pushed forward.

"Ooh!" Lily screamed as he penetrated her. The awkward angle meant the bars pressed painfully against her thighs, but she didn't care. He filled her completely, stretching her just right. "Yes! Fuck!"

He began to pound into her, the wooden cell rattling with the force of his thrusts. Lily wrapped her legs around the bars, locking herself in place against him.

"That's it," Kordak growled, sweat dripping from his brow. "Take it, you little whore. You love this, don't you? Getting used by the man who tried to kill your Lord."

"I love... the dick!" Lily gasped, bouncing back against him. "You're just... the attachment!"

"Liar," he laughed, slapping her ass through the gap in the bars. "You love the degradation. You love knowing you're betraying him."

He hit a spot deep inside her, and Lily saw stars. Her wings beat frantically, creating a cool breeze that did nothing to lower the temperature in the corridor.

"Tell me..." she gasped, trying to hold onto a shred of her original mission. "Tell me... about... Marra!"

Kordak didn't stop. If anything, he went harder. "Marra? You idiots think this is about land? About the tower?" He thrust deep, grinding his pelvis against the wood. "Marra doesn't give a shit about the Dread Tower. It's just a pile of rocks to her."

"Then... ah!... what?"

"It's him!" Kordak roared, his pace becoming frantic. "It's Jonn! She wants the Lord Nightmare! She wants to capture him, force him to use that magic juice of his!"

Lily’s eyes widened, even as pleasure threatened to overwhelm her. "Why?"

"To weaponise it!" Kordak grabbed her legs, pinning them to prevent her from flying away. "She wants to harness his power. Mass-produce it. Turn every queen, every princess, every leader in Adearath into a drooling, obedient slut just like you! She wants everyone to be as fucked up as she is."

The revelation hit Lily almost as hard as the orgasm that was building in her core. Marra was trying to rewrite the social order of the world using Jonathan's semen as the ink.

"Fuck!" Lily screamed, her body convulsing as the climax ripped through her. "Oh god, fuck!"

Kordak roared in triumph, slamming into her one last time. He emptied himself inside her, his hot seed flooding her womb. He held her there, pinned against the bars, until every last drop was spent.

Lily hung there, limp, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The pleasure was slowly fading, replaced by the dawn of horror at what Kordak had just admitted.

Kordak pulled out, letting her drop back to the floor. He tucked himself back into his pants, looking smug and satisfied.

"There," he said, wiping sweat from his forehead. "Payment delivered. Now run along, Tinkerbell. I'm sure you have some shame to wallow in."

Lily adjusted her robes, her legs trembling. She looked at the prisoner, then at the wet spot on the floor.

"You're still just a stunt cock," she muttered, trying to regain some semblance of dignity.

"See you later for round two."

She turned and flew up the stairs as fast as her wings would carry her. She had scratched the itch, but now she had a much bigger problem. She needed to get this information to Jonathan, assuming they survived Rainfell. Maybe she could 'extract' more information out of Kordak later. Or a few more times.

"I wonder how long his refraction period is…"


11: Beatdown

The cistern turned into a cauldron of chaos. Aldo's duplicates swarmed the faen archers, a tidal wave of middle-aged merchants, overwhelming by sheer numbers rather than martial prowess.

"Two-for-one special on ass-kicking!" one Aldo shouted, shoving an archer off the walkway.

"No refunds!" another yelled, tackling a ranger into the water below.

Meanwhile, Painsley's wolven, Fluffy, tore through the lower ranks, snapping jaws and sending faen scrambling for higher ground. Zigarete was a blur of silver and fire, her spear carving a path through the few guards foolish enough to stand their ground.

But in the corner, oblivious to the screams and the clash of steel, Fiafa and Frekk were putting on a show of their own.

Jonathan’s Lustful Gaze had shattered Fiafa’s composure completely. The faen scout had pinned her brother to the damp stone floor, her leather breeches around her ankles. Frekk, usually the one in control, looked dazed and overwhelmed as his sister rode him with frantic, desperate energy, the lustful contagion spreading to him.

"Fuck me! Harder!" Fiafa screamed. Her usual cool professionalism was gone, replaced by a mask of pure, unadulterated need.

Frekk grunted, his hips bucking instinctively to meet her. "Sister, wait—ah!"

"Shut up and fill me!" She slammed down on him.

Jonathan watched for a second, caught between arousal and tactical assessment. It was effective. The enemy commanders were neutralised entirely by his magic and sibling-love.

"Area secure!" Aldo—or at least, one of him—announced, wiping sweat from his brow. The archers were either unconscious, in the water, or pinned under piles of duplicates.

Zigarete approached the fucking siblings, her spear tip glowing with magical heat. Her expression was one of utter disgust mixed with lethal intent. She raised the weapon, aiming for Fiafa’s exposed back.

"Stop!" Jonathan barked, stepping between the former Inquisitor and the incestuous display.

Zigarete glared at him, silver eyes flashing. "Move, Jonn. They’re spies. Traitors. They deserve to bleed."

"They’re incapacitated," Jonathan countered, gesturing to the pair who were still going at it, completely ignoring the threat of death looming over them. Fiafa was moaning loudly now, grinding against her brother in a way that made Jonathan’s own pants tighten. "We aren't the Empire. We don’t execute defenceless people while they’re... occupied."

"Defenceless?" Zigarete spat. "They lured us into a trap. They betrayed us."

"And we beat them," Jonathan said firmly. "Tie them up. Gag them if you have to. But we aren't killing them like this."

Zigarete’s grip tightened on her spear shaft. For a moment, Jonathan thought she might run him through just to get to them. Then, she let out a sharp, frustrated breath.

"Fine," she sighed. "But Tellik is mine. If you stop me from killing that bastard, I will put this spear through your heart, ally or not."

Jonathan nodded. "Deal. Once Talitha is safe, he’s all yours."

"Get ropes," Zigarete ordered the nearest Aldo. "And a bucket of cold water."

While the clones secured the furiously humping siblings—a process that involved a lot of awkward grappling and covered hands to avoid their own lust growing—Jonathan closed his eyes. He needed to know where to go next. He needed to find Talitha.

Remote Viewing: Active. Target: Talitha.

The image flooded his mind instantly, vivid and clear.

Talitha was on her knees on a plush rug in what looked like a royal bedchamber. But she wasn't alone with Tellik.

"That's it, hold her steady," Tellik commanded.

Kianna and Vianna, the twin queens of Rainfell, were there. They were naked, their bodies pressing against the Heldra warrior from either side. Kianna held Talitha’s left arm, Vianna the right, effectively pinning her in place.

Talitha’s face was a mask of conflict, a shameful face, but her hips were moving, grinding back against Tellik, who was buried balls-deep inside her from behind.

"Such a tight little traitor," Tellik growled, slapping Talitha’s ass with his remaining hand. "Look at her, my queens. Dripping for the enemy while she cries about loyalty."

"She tastes delicious," Vianna purred, running her tongue up Talitha’s neck. "So wild."

Kianna reached around, her fingers playing with Talitha’s clit. "Let's make her scream for our husband."

Talitha moaned. "No... Daddy... I... ah! Fuck!"

"Jonn isn't here," Tellik sneered, driving deeper. "I am. My cock is owning you right now. My wives are enjoying you."

Jonathan felt a spike of rage mixed with a traitorous surge of arousal. The sight of the three women, the toned Heldra and the two identical queens, being dominated by the Tracker was overwhelming.

He forced himself to focus on the background. Stone walls. High vaulted ceiling. A large banner depicting the tree and storm. It had to be the main chambers.

"He's in the royal chambers," Jonathan snapped his eyes open, the connection severing. "He’s... busy."

"Busy?" Painsley asked, picking a bone out of Fluffy's teeth.

"Fucking Talitha. And his wives."

Painsley let out a low whistle. "Interesting strategy. Gotta respect the boldness."

"Let's go, it's this way," Zigarete growled, already heading for the stairs.

They moved fast. Zigarete guided them through the corridors; she had obviously been here before.

"Two guards around the next corner," Zigarete whispered.

"Take them out." Jonathan nodded.

Zigarete and Painsley struck with lethal precision, clearing the path before the guards even knew what was coming. More guards, more take downs, some less clean than the others. Aldo’s duplicates, now dwindling in numbers, formed a protective ring around the group.

"He's close," Jonathan said, pausing at a heavy oak door. He checked the feed; this was it.

In his mind, he saw Tellik pull out of Talitha, cum dripping from her abused hole. The king was reaching for his trousers. Kianna and Vianna were kissing Talitha, cleaning her up with their tongues, keeping her overstimulated and docile.

Zigarete didn't wait. She kicked the door off its hinges.

The group burst into the royal chamber. Air rushed in, feeding the hearth fire and sending shadows dancing wildly across the opulent room.

Tellik reacted instantly. He was faster than any man had a right to be. Before Zigarete could unleash her flame, Tellik had crossed the room, snatched a dagger from a side table, and hauled Talitha up from the floor.

"Take one step," Tellik barked, pressing the blade against Talitha’s throat, "and she bleeds out before you can blink."

The room froze. Kianna and Vianna scrambled off the floor, grabbing silk sheets to cover their nakedness, placing themselves flanking their husband. Their eyes were wide, but they held daggers of their own, standing ready to defend their king.

Talitha slumped against Tellik, her legs barely holding her weight. She was naked, exhausted, her eyes unfocused. She looked at Jonathan… pure lust.

"Daddy..." she whispered, the word cracking.

"Let her go, Tellik," Jonathan said, stepping forward, the Spear of Narcese liquid and dangerous in his hand. "It's over. We have you outnumbered."

Tellik sneered, his chest heaving. He was shirtless, his scars on display. "It's over when I say it's over. You think you can just waltz into my kingdom and take what is mine?"

"She isn't yours," Zigarete snarled, her spear tip wavering, looking for an opening.

"Her body disagrees," Tellik taunted, grinding his hips against Talitha’s backside. Talitha whimpered, her traitorous body reacting even with a knife at her throat. "She knows where she belongs. Just like you did, Zigarete."

Zigarete looked ready to explode. "I'm going to carve you into pieces."

"Try it," Tellik tightened his grip on Talitha. A thin line of blood appeared on her neck. "You want her back? You want your precious general? Fine."

He looked at Jonathan, eyes cold and calculating.

"A trade." Tellik's words dripped with pride. "Your slut for my slut." He nodded at Zigarete. "Give me Zigarete. Let me finish what I started with her. And you can take your broken toy home."

"Go to hell," Zigarete spat.

"Think about it, Lord Nightmare," Tellik pressed. "Talitha is useful to you. Zigarete was trying to kill you not that long ago. She is a loose cannon who will eventually turn on you. It's a smart economic exchange. Then maybe we can work against the greater threats. Marra, the Brute Legion, and the Shapers are all making big moves."

Jonathan looked at Talitha. She was shaking, eyes pleading. Then he looked at Zigarete. The former Inquisitor was rigid; her hatred for Tellik radiated off her like a raging inferno.

"Jonathan," Painsley whispered, "don't listen to him."

But Jonathan lowered his spear. His face went slack, resignated.

"Fine," Jonathan said quietly.

"What?" Zigarete whipped her head around. "Are you insane?"

"He's right," Jonathan said, his voice devoid of emotion. "Talitha is my general. She's family. You... you're just an ally of convenience." He looked Zigarete in the eye. "I'm sorry."

Tellik laughed, a cruel, triumphant sound. "See? The sorcerer knows value when he sees it."

Jonathan said a few hushed words under his breath. He locked eyes with Zigarete.

'Trust me.'

Zigarete flinched as if struck. Her eyes widened, her breath catching. She dropped her spear, the flames dying out. Her hands went to her chest, clutching at her robes.

"No..." she gasped, her voice trembling. "Not... not now..."

She collapsed to her knees, her back arching. A flush spread rapidly across her skin. She looked up at Tellik, her expression shifting from rage to an overwhelming hunger.

"Tellik..." she moaned, crawling forward on her hands and knees. "Please... I need..."

Tellik watched her, fascinated. The arrogant smirk returned. He knew Jonathan’s power; he knew Zigarete’s weakness for it. This was exactly what he expected to happen to a woman around Jonn Nightmare.

"Look at her," Tellik sneered. "The Grand Inquisitor, the murderer of so many of my people, reduced to a begging slut. Pathetic."

Zigarete crawled closer, hips swaying, presenting herself as a non-threat. "I want you... finish it... please..."

Tellik waited until she was within striking distance. He shoved Talitha forward, hard. The huntress stumbled toward Jonathan, who caught her, pulling her to safety behind Painsley and the remaining Aldo clones.

"Now, Zigarete," Tellik stepped forward, raising his dagger. "Let's end this."

He reached down to grab her hair.

The moment his hand touched her, the haze in Zigarete’s eyes vanished. The lust evaporated, replaced instantly by cold, sharpened steel.

"Gotcha," she smirked.

Zigarete lunged upward. She didn't go for a weapon; she had hidden a dagger in her boot. The blade flashed upward, aimed directly at Tellik’s heart.

It was a perfect strike. Unavoidable.

"NO!"

A scream tore through the room.

Kianna and Vianna moved as one. They didn't think. They didn't hesitate. They threw themselves between their husband and the blade.

The sound of metal piercing flesh was sickening.

Zigarete’s dagger didn't find Tellik’s heart. It buried itself deep into Kianna’s stomach, slicing through silk and skin. Vianna, diving a split second later, took the force of Zigarete’s shoulder charge, knocking them both backward.

"Kianna!" Tellik roared, his composure shattering.

The Queen crumpled, blood staining the white silk sheet crimson. Tellik caught her with his one arm, his face twisting in genuine horror.

"You missed," Tellik spat at Zigarete, eyes burning with a hate that matched her own.

"Guards!" Vianna screamed, scrambling to put pressure on her sister’s wound. "Guards! To the King!"

Heavy boots thundered in the hallway. Dozens of them. The commotion had drawn the nearby palace guards.

Weighed down by his bleeding wife, Tellik looked at the open balcony door, then at Zigarete, then at the approaching guards. He made a choice.

He scooped Kianna up and whistled. From the storm outside, a massive shadow swept past. A flight of giant owl-like creatures, screechers, the mounts of the royal guard, responded.

"Retreat!" Tellik ordered Vianna. He shoved past Zigarete, using the distraction of the crashing door to sprint for the balcony. Vianna followed, covering their escape with a volley of thrown knives that forced Jonathan and Painsley to duck.

"No!" Zigarete scrambled up, grabbing her spear. She lunged for the balcony, but the trio had already jumped, carried off by the screechers into the night. A wall of palace guards flooded into the room.

"We can't stay!" Aldo shouted, his voice echoing as more of his duplicates merged back into him. He looked pale, exhausted. "I'm down to twenty! We'll be overrun!"

Jonathan looked at Talitha, who was shivering in Painsley’s arms. He looked at Zigarete, who was practically foaming at the mouth as she contemplated jumping off the balcony herself out of desperate spite.

"We have what we came for!" Jonathan yelled. "Zigarete! We have to go! Now!"

"He's getting away!" Zigarete screamed. "He was right there!"

"And we're about to be dead!" Painsley added, sending Fluffy to savage a guard who got too close. "Move your ass, inquisi-bitch!"

With a scream of frustration that shook the room, Zigarete unleashed a fireball from her spear that engulfed the balcony.

"Fine!" she spat.

"Window," Jonathan commanded.

He grabbed Talitha, Painsley grabbed the now-exhausted Aldo, and Zigarete brought up the rear. The Spear of Narcese shifted forms again, expanding into a massive shield to cover their retreat as they smashed through the stained glass window on the far side of the room.

Plummeting into the rainy night, Jonathan warped his spear into a long slide. An escape shoot down to the ground. They scrambled to their feet in the mud and rain. High above, they could see shapes flying away into the storm… Tellik, escaping with his queens.

"He lives," Zigarete growled, wiping rain from her eyes.

"So do we," Jonathan panted, supporting Talitha. "Run."

They sprinted into the darkness of the forest, leaving the chaos of Rainfell behind them.


12: Gary

The late afternoon sun cast long, jagged shadows across the village reconstruction site, but inside The Tower’s Desire, the lighting was perpetually warm, inviting, and dim. Saikhi adjusted the glasses perched on her nose as she stepped through the heavy oak doors, her ledger tucked firmly under one arm.

The reconstruction audits were dull work, mostly counting bricks and yelling at goblins for trying to use mud as mortar. Saikhi had intended to send Lily to do the rounds—they were her job after all—but the fairy had been conspicuously absent. When Saikhi had finally tracked her down to the detention level, Lily had shouted through the reinforced door that she was in the middle of an "intensive interrogation" with the prisoner Kordak. Judging by the thumping and the muffled groans echoing from the cell, Saikhi suspected the only thing being interrogated was Kordak’s stamina.

The brothel was surprisingly busy. Laughter and clinking glasses filled the air. The establishment had become the heart of the village's morale, a place where the terror of the recent attack could be drowned in mead and soft flesh.

Saikhi scanned the room, looking for the manager. She had heard Jonathan had hired a professional to run the place, a man named Gary, but she hadn't had the chance to vet him personally yet. Her gaze landed on a man directing two servers near the bar. He was broad-shouldered, balding, and wearing a merchant’s tunic that looked slightly too tight across the chest.

He turned, and Saikhi froze.

"Captain Garth?"

The man blinked, his professional façade slipping for a fraction of a second before a broad, welcoming grin split his face.

"Administrator Saikhi," Garth boomed, stepping forward with arms wide, as if greeting an old friend rather than a former prisoner. "I heard you were the one keeping everything running around here. I should have known Jonn would put the smartest woman in the room in charge of the books."

Saikhi allowed him to take her hand; she narrowed her eyes slightly. "And I heard we hired a 'Gary'. I guess the pseudonym didn't survive the interview?"

Garth chuckled, a rough sound that reminded her of cold nights in Cliffside. "Gary was… retired. Captain Garth, however, is very much at your service. Though, around here, just Garth will do."

"For an ex-soldier, you seem remarkably comfortable pushing papers and pouring drinks," Saikhi noted, stepping further into the room. She noted Sten and Borris sitting at a nearby table, ostensibly providing "security" but mostly eyeing the waitstaff.

"Soldiering is exhausting work. High risk, not enough reward," Garth said, guiding her toward a quieter corner. "Here? Customers come to me, pay upfront, and nobody tries to stab me. Well, rarely. It’s a large demand and a limited supply. Basic economics."

"You sound like Master," Saikhi mused. "Though I admit, the revenue streams from this establishment have exceeded projections by thirty per cent since you took over, even with the damages."

Garth’s expression sobered slightly. "It helps that business is booming, but we’ve taken a hit on the supply side. Losing Yianna, Myst, and the Goblin Queen… that hurt. Not just morale, but the bottom line. Those three were top-tier attractions." The Goblin Queen had not been captured, but she had been spending her time with her tribe getting things in order after the attack.

Saikhi felt a pang of loss at the mention of her friends. "We will get them back," she said firmly. "Master has a plan."

"I’m sure he does," Garth agreed, leaning against a high table. His eyes roamed over Saikhi’s figure, lingering on the swell of her breasts above the neckline of her dress. "But in the meantime, we have a deficit. The men are restless. They want quality. Experience."

"We have plenty of willing workers," Saikhi countered, opening her ledger. "The refugee influx provided—"

"Refugees are fine for a quick tumble," Garth interrupted smoothly. "But patrons pay extra for something exotic. Something… elite." He lowered his voice, stepping into her personal space. "Someone like the Administrator of the Dread Tower."

Saikhi paused, her quill hovering over the parchment. "I am quite busy, Garth. The goblin breeding program requires significant oversight. My womb has been occupied almost constantly."

"Goblins," Garth scoffed, waving a hand dismissively. "Little green jackrabbits. Pop, squirt, done. Where’s the artistry in that?"

He gestured to the table where Sten and Borris sat. The two lieutenants looked up, their eyes locking onto Saikhi with a hungry familiarity.

"Sten, Borris, and I… we’ve been reminiscing," Garth purred. "About the old days in Cliffside. Before things got complicated. The men miss you, Saikhi. We all do. You were the best bedwarmer we ever had. Compliant, vocal, durable."

Saikhi felt a flush heat her crimson cheeks. She looked at the three men. It had been months since she had felt human hands on her, human hands that weren't her Master's. The goblins were enthusiastic, yes, and efficient breeders, but they lacked the heft of human warriors.

"I do need a rest from the breeding caves," she admitted softly, a shiver running down her spine as Sten licked his lips from across the room. "The goblins are… well stocked with women."

"Exactly," Garth grinned, sensing the opening. "You need a change of pace. And the Tower needs funds for the reconstruction efforts, does it not?"

He pulled a heavy pouch from his belt and dropped it onto the table. It landed with the heavy, dull thud of gold.

"A donation," Garth said. "Use it for weapons, supplies, whatever Jonn needs. Five hundred crowns. Consider it a premium fee for a private session. Just like old times."

Saikhi’s eyes widened. Five hundred crowns was a significant sum. "Where did you acquire such capital? The brothel's operating budget doesn't allow for this kind of surplus yet."

Garth didn't blink. "Protection money. Some local merchants paid us a premium on the trip over here."

It was a lie, of course. The gold was mostly Myst’s earnings. The girl had worked herself to the bone, absorbing fluids and hoarding tips with a desperation that Garth had been all too happy to exploit. But Saikhi didn't need to know that.

"That is a substantial contribution to the war effort," Saikhi said, her administrative mind calculating where to use the extra funds while her libido calculated where to use the men's girth. "It would be fiscally irresponsible of me to refuse."

"That’s my girl," Garth cheered. He signalled to Borris and Sten. "The VIP room is open. Shall we?"

Saikhi closed her ledger with a snap. "Lead the way."

The back room was opulent compared to the utilitarian quarters of the Dread Tower. Heavy velvet drapes blocked out the reconstruction noise, and a large four-post bed dominated the space. The air smelled of sweet flowers.

As the door clicked shut and the lock slid home, the atmosphere shifted instantly from business to something far more primal.

"Strip," Garth commanded, his voice dropping an octave. It wasn't a request. It was the voice of the Guard Captain who used to hold her captive.

Saikhi obeyed, her fingers trembling slightly with anticipation. The blue dress her Master had bought her in Cliffside dropped to her feet, followed by her undergarments. She stood before them, crimson skin glowing in the candlelight, breasts presented to them, her body a masterpiece of curvaceous desire.

"Damn," Sten breathed, standing up and unbuckling his belt. "She’s gotten a bit thicker. Look at those tits."

"Ashborn mature well," Borris agreed, pulling his tunic over his head. "And she’s wet already."

Saikhi looked down. A clear sheen of arousal was indeed glistening. The mere presence of these three, men who had once held absolute power over her, triggered a deep, conditioned response in her psyche.

"On the bed," Garth ordered, removing his own clothes to reveal a body that, while aging, was still somewhat muscular. "On your back. Spread them."

Saikhi climbed onto the mattress, sinking into the plush bedding. She spread her legs wide, displaying herself.

"I remember the first time," she whispered as Borris and Sten climbed onto the bed from either side. "At the gate checkpoint. You inspected me for contraband."

"We had to be thorough," Sten chuckled, crawling over her. He grabbed her right breast, squeezing the heavy flesh possessively. "Make sure you weren't hiding anything deep inside."

"I wasn't," Saikhi moaned as Borris inspected her ass.

"No, besides the sorcerer," Garth stood at the foot of the bed, his erection bobbing heavily. "But we found something else, didn't we? We found a mouth that loved to serve."

"Open up," Sten commanded, positioning himself over her face.

Saikhi parted her lips, her tongue lolling out invitingly. Sten sank his cock into her mouth, filling her up with a groan. At the same time, Borris lined himself up at her entrance.

"Remember how tight she was?" Borris grunted, pressing the head of his cock against her wet folds.

"I remember," Saikhi mumbled around Sten’s shaft. She squeezed her eyes shut as Borris thrust inside her.

It was different this time. Back then, fear had been the primary emotion, fear of discovery, fear of the Empire. Now, there was only the thrill of being used. Borris was thick, stretching her in a way the smaller goblins hadn't. He didn't scurry or scratch; he pounded with soldierly precision.

"Fuck, you feel good," Borris groaned, gripping her hip to leverage himself deeper.

Saikhi moaned, the vibration travelling through Sten’s cock as she sucked him harder. She worked her tongue around the ridge, swirling and teasing, while her pussy clamped down on Borris. She was enjoying this business transaction.

Garth watched for a moment, his eyes dark with lust. "My turn."

He moved to the side of the bed. "Borris, lift her up. I want that ass."

Borris withdrew, leaving Saikhi gasping for air as Sten pulled out of her mouth. "Turn over," Garth barked.

Saikhi scrambled onto her hands and knees, presenting her well-shaped crimson backside to the Captain. "Please, Garth... fill the treasury," she whimpered, looking back over her shoulder.

"Clever girl," Garth laughed. He didn't bother with preparation; she was dripping wet from Borris. He grabbed her ass and lined up, sliding himself inside her.

"Ohh!" Saikhi moaned, her head falling forward onto the mattress. Garth was bigger than the other two, and he lay claim to her insides with an authority that made her toes curl.

"Borris, take her mouth. Sten, you get the tits," Garth barked orders, establishing the formation. Slap. Slap. Slap. His pelvis collided with her ass cheeks, sending shockwaves through her body.

Borris knelt in front of her face and Saikhi eagerly wrapped her lips around him, bobbing her head in time with Garth’s thrusts. Sten slid underneath her, taking her ample breasts in his hands, kneading them, tweaking her nipples, and sliding his own cock between the soft mounds.

"That's it," Garth growled, leaning forward, hunching over her. "Take it, Miss Administrator. Administer your body to our cocks."

"Yes!" Saikhi choked out, releasing Sten for a breath. "Keep filling my ledger!"

She was drowning in sensation. The smell of sex, the weight of their bodies, the relentless stretching of her holes. Degradation and pleasure. She thought back to that checkpoint—how terrified she had been. How she had fucked them just to survive. Now? She was fucking them because she wanted to help others. Or perhaps she was fucking them because she was greedy. Either way, she wanted every drop.

"I'm close," Borris warned, his hips snapping forward, using her mouth like a sex toy.

"Me too," Sten groaned, rubbing his shaft furiously between her breasts.

Garth pinned her down, his weight crushing her into Sten's cock. "Don't you dare stop sucking, Saikhi. Drink it all."

He hammered into her, hitting her deepest parts, wringing a high-pitched keen from her throat.

"Cumming!" Borris shouted.

He erupted into her mouth. Saikhi swallowed instinctively, sucking down every drop as she was commanded, as Garth’s pace became frantic behind her.

"Take it!" Garth buried himself to the hilt. He flooded her womb with hot, thick seed, possessing her completely.

Sten groaned, spilling his load across her tits and neck, coating her crimson skin in white.

Saikhi lay collapsed on the bed, a mess of fluids and satisfied exhaustion. Garth pulled out slowly, wiping himself on the sheet before collapsing into a chair.

"Worth every crown," Garth panted, reaching for a goblet of wine.

Saikhi slowly pushed herself up. Her hair was a mess, her face and tits glazed white. She could feel Garth’s contribution leaking down her thighs. She ran a tongue over her lips, savouring the taste of Borris.

She looked at the pouch of crowns on the table, then back at the three exhausted men. A wicked, scholarly glint entered her glowing blue eyes.

"That was a highly productive transaction," she smiled, crawling to the edge of the bed. "However, according to my calculations regarding the current exchange rate of pleasure to crowns..."

She reached out, trailing a finger down Borris’s softening length, watching it twitch and begin to rise again.

"...I believe the Tower owes you some more time." She looked like a predator eyeing a wounded prey. "How about we go another round? This one is on the house."

Garth groaned, but he was already standing up. "Sten, lock the door. We're going to be here a while."


13: Reclaim

The trek back to the Dread Tower was a silent affair. Jonathan walked alongside Talitha, his hand occasionally brushing her arm, whispering 'conievo' under his breath so as not to overcome her with lust. He had to reassure himself that she was actually there. She was battered, her tribal tattoos smeared with dirt and dried blood, but she was alive.

Zigarete marched at the front, setting a punishing pace despite her own exhaustion. Her eyes were fixed on the horizon.

"We should have chased him," Zigarete muttered, the frustration practically radiating off her. "I had him. One more thrust, and I would have skewered the Tracker like a crenling."

"You already took his hand, Zig," Painsley pointed out, stifling a yawn as she adjusted her leotard, which had ridden up her ass during the hike. "That’s gotta count for something."

"It’s not a head," Zigarete snapped, though the fire in her voice was dampened by fatigue. "Tellik is slippery. He'll come back harder, but next time, he's dead."

"Next time," Jonathan agreed, his voice firm. He glanced at the towering black spire piercing the clouds ahead. "I have a feeling we won't have to deal with him for a while. His pride might be wounded, but he is not someone who acts on anger. For now, we regroup."

As they crossed the threshold into the village surrounding the tower, the familiar sights and smells of home washed over them. Waiting near the entrance to the tower were Saikhi and Lily. As the group approached, Jonathan paused, raising an eyebrow.

Saikhi’s hair was a bird's nest of tangles, and her dress was not fully fastened, slipping low off one shoulder to reveal her collarbone. Lily hovered next to her, her wings fluttering erratically, her appearance similarly dishevelled. They both looked thoroughly, unmistakably fucked.

"You two look like you've been busy," Jonathan noted, a smirk tugging at his lips. Of course, he got the notifications of their little trysts, but he didn't want to embarrass them completely.

Saikhi cleared her throat, trying to straighten her dress and failing. "We have been rather anxious about you. We found ways to distract ourselves."

"Very normal distractions!" Lily added, her voice unnaturally high. She didn't meet Jonathan's eyes.

"We have Talitha," Aldo said, stepping forward. The merchant looked as pristine as ever; how he had managed to stay so pristine was anyone's guess, though there was a weary sag to the merchant's shoulders. "But Tellik escaped."

They moved into the war room, the stone table cold and inviting compared to the humidity outside. Talitha slumped into a chair, accepting a waterskin from Painsley. She looked small, stripped of her usual predatory confidence.

"We can't do the next rescue quietly," Jonathan said, leaning over the map spread across the stone. "Marra has the lizardfolk and several sorcerers. She has Alistar, Myst, Gobbo... Gobby. If we try to sneak in, they will overpower us, and we’ll just get picked off one by one."

"A frontal assault, then," Zigarete said, tracing a line on the map. "We force them to meet us on the field."

"It’s risky," Saikhi murmured, her administrative brain kicking back into gear despite her post-coital fog. "Our numbers are growing, but Marra’s forces are entrenched."

"There’s something else," Lily piped up. She crossed her legs, her translucent robe offering a generous view of her body. "Kordak let something slip during my interrogations. Marra isn't interested in the Dread Tower. She doesn't care about the territory."

Jonathan frowned. "Then what does she want?"

Lily pointed her finger at him. "You, Jonn. Specifically. She wants to break you. Corrupt you. She wants to use your powers to reshape the world."

A heavy silence fell over the room. Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "Well. That’s terrifying."

"It gives us leverage," Zigarete mused, her eyes narrowing. "If she wants you, she might make a mistake to get you."

Aldo clapped his hands together. "Strategy is for tomorrow. Look at you all. You’re bleeding, exhausted, and barely standing. We cannot plan a war when we can hardly keep our eyes open. Rest. Heal. We convene after we rest."

There were nods of agreement. Painsley wandered off toward her lab to check on her tentacle beast, and Zigarete stormed off to likely sharpen her spear and check on the Drakken.

Jonathan turned to Talitha. "Come on. Let's get you to your room."

She didn't argue, letting him lead her up the winding stairs of the tower. Once inside her familiar quarters, surrounded by the furs and weapons that usually gave her comfort, Talitha seemed to collapse inward. She sat on the edge of the bed, her head in her hands.

"I am sorry, Chieftain," she whispered, her voice cracking.

Jonathan knelt before her, pulling her hands away from her face. "For what? You fought like hell."

"I was weak," she spat, tears welling in her brown eyes. "Frekk... Fiafa. They were in my home. I vouched for them. I let them into my bed." She shuddered, a violent tremor racking her toned body. "I didn't see the knife until it was in my back. I am supposed to be the hunter, but I was the prey."

"They fooled us all, Tali," Jonathan said softly.

"And Alistar..." She choked on the name. "Painsley told me he was captured. He is gone because I wasn't strong enough to stop them. I need to get him back, Jonn. I love him. He is my mate."

"We will get him back," Jonathan promised, his voice hardening with resolve. "We’ll burn Marra's entire army to the ground if we have to."

Talitha looked at him then, her eyes searching his face. The grief began to shift into something else, something primal. She reached out, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

"I believe you," she breathed. "But right now... I can still feel him. Frekk. I can feel his treacherous touch on my skin. It makes me feel sick. Dirty." She leaned forward, pressing her forehead against Jonathan's. "I need you to wash it away."

"Tali..."

"Claim me," she begged, her voice dropping to a husky growl. She stood up and let the scraps of fur and leather drop to the floor, revealing her magnificent, tanned body. The tribal tattoos seemed to pulse on her skin. "I need to know who I belong to. I need to know that I am yours. Reclaim my pussy. Make me forget everything but you."

Jonathan stood and kissed her deeply. He tasted the salt of her tears and the iron of old blood. Talitha moaned into his mouth, her legs immediately wrapping around his waist as she jumped into him, desperate for contact.

He carried her to the bed, throwing her down onto the furs. He stripped off his robes, his cock already stiff and aching, responding to her desperation. When he climbed over her, Talitha spread her legs wide, presenting herself with a shameless hunger.

"Fuck me," she begged, her hips moving before he even touched her. "Put your mark on me inside and out."

Jonathan drove into her. Talitha cried out, her nails raking down his back. It wasn't a gentle fucking. It couldn't be. She needed force to ground her, to remind her that she was alive, and that she was safe, and that Jonathan was her Chieftain.

"Mine," Jonathan stated, grabbing her hips in one hand, her breast in another, then slamming into her. "You are mine, Talitha. I am your Chieftain."

"Yes!" she screamed, tossing her head from side to side. "Yours! I'm yours, Chieftain!"

Every thrust seemed to drive the memory of her captivity further away. She wrapped her strong legs around his back, pulling him deeper, trying to fuse their bodies together. For the first time since her capture, she felt right. She looked up at Jonathan, seeing the determination and desire in his eyes, and finally, she felt safe. She felt owned. And goddess, she loved it.


14: Lens

Jonathan sat on the edge of his bed. The Dread Tower was quiet.

"You okay there, boss man?" Barry popped out of the guidebook on the nightstand, hovering with a tiny cup of what looked like espresso. "You look like shit."

"Thanks, Barry," Jonathan muttered, rubbing his temples. At least when Lily was his tutorial fairy, she didn't appear unannounced, "I need intel. We got Talitha back, but half our people are still with Marra. I need to know what we're walking into."

"Remote Viewing?" Barry took a sip of his tiny coffee. "You know the drill. It’s a voyeur’s paradise, but it works." Barry vanished, clearly having other things to procrastinate on.

Jonathan nodded. He shifted back on the mattress, leaning against the headboard. He closed his eyes and reached out with his mind, letting the magical connection guide him. He sought out the magical signature of the Sentinel leader. He needed to know if Alistar was still alive.

The darkness behind his eyelids shattered, replaced by the flickering light of torches in a damp, stone cavern. The image sharpened.

Jonathan frowned. He was looking at a woman.

She was kneeling on cold stone, her silver hair cascading down her shoulders in soft waves. She wore tattered rags that barely covered a toned but unmistakably feminine figure. Her skin was olive, smooth, and unbroken by the scars of war he expected to see on Alistar.

"Who..." Jonathan started to whisper, then stopped.

The woman turned her head slightly. The eyes. They were Alistar's eyes—steely, determined, yet currently clouded with a strange mixture of shame and hunger.

'Marra turned him.' Jonathan made the only logical conclusion.

He… no, she wasn't alone. Gobbo stood before her. The purple goblin looked terrified and hesitant, his hands trembling at his sides. But it was Alisa who moved. She crawled forward on her hands and knees, her hips swaying with a natural, feminine grace that seemed to override her warrior’s discipline.

"Please," Alisa whispered, her voice higher, softer than Jonathan remembered. "I need it, Gobbo. Marra... she won't let us rest until..."

"I shouldn't, Sir Alistar", Gobbo stammered, looking away.

"It's Alisa," she corrected, a shudder running through her frame. She reached out, her slender fingers wrapping around the goblin's waist, pulling him closer. "And my body... it hurts. It feels empty."

Jonathan watched, transfixed and horrified, as Alisa pulled down the goblin's trousers. She took him into her mouth with an eagerness that surprised Jonathan.

"Fuck," Jonathan whispered in the real world, his hand unconsciously moving to his lap.

He watched Alisa work. There was resistance in her eyes, a silent scream against the indignity, but her body aimed to please. She bobbed her head, her cheeks hollowing, making beautiful, sloppy noises. And then her eyes rolled back. A soft moan vibrated in her throat. She was enjoying it. She was enjoying it a lot. The transformation hadn't just changed her shape; it had rewired her pleasure centres. Her brain was not quite the same. The Sentinel Leader was becoming a cock-hungry slut right before his eyes.

The scene shifted. A heavy iron door clanged open.

Marra strode in, her tail swishing with sadistic delight. She was followed by Flanken and a retinue of massive, scaled warriors.

"Time for the main event, pets," Marra announced. "Bring them all."

The perspective pulled back as Alisa and Gobbo were dragged from the cell into a large, central cavern. It was a staging ground. Jonathan’s tactical mind tried to take over, counting heads, assessing threats, but his libido was fighting for the controls.

They brought out the others.

Jonathan held his breath. Myst was there, stripped naked, her raven hair covering her face. Yianna, the former queen, looked dishevelled but strangely calm, perhaps resigned to her fate. Gria—the transformed Gragar—was practically skipping, fully embracing her new role. Even little Gobby was dragged out, looking small and frightened, until she saw her brother.

"We have guests coming," Marra announced to her troops, her voice echoing off the stalactites. "I am sure at some point Lord Nightmare will be coming for his friends. We need to make sure they are... properly broken in before he arrives."

She snapped her fingers. "Entertain me."

It was a massacre of their dignity.

Jonathan watched as dozens of lizardfolk warriors descended upon the captive women. But these weren't just the ground troops. Jonathan’s eyes narrowed as he focused. Wings. Many of them had leathery, dragon-like wings folding against their backs.

'One, two... ten... twenty...' Jonathan counted rapidly. 'At least fifty airborne units.'

But the counting became difficult as the scene devolved into absolute debauchery.

Myst was bent over a supply crate, two winged lizardfolk taking turns on her. One blue-scaled warrior gripped her hips, driving into her from behind with draconic force. Myst moaned, her body glowing faintly purple as she involuntarily absorbed the fluids. Still, the nullification stone Marra had attached to her seemed to stop her from using any of that gathered power, leaving her just strong enough to endure the pounding without passing out.

"Oh god, no... too deep!" Myst cried out, but her hips bucked back against the assault. Her body shook under the lizardfolk's cocks.

To her left, Yianna was on her knees, servicing three warriors at once. The former queen acted with the efficiency of a professional, her hands working two shafts while her mouth engulfed a third. She looked up at Marra with joyful eyes, drool leaking from the corner of her mouth, completely broken to the service of the clan.

Marra laughed, shedding her own clothes to join the fray. She pulled Eya, the blood sorcerer, into her embrace.

"Down, Eya," Marra commanded, forcing the other woman’s face between her legs. "Taste me while I watch them break."

Jonathan felt the blood rushing south; he was rock hard. It was wrong. It was sick. These were his friends, his family, his loyal soldiers. And yet, the sight of them being used, being filled by the monstrous lizardfolk, ignited a fire in his veins that he couldn't extinguish.

He watched Alisa. The former knight was pressed against the cold stone wall by a massive, red-scaled chieftain—a new leader replacing the one Alistar had killed. He lifted Alisa effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his scaly waist.

"Take it, slut Sentinel!" the lizardfolk mocked, slamming her against the rock.

"Yes!" Alisa moaned, her head hitting the cold stone behind her. "Long may you fill my pussy with your mighty lizard cock!"

The surrender was total. Alisa, his proud general, was begging for monster cock. She clamped down on him, riding the thrusts with desperate need, her new tits bouncing wildly with every impact.

Jonathan groaned, his hand pumping furiously now. The visual feedback from the Remote Viewing was intense; it was like he was there in the room with them.

"So many," Jonathan panted to the empty room. "They have... ah... so many flyers."

He watched Gria taking on two at once, laughing with joy. He watched Gobby being held down, her small body stretched but accommodating the lizard physiology with surprising ease thanks to her goblin nature.

Marra was putting on a show of her own, moving between women and assisting the lizardfolk fucking them. She encouraged the captives to moan louder, fuck harder.

Jonathan felt his own climax building. The sheer volume of depravity, the total domination of his allies, was overwhelming his senses. He stroked himself faster, his eyes squeezed shut as the images flashed through his mind. His sister's exhausted pleasure, Alisa's desperate submission, Yianna's hollow obedience.

Then, he felt a warmth. A wet, consuming heat enveloped the head of his cock.

Jonathan gasped, his hips bucking off the mattress. He didn't open his eyes. He couldn't detach from the vision yet. He needed to see the layout of the cave, needed to count the exits, and needed to see Alisa cum.

The mouth worked him with care. Soft lips, a skilled tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. It felt familiar, yet surprisingly enthusiastic. A hand cupped his balls, squeezing gently in rhythm with the suction.

"Fuck," Jonathan sighed, the sensation in the real world merging with the debauchery in his mind.

In his vision, Alisa screamed as the chieftain filled her with seed. In his room, the suction increased, the throat tightening around him.

"I see them... I see them all..." Jonathan babbled, delirious.

The pressure built to a breaking point. The combined stimulation of the remote viewing and the physical sensations pushed him over the edge.

"Cumming!"

Jonathan grabbed the mystery head at his crotch, his hips shaking as he erupted. He fired rope after rope of thick, magically potent seed into the waiting mouth. The person swallowing didn't pull back; they took every drop, gulping greedily, their tongue cleaning him even as he twitched with aftershocks.

The connection to Marra’s stronghold faded, the images dissolving into blackness. Jonathan slumped back against the pillows.

He slowly opened his eyes and looked down.

Lily pulled back, cleaning up remnant cum on her lips and his softening shaft. She let out a satisfied exhale, her translucent wings fluttering softly behind her. Her cheeks, so recently full of cum, were flushed a pretty shade of pink.

Jonathan stared at her, blinking in confusion. "Lily? What... you... why?"

Lily swallowed hard, processing the potent dose of his power she had just ingested. She adjusted her see-through robes, trying to regain her usual air of annoyed superiority, though it was difficult given she was kneeling between his legs.

"Don't get used to it, pervert," she said, her voice a little breathless. She stood up, smoothing the fabric over her hips.

"I didn't ask—"

"You looked pathetic," she interrupted, crossing her arms and looking away, though her eyes darted back to his crotch. "Moaning and panting at the ceiling like a dying fish. I figured you needed help clearing the pipes if you're going to lead an army."

She paused, biting her lip. Her wings gave a little twitch.

"Plus," she mumbled, her voice dropping lower, softer. "You almost didn't make it back from Rainfell." She met his gaze, her expression unguarded for a split second. "I'm actually really happy you made it back safely, you idiot."

"Thanks, Lily," he said softly.

"Yeah, whatever," she snapped, turning toward the door to hide her smile. "Just... go save the others. Before Marra turns them all into... well, into me, apparently."

She flew out of the room, leaving Jonathan alone with his post-nut clarity and a very clear picture of exactly what he was up against.

"Dude, nice." Barry emerged from the guidebook; he was watching the whole time.


15: Skyfall

The jagged ridges of the Lizardfolk territory were imposing. The rocks mirrored the tension that rolled off the gathered army hidden within the tree line. Jonathan Nightmare stood at the edge of the forest, peering through a telescope Aldo had purchased off a wayward traveller some years back. The morning sun beat down on the stronghold, cooking the ground around it. It was a natural fortress, a massive canyon with dwelling caves carved high into the sheer rock faces, accessible only by flight or narrow, winding paths that were heavily guarded.

"They got this place locked down tight," Jonathan muttered, lowering the glass. Above the canyon, winged lizardfolk patrolled in tight circles, their dragon-like silhouettes cutting menacing shapes against the clouds. "More than I can count. If we march in there, they’ll rain arrows and spears on us before we even reach the first gate."

"That is why we are changing the weather forecast," Painsley said, stepping up beside him. Behind her, the massive form of her tentacle beast writhed in the undergrowth, looking sluggish and unhappy about being dragged out of its nice, damp lab.

"Is the artillery ready?" Zigarete asked, sharpening her spear with a whetstone. The sound was a rhythmic shink-shink-shink that set Jonathan on edge.

"Almost," Painsley grinned, turning back to her "siege engine." "He just needs a little… motivation. Priming the pump, you know?"

Surrounding the tentacle beast sat a pack of wolven and urnines, creatures Painsley all charmed into submission by her powers. They looked eager, drooling and snapping at the air, their eyes fixed on the distant flying enemies with predatory hunger.

"Stage one is a go," Jonathan declared, gripping the Spear of Narcese. "Painsley, clear the skies. Zigarete, Aldo, we push the front line the moment the confusion hits. We need to break through the outer perimeter and get inside before Marra knows what hit her."

"With pleasure," Zigarete stood up and swooshed her spear several times in the air.

Painsley walked over to her massive pet. The tentacle beast was all muscle and slime, currently huddled in a defensive ball.

"Come on, big boy," Painsley cooed, climbing onto one of its appendages. She rubbed her crotch against it in a smooth motion. "Mommy needs you to throw the ball. Some really big balls."

The beast shuddered. A thick tentacle uncoiled, wrapping around Painsley’s waist and hoisting her into the air.

"That's it," she moaned, spreading her legs as the tentacle slid between her thighs, acting as a makeshift seat, and dildo. "Wake up. Get hard for me."

Jonathan watched, trying to maintain his composure, as Painsley began to aggressively grind against the monster’s appendage while shouting tactical commands.

"Load up!" she screamed at the urnines.

The massive bear-like creatures, understanding the command, shuffled into the waiting cups of the beast’s other tentacles. The monster, stimulated by Painsley’s attentions, began to tense. Its limbs coiled back, tight with potential energy.

"Higher!" Painsley moaned in pleasure as the tentacle she rode thrust upward playfully. "Aim for the flyers! Clear the skies!"

With a wet, thunderous snap, the beast released.

Three massive Urnines were launched into the air with the velocity of catapult stones. They roared as they ascended, soaring in high arcs toward the patrolling lizardfolk.

"Holy shit," Jonathan whispered.

It was carnage. The flying lizardfolk had expected arrows, maybe magical projectiles. They had not expected masses of fur, muscle, and claws to be hurled at their altitude.

One urnine collided mid-air with a blue-scaled warrior. The impact sounded like a thunderclap. The lizardfolk’s wing shattered instantly, and the two combatants plummeted toward the canyon floor, the urnine biting and clawing all the way down.

"Again!" Painsley commanded, her hips bucking against the slime. "Give me more! Shoot your load, baby!"

The tentacle beast, now fully awake and incredibly aroused by its mistress's frenzy, began to act like a rapid-fire turret. It scooped up wolven and urnines, launching them into the sky in a furious barrage.

It was raining monsters.

"Now!" Jonathan shouted, raising his spear. "Charge!"

The ground assault began. The goblin horde, motivated by the promise of rescuing their kin (and the subsequent celebratory breeding), surged from the tree line with all the recklessness expected from them. Jonathan ran at the head of the pack, flanked by Zigarete and a dozen Aldo duplicates.

"Fuck 'em up!" Jonathan yelled, though his voice cracked slightly as an urnine-lizardfolk ball of violence crashed into the earth twenty feet to his left, splattering mud and blood everywhere. The urnines and wolvens did well at landing from high altitudes, the lizardfolk… not so much.

They hit the outer defences just as the confusion peaked. The lizardfolk on the ground were looking up, watching in horror as their aerial superiority was literally wrestled out of the sky.

"Don't stop!" Zigarete commanded, her spear igniting with magical fire. She vaulted over a barricade, impaling a stunned guard through the chest before he could even raise his shield. "Push through!"

Jonathan was right behind her. A lizardfolk warrior lunged at him with a crude axe. Jonathan didn't parry; he caught the lizard's gaze. He projected a wave of intense, crippling lust.

The warrior stumbled, his knees buckling as blood rushed from his brain to his groin. He dropped his axe, clutching his crotch with a confused groan. The Spear of Narcese extended into a razor-sharp whip, slicing through the warrior's throat.

"Move! Move!" The Aldos shouted in unison. The duplicates acted as a human wave, throwing themselves onto enemy spears to create bridges for the goblins, popping out of existence only to be replaced by new ones as the surviving Aldos scattered into the fray.

The first line of defence crumbled under the bizarre, multi-pronged assault. The sky rained blood and bodies as Painsley’s artillery continued its work, terrorising the flyers. The ground was a meat grinder of goblin swords.

They broke into the main canyon floor. Ahead, near the entrance to the chieftains' caves, a secondary defensive line was holding strong. Behind a wall of metal spikes stood Flankenstein, looking frantic, and beside him, cool and composed, was Eya.

"Hold them back!" Flanken screamed, his hands crackling with chaotic energy that warped his arms into blades. "Don't let them reach the caves!"

Eya stepped forward, her red bodysuit gleaming like fresh blood. She raised her hands, and the blood from the fallen bodies on the battlefield began to rise, forming sharp, crimson lances floating in the air.

"Blood Barrage," she stated simply.

"Cover!" Jonathan yelled, diving behind a rocky outcropping.

The blood lances flew, punching through goblin shields and Aldo clones alike. It was a massacre. Eya’s expression remained bored, detached, as she gestured again, pulling the blood from the newly dead to fuel her next attack.

"We can't get close!" one of the Aldos cried out as three of his brothers were skewered.

"I can," Zigarete looked at Flanken with bloodthirstiness and frustration. "Jonn, disrupt Eya. I'll take out Marra's second in command."

"How the fuck am I supposed to disrupt her?" Jonathan shouted over the din of battle. "She's fifty yards away and turning people into shish-kebabs!"

"Use your head!" Zigarete snapped. "Or the other one!"

Before Jonathan could ask what she meant, the former Inquisitor broke cover. She didn't run in a straight line; she zig-zagged with blinding speed, her flaming spear spinning to deflect the incoming blood projectiles.

Flanken saw her coming. His eyes widened in panic. "Stop her! Eya, stop that crazy bitch!"

Eya shifted her aim, focusing all the floating blood toward Zigarete.

"Hey! Blood Bitch!" Jonathan stood up, abandoning his cover. It was potentially suicide, but he needed to draw her gaze. He channelled everything he had. Every dirty thought, every pent-up frustration, every scene he had watched through his Remote Viewing.

He focused his Lustful Gaze on Eya. 'You don't want to fight. You want to fuck. You want to feel massive, throbbing cocks filling every hole you have.'

The psychic blast hit Eya just as she was about to release the volley.

She gasped, her body shook. The floating blood spears wavered, losing their cohesion and splashing harmlessly to the ground as puddles. Her hands flew to her breasts, clutching them as she pinched her nipples over the fabric of her suit.

"What...?" Eya panted, her legs failing. "No... I... need..."

The distraction was all Zigarete needed.

She cleared the distance to the barricade in three leaps. Flanken screamed, throwing up his sword arms in a defensive cross, trying to block Zigarete's attack.

"Pathetic."

Zigarete leapt, soaring over Flanken's blades. She landed directly behind the rogue sorcerer.

Flanken stumbled back, tripping over his own robes. "Wait! We can talk! I can make you into anything! I can give you bigger tits! A cock! Anything!"

Zigarete looked down at him with pure, unadulterated disgust. "I like my body just fine," she said. "But yours is about to undergo a significant reduction in height."

She spun the spear, the flames roaring to life, turning white-hot.

"Please! Marra made me do it! I never—"

Zigarete didn't let him finish. She swung the spear in a flat, horizontal arc. The blade sizzled through the air, through fabric, through flesh and bone. It was a clean, precise cut at the waist, cauterised by the flames before it could bleed.

Flanken’s eyes went wide. He opened his mouth to speak, but no sound came out. His top half slid slowly off his bottom half, hitting the dusty ground with a thud. His legs stood for a second longer before collapsing.

"Disgusting to the end," Zigarete spat on the corpse, not sparing it a second glance. She turned her burning gaze toward the rest of the defenders. "Who's next?"

The death of Flanken broke the morale of the remaining defenders near the gate. They scattered, terrified of the woman who had just bisected one of their sorcerers with a single swing.

But Eya was still standing. She was shaking, fighting against Jonathan's mental assault, her hands covered in the blood she was trying to control. But the lust was potent. She had dropped to her knees, one hand sliding between her thighs, rubbing furiously against the spandex as she tried to regain focus on the battle.

"Make... it... stop..." she whimpered, her eyes glazed.

"Get her!" Jonathan commanded the goblin horde.

The goblins, seeing their horny prey, didn't need to be told twice. They surged over the barricades, a green and blue tide of lust and violence. They didn't draw their weapons. They saw a helpless, writhing woman who was practically begging for it.

Eya screamed, a confusing mix of anticipation and horror as the first goblin tackled her.

"No! Get off!" she cried, but her body betrayed her, already opening up for them.

The goblin ripped her red bodysuit open, exposing her breasts. Two more goblins grabbed her arms, pinning her to the dirt.

"Breeding time!" one of the goblins cackled, tearing her leggings down.

Jonathan watched as the blood sorcerer was subsumed by the horde. Her screams turned into moans within seconds as multiple goblins began to use her. Jonathan felt a pang of grim satisfaction.

'That one's for Alistar.'

"Secure the area!" Jonathan ordered, stepping past the sex-pile. "Zigarete, you guard the entrance. Don't let anyone out. Painsley, report!"

Painsley saddled up behind the horde and slid down a rope of her tentacle monster’s making, landing with a heavy thud next to Jonathan.

"Sky is clear, boss!" she beamed, wiping sweat from her forehead. "That was a fucking songworthy masterpiece."

"Good work," Jonathan nodded. He looked toward the cavern entrance. The path to Marra was open. "Now comes the hard part."

They moved into the tunnels. The sounds of battle faded, replaced by the echo of dripping water and distant, echoing laughter. Marra knew they were coming.


16: Empowered

The tunnels reeked. A thick musk, sex and pheromones.

"Wonderful," Zigarete rolled her eyes, "It smells like an orgy pit."

"Smells like a Friday night to me," Painsley muttered, wiping gore from her cheek. She patted the massive tentacle beast that squeezed through the tunnel behind them, its gelatinous body adapting to the space with grotesque squelching noises.

Jonathan kept the Spear of Narcese ready, "Stay sharp. We don't know what to expect in here."

A commotion echoed from the tunnel mouth behind them. Weapons clashed, followed by the wet thud of bodies hitting stone.

"Hold!" Jonathan spun around, ready to defend their rear.

From the shadows emerged Talitha, blood-spattered but fierce, flanked by a dozen Sentinels.

"Chieftain!" Talitha grinned, her teeth white against the war paint and dirt on her face. "We mopped up the stragglers. However, the defence outside looks like a feint; the main force is probably holed up in the central chamber."

"Talitha!" Jonathan felt a surge of relief. "Good timing. We're breaching now."

"Long may we stand!" the Sentinels cheered in hushed, disciplined voices.

"And long may we fuck them up," Painsley added, cracking her knuckles.

Warning shouts echoed from the cavern ahead. They had been spotted.

"Go!" Jonathan yelled.

The group surged forward, bursting from the tunnel into a colossal subterranean amphitheatre. Torches lined the walls, casting long, flickering shadows, but it was the sight in the centre of the cavern that made Jonathan’s blood turn to ice.

It wasn't a prison. It was a sex pit.

Dozens of women—Myst, Yianna, Gria, Gobby, and Alisa—were laid out across stone slabs, wooden benches, or simply bent over stalagmites. But their captors weren't the standard lizardfolk warriors Jonathan had fought outside. These beasts were warped, monstrous mockeries of their kin. They stood eight feet tall, their scales black as obsidian, with massive leathery wings sprouting from their backs. Their muscles rippled with unnatural strength, veins glowing faintly with purple corruption.

They were practically dragons. And they were ravaging his friends.

"No..." Jonathan breathed.

In the centre, Alisa—his general, his friend Alistar—was pinned beneath a behemoth of a lizard. Her hair was matted with sweat and cum, her feminine body taking the large monster cock inside of her. Her eyes were rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure and agony.

"Take it!" the lizard-dragon roared, his voice like grinding stones. "Take the seed of the superior race!"

To his left, Yianna was servicing two of them, her experienced mouth working one shaft while her hands stroked another, her body slick with their release. Gria, the transformed soldier, was laughing manically as she rode one, completely lost to the corruption.

And Myst.

Jonathan’s vision narrowed. His sister was suspended by her wrists from a chain hanging from the ceiling. Her toes barely touched the ground. A massive, spiked-looking lizardfolk was driving into her from behind, his claws digging into her hips. She hung limply, her head lolling, seemingly unconscious or catatonic, taking the pounding like a ragdoll.

"Fucking animals!" Talitha screamed, hurling a hatchet. It buried itself in the shoulder of the nearest beast, who merely grunted and yanked it out.

"Kill them all!" Zigarete commanded, leaping into the fray.

The cavern exploded into violence. The Sentinels charged, their swords clashing against the blackened scales of the enhanced warriors. But the dragon-lizards were fast and immensely strong. One backhanded a Sentinel, sending the armoured man flying across the room to crumple against a wall.

"They're enhanced!" Painsley shouted, sending her tentacle beast surging forward. "Marra juiced them up!"

The tentacle beast grappled with two of the dragon-lizards, its slime providing some protection against their claws, but even the monster struggled against their raw power.

Zigarete engaged the beast that had been using Alisa. She slashed and thrust, her spear finding gaps in the scales, but for every wound she inflicted, the creature seemed to shrug it off and hit back.

"You think fire scares me, human?" the dragon-lizard snarled, catching her spear shaft with a clawed hand. "I have magma in my veins!"

He wrenched the spear, pulling Zigarete off balance. His other claw raised, ready to gut her.

Suddenly, the ground beneath them exploded.

Rocks and debris showered the area as a massive red shape burst from the floor like a breaching whale. The Drakken.

The beast roared, a sound that shook dust from the ceiling. He had burrowed through the sheer rock of the mountain to reach his mistress. His jaws clamped around the dragon-lizard's arm holding Zigarete's spear, and crunched.

"Good boy!" Zigarete yelled, rolling free and sweeping the lizard's legs. As the creature fell, she drove her spear through its eye.

The battle raged on. It was a meat grinder. The Sentinels were fighting bravely, but they were outmatched by the sheer ferocity of Marra’s elite guard.

Jonathan ignored it all. He had one target.

He sprinted across the cavern floor, dodging a tail swipe that would have broken his ribs. He didn't stop to fight; he just ran.

"Myst!"

The beast pounding his sister turned, hearing the shout. He sneered, revealing rows of serrated teeth. "The brother? Good. You can watch me fill her up."

He thrust harder into Myst, making her limp body jerk.

Jonathan didn't slow down. He gripped the Spear of Narcese. Extend.

The liquid metal shot forward like a whip, wrapping around the beast's neck. Jonathan yanked with all his strength, using his momentum to pull the monster off balance. The lizard stumbled back, pulling out of Myst with a wet shlup sound.

"Get away from her!" Jonathan roared. He retracted the spear into a heavy bludgeon and swung it with a primal scream, connecting squarely with the lizard's temple. The beast staggered, stunned.

Jonathan didn't wait to see if it fell. He turned and cut through Myst's chains. He caught her before she hit the ground.

"Mari! Mari, wake up!" He shook her shoulders gently.

Her skin was hot to the touch, feverishly so. Her eyes fluttered open, but they were unfocused and looked straight through him. A thin line of drool ran from her mouth. She looked drugged.

"Jonathan?" she mumbled, her voice slurring. "Make it stop... too much..."

Jonathan reached for her face, intending to use his power to snap her out of it, maybe override whatever trance she was in. He laid his hand on her cheek.

"Conievo," he whispered, trying to remove the lustful haze from her system.

Nothing happened.

He frowned. He concentrated harder, trying to push the arousal out of her. "Conievo!"

Still nothing. It was as if his magic hit a wall.

Or a sinkhole.

His eyes travelled down her naked body. There was something there. A faint, dark pulsing coming from...

Inside her.

Jonathan looked at her stomach. He remembered Marra’s words from the remote viewing. 'A special place to keep it safe.'

"Oh god," Jonathan whispered. "She put it inside you."

He looked down at her pussy. It was swollen, red, and gaping from the abuse she had suffered. Deep inside, he could see the glint of a dark, smooth object.

"Hold on, I've got you." Jonathan didn't hesitate. He plunged his fingers inside her.

Myst gasped, her body tensing. The stone was slick, lodged deep against her. Jonathan hooked his fingers around it. It was cold, unnaturally so, sucking the heat right out of his fingertips.

With a wet suction noise, he pulled it out.

The stone was small, black, and perfectly round. A nullification stone. Just like the one Lily said he had dropped in the tavern when Jonathan first arrived in Adearath. He hadn't seen one since.

He held it in his hand. The moment it left Myst’s body, the change was instantaneous.

Myst's eyes snapped open. Her eyes glowed a blinding, radiant purple light.

"Oh..." Myst breathed. Her voice echoed, sounding like multiple people speaking at once.

The gallons of seed she had been forced to take… all of it hit her in a nanosecond.

And her power, which had been dammed up by the stone, exploded.

"JONATHAN! MOVE!" Talitha screamed from across the room.

Jonathan ducked just as the lizard-dragon he had stunned recovered. The beast lunged, claws aimed for Jonathan’s head.

Myst’s hand shot out. She didn't even look. She just backhanded the air.

Her fist connected with the monster's snout.

There was no crunch. There was a sonic boom. The lizard-dragon’s head disintegrated. The massive body was launched backward with the force of a cannonball, crashing through a stalagmite and embedding itself deeply into the far wall of the cavern.

Silence fell over the battlefield for a heartbeat. Even the Drakken stopped chewing to stare.

Myst ripped free from the chains still attached to her wrists. The metal snapped like spun sugar. She glowed with an aura of violet power so intense it crackled. Her hair floated around her head as if she were underwater.

She looked at her hands, then at the carnage around her. She looked at the lizardfolk still pounding into the other women.

"You..." Myst said. Her voice was calm, terrible. "Fucked..."

She vanished.

She reappeared next to Gobby, where a lizard was holding the goblin girl down. Myst grabbed the beast by his tail. With a simple flick of her wrist, she swung him overhead and slammed him into the ground. The stone floor cracked. She swung him again. And again. Slam. Slam. Slam. Until he was nothing but a paste.

"Up."

Another flicker of motion. She was beside Yianna. She grabbed the two lizardfolk using the former queen by their necks. She squeezed. Their heads popped off.

The remaining enhanced warriors roared and charged her, abandoning the fight with the Sentinels. Five of them rushed her at once, spears and claws flashing.

Myst walked forward. A claw hit her bare chest and shattered against her skin. She delivered a punch to the first attacker’s gut that exited through his spine. She grabbed the second one’s wing and tore it off with a velcro-like ripping sound, then beat him to death with it.

It was a massacre.

"Holy fuck on fuck stick," Painsley whispered, watching as Myst literally kicked a lizardfolk in half. "That's a lot of cum power."

Jonathan stood frozen, clutching the nullification stone. He stared at the small black orb in his palm. He felt... quiet. His powers were… silent. It felt nice.

"It keeps the magic away," he muttered, realising. "As long as I touch it."

Myst stood in the centre of the room, panting heavily. The purple glow was fading, her skin returning to its normal pale hue. Around her lay the broken bodies of Marra’s elite guard.

The Sentinels cheered, rushing to free the captives. Talitha was at Alisa’s side in an instant, cutting her bonds and wrapping her change mate in a cloak. She hadn't believed Jonathan when he told her what happened to Alistar. She still didn't believe it.

"We did it!" Painsley yelled, sliding off her tentacle beast. "We fucking won!"

The cavern rumbled.

"Uh oh," Jonathan said.

The floor beneath his feet groaned. A crack appeared between Jonathan and the rest of the group.

"Jonn!" Zigarete shouted, reaching out.

The floor gave way.

The world collapsed around Jonathan. A perfect circle of stone dropped into the darkness below, taking him with it.

"Fuck!" Jonathan grabbed at the edge, but the slick stone offered no purchase. He fell, the darkness swallowing him whole.

He slid down a steep, smooth chute, tumbling and bouncing off the walls. He clutched the nullification stone to his chest, his only anchor in the spinning dark.

He hit the bottom hard, rolling across a smooth obsidian floor. He groaned, checking his limbs. Nothing broken, just bruised. He pushed himself up. The air here was warmer, smelling of ash and perfume.

Torches flared to life along the walls, illuminating a smaller, private chamber. It was luxuriously furnished with silks and furs; it contrasted sharply with the rough cave above.

And sitting on a throne of carved bone at the far end was Marra.

She looked amused. She sat with her legs crossed, her tail draped over the armrest, holding a goblet of wine. She was breathtakingly beautiful.

"Welcome, Lord Nightmare." Her words were like honey. "I was wondering when you'd drop in."

Jonathan scrambled to his feet, raising his spear. It felt heavy, dead in his hands. He tried to summon his arousal power, to push a wave of lust at her, to distract her, but there was nothing. Just a void.

He glanced at his hand. He was still gripping the nullification stone tight.

Marra stood up, her hips swaying as she walked toward him. Her eyes scanned him, lingering on his clenched fist.

"I see you found my little toy," she smiled, running her tongue over her teeth. "Does it make you feel... impotent, Jonn? Knowing that deep down, you're just a man?"

She stopped a few feet away. She snapped her fingers, and a whip of shadow materialised in her hand.

"Just you and me," she whispered. "No magic tricks. No armies. Just... flesh."

Jonathan swallowed hard, tightening his grip on the mundane spear. He tried to drop the stone, but some force was keeping it stuck to his skin. He was trapped. He was powerless. And the most dangerous woman in Adearath was looking at him like he was a particularly delicious meal.

"Let's dance," Jonathan said, his voice shaking only slightly.


17: Succubus

Marra’s shadow whip lashed out, not to strike, but to disarm. It coiled around the Spear of Narcese, ripping the heavy weapon from Jonathan’s grasp and flinging it clattering across the chamber's floor.

"Poor little Lord," Marra cooed, closing the distance between them. Her tail flicked out, wrapping around his waist and jerking him forward until his chest collided with her breasts. "Without your toys, you're just meat. Delicious, tender meat."

Jonathan tried to shove her away, but digging his fingers into her shoulders only seemed to excite her. She was strong, unnaturally so, her demonic warping at the hands of Fade and Flanken evident in the unyielding firmness of her body.

"I can still fight," Jonathan gritted out, though his heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird.

"Oh, we are going to fight, Jonn," Marra whispered, her lips brushing his ear. "We're going to fight until one of us breaks. And just so you know: it’s going to be you."

She shoved him backward. Jonathan tripped over the edge of a fur rug and landed heavily on his back. Before he could scramble away, Marra was on him. She straddled his hips, her weight pinning him down. Her hands went to his belt, tearing at the leather with a frantic hunger.

"I’ve watched you," she purred, ripping his trousers down. "You conquered the women. You conquered Fade. You conquered the tower.  But you used cheats. Shortcuts."

Jonathan’s cock sprang free, hardening despite the danger. The nullification stone was stuck fast to his left palm, shimmering with a dull, void-like anti-light. He tried to bring his hand up to strike her or push her off, but Marra caught his wrist. She pinned his hand to the floor above his head.

"Look at it," she mocked, staring down at his erection. "It wants me."

She lifted her hips, parted wide, and sank down onto him.

"Fuck!" Jonathan gasped.

Marra was tight, impossibly hot, and she clamped down on him with a possessiveness that stole the breath from his lungs. She encased him, taking him to the base in one fluid motion.

"That’s it," Marra groaned as she began to grind. "Feel that? That’s reality, Jonn. No magic. Just you, buried inside a goddess."

Jonathan gritted his teeth, trying to maintain clarity, but the friction was incredible. She rode him at a slow, deliberate pace, grinding her clit against him with every rotation of her hips.

"You think you're goddess?" Jonathan panted, trying to buck his hips, trying to find some leverage.

"I might as well be. Besides, right now, this makes me your owner," she leaned forward to rake her nails down his chest. "Think about it. The world is broken. The Empire is ash. The Shapers, as the Tracker calls them, are playing games with reality. Why fight it?"

She picked up the pace, her breasts bouncing hypnotically above him.

"We can rebuild it," she said, her voice taking on a fanatical edge. "A new Adearath. A world of pure sensation. A realm of sex, Jonn. You and I at the top. The Emperor and his Succubus Queen. Every man, woman, and beast existing solely to fuck and be fucked. No war. No politics. Just this."

She slammed down hard, forcing a moan from his throat.

"We could make them all submit," she whispered, leaning down to kiss him fiercely. Her tongue invaded his mouth, tasting of wine and lust. "Your power... once I break you, once I train you to use it for me... we’ll weaponise it. We’ll turn every king into a simpering slave and every queen into a breeding sow. Just like I did to Alisa and your friends."

The mention of Alisa—of Alistar—sent a spike of rage through Jonathan that cut through the haze of pleasure. He remembered the look in his friend's eyes in the remote viewing. The hollowness.

"You're insane," Jonathan spat, breaking the kiss.

Marra laughed, sitting up straight and bouncing harder. "I'm visionary! And you're running out of time. There’s a magical barrier around this chamber, Jonn. By the time your little friends break through, if they even withstand the remainder of my forces, you’ll be empty. You’ll be a drooling, devoted husk, begging me to milk your cock one last time."

She squeezed him with her internal muscles, a motion so potent it nearly made him cum. She was winning. She was purely, physically dominating him.

But then, Jonathan looked at her. He saw the arrogance in her eyes. She thought he was nothing without the magic. She thought Jonn Nightmare was just a vessel for the semen she coveted.

She didn't know who he was.

He was a man who had studied the art of sex way before he ever came to this world through many years of porn and video games. He was a connoisseur of the lewd arts. And more importantly, he had just spent an afternoon in the rain getting his ass kicked by Zigarete, learning that power wasn't just about magic, it was about balance. Leverage. intent.

‘Forget everything you think you know,’ Zigarete’s voice echoed in his mind. ‘Everything flows from balance.’

Marra was complacent. She was high on her own supply, lost in the rhythm of her own hips, assuming he was pinned.

Jonathan waited for her next downstroke. As she pressed down, putting all her weight on his pelvis, he didn't push back up. He relaxed his entire body, making her lurch forward slightly, expecting resistance that wasn't there.

In that split second of imbalance, Jonathan exploded into motion.

He bucked his hips not up, but violently to the right, twisting his core. At the same time, he yanked his pinned arm down, using the sweat on his wrist to slip her grip just enough to grab her hip.

"What—" Marra gasped.

Using her own momentum against her, Jonathan rolled. He swept her leg with his ankle and torqued his body, flipping their positions.

With a thud, Marra hit the furs, and Jonathan was on top.

"You talk too much."

He didn't give her a second to recover. He grabbed her wrists and pinned them beside her head, mirroring what she had done to him. He stayed buried inside her, but now he controlled the angle. He controlled the depth.

"You think I need magic to conquer you?" Jonathan snarled, his eyes hard. "I've learned from the best, Marra. And you're just another bad guy with a monologue."

He withdrew almost completely, the friction searing, before slamming back into her.

"Oh!" Marra’s eyes went wide, the breath knocked out of her.

"Is this the new world order?" Jonathan demanded, thrusting again, harder. He aimed for the spot he had determined made Marra quiver. He hit the wall of her pussy, grinding against the bundle of nerves there.

Marra tried to buck him off, tried to summon her tail to whip him, but Jonathan leaned his weight forward, crushing her into the floor. He kissed her neck, biting down on the sensitive cord of muscle there, turning her cry of protest into a moan.

"You wanted a show?" Jonathan grunted, "Then have one."

He accessed every scrap of knowledge he had. Every video he’d watched, every doujin he’d read, every lesson Painsley, Talitha, Saikhi, and the others had inadvertently taught him. He wasn't fucking her like a victim; he was fucking her like a conqueror.

He released her wrists to grab her hips, his fingers digging into her purple flesh. He lifted her ass off the floor, changing the angle to drive deeper than she had thought possible.

"Fuck yes…" Marra gasped. Her tail thrashed wildly, slapping against his back, but it felt less like an attack and more like a pat of approval.

He slapped her ass, a sharp crack. Marra yelped, her pussy clamping down on him reflexively.

"Yeah, you like that?" Jonathan taunted, channelling a bit of the dominance he had witnessed throughout his travels. "You want to be the Queen? Then learn to serve the King."

His pounding was hard. It was relentless. Marra’s arrogance was shattering under the assault of raw, non-magical testosterone. She was a creature of lust, and Jonathan was overloading her senses with pure physical technique.

"Jonn..." she moaned, her head thrashing side to side. "So good... ah! Fuck!"

Jonathan’s eyes caught the glimmer of the stone on his left hand. It was still there, a black void sucking away his power. As long as he held on to it, or rather, as long as it held on to him, he was vulnerable. If she regained her composure, she could easily regain the upper hand.

He needed it off. Now.

He looked at Marra’s head. Those curved horns spiralling back from her head. They were hard, sharp, and firmly attached to her skull.

An idea formed. Crazy. Desperate. Perfect.

"Get up," Jonathan commanded, pulling out of her.

Marra whined at the loss of contact, "What?"

Jonathan grabbed her by the waist and flipped her onto her stomach. "On your knees. Ass up."

Driven by the wave of lust Jonathan had whipped up, Marra obeyed, pushing herself up onto all fours. She was a submissive creature at heart. Her tail lifted, exposing her dripping, awaiting pussy.

"That's it," Jonathan said. He positioned himself behind her.

He didn't enter her lust-cave. Not yet. He leaned over her back, pressing his chest against her spine. He reached forward with his left hand and grabbed her left horn.

"I'm going to fuck you until you forget your own name," Jonathan whispered into her ear.

He lined up his cock and thrust inside. Marra screamed into the furs as he filled her from behind, hitting her cervix with a brutal impact.

Jonathan used her horn as a handle to pull her back onto him with every thrust. Slam. Pull. Slam. Pull.

"Yes! Yes!" Marra cried out, her resistance crumbling into dust. "Destroy me!"

Jonathan looked at his left hand. The nullification stone was pressed tight against the base of her rugged horn. The leverage was perfect.

He gritted his teeth. He thrust forward with everything he had, and simultaneously wrenched his hand back against the sharp ridge of her horn.

Wrench.

Pain shot up his arm as the skin tore slightly, but he felt the magical adhesive give way.

"Harder!" Marra begged, drool pooling on the floor beneath her face.

"Almost... there..." Jonathan growled.

He slammed into her one more time, a bone-jarring impact, and twisted his hand violently against the horn.

CRACK.

The sound wasn't bone breaking. It was the sound of magical cohesion shattering. The nullification stone popped off his palm, skittering across the obsidian floor and spinning away into the darkness.

The silence in Jonathan's soul vanished.

It was like a dam breaking. The roar of his magic returned, flooding his veins, rushing into his extremities. The Arousal Control power surged back, amplified by his own pent-up frustration and the intense stimulation of the moment.

Jonathan took a deep breath, feeling the hum of power build back inside of him.

Marra felt it too. She stiffened beneath him, a gasp catching in her throat. "Jonn? What did you—"

"Game over, Marra," Jonathan whispered.

He grabbed both her horns now, pulling her head back so she had to look at him over her shoulder.

"Erectus," Jonathan chanted, letting the power flow directly from his hands into her horns, straight into her brain.

Marra came.

A scream of sensory overload. Her eyes rolled back into her head so far that only the whites showed. Her entire body went rigid, every muscle locking up in a spasm of pure, concentrated arousal.

"You wanted a world of sex?" Jonathan drove into her, his powers pounding into her with full effect. "Here it is!"

He felt his magic pump into her with every thrust. Her succubus physiology, which usually fed on lust, was now drowning in it. It was too much. It was an ocean poured into a cup.

"Please! Ah! Stop! Too much!" Marra babbled, her voice cracking. Her pussy clamped down on him with crushing force, but Jonathan was unstoppable.

"You are nothing but a cum-dumpster. You exist to break. You exist to take every drop."

Marra began to convulse at Jonathan's words. Orgasms hit her in a chain reaction, one after another, with no refractory period. She was shaking so hard her teeth rattled.

"I'm... I'm breaking!" she wailed.

"Good," Jonathan's own climax was approaching, fueled by the return of his power and the utter defeat of his enemy.

He released her horns and grabbed her hips, slapping her ass as he hammered her. He could feel the corruption, his "gift", seeping into her. She was becoming his bitch.

"Cum for me, Queen Marra!"

Jonathan exploded.

It was a detonation of semen and magic. He poured his essence into her, filling her womb with the thick, potent fluid that had knocked out warriors and transformed goblins.

Marra let out a high-pitched wail that lasted for a full ten seconds. Her tail went rigid as a rod. Her juices mixed with his, flooding out of her onto the floor in a growing puddle.

Jonathan kept pumping, emptying his balls, emptying his magic, until he was dry.

He pulled out, his cock standing victorious.

Marra didn't move. She collapsed face-first onto the furs, her ass still slightly raised, her pussy leaking his seed. Her tongue hanging out of her mouth, her eyes crossed and unfocused. She twitched intermittently, little aftershocks of the neural overload.

She was out cold. The mighty Succubus Queen, defeated by the very power she sought to control.

Jonathan stood up, his legs shaking slightly. He wiped the sweat from his forehead and looked down at his hand. A bruise was forming where the stone had been, but otherwise, he was fine. A few hours later, Marra was still an unconscious mess, and Jonathan was still trapped in the chambers with her.

A deafening BOOM shook the chamber.

The magical barrier protecting the door shattered into sparkling dust. The heavy wooden doors blasted inward, splinters flying everywhere.

Zigarete charged through the dust cloud, her flaming spear raised high, a battle cry on her lips.

"Jonn! Hold on!"

She stopped dead in her tracks.

The room was silent, save for the crackling of torches and Marra’s soft, unconscious whimpering.

Zigarete blinked as she took in the scene. She saw the scattered fur rugs. She saw the naked, twitching form of Marra drooling on the floor, thoroughly wrecked. And she saw Jonathan, standing there completely naked, hands on his hips, looking like he just won the lottery.

Zigarete lowered her spear, the flames dying down to a flicker. She looked at Marra, then up at Jonathan’s face, then down at his fast-softening cock, then back to his face.

"You..." Zigarete started, then shook her head. "Are you hurt?"

Jonathan grabbed a silk sheet from the bed and wrapped it around his waist like a toga. He walked over to his discarded spear, picking it up and feeling the liquid metal swell back to life.

"I'm doing just fine, Zigarete," Jonathan said, flashing her a tired but genuine smile. He gestured to the comatose demon queen on the floor. "Tie her up. We have a victory to celebrate."


18: Choice

The smoke from the burning stronghold mixed with the crisp mountain air, creating a fog that stung the eyes. Outside the caves, Zigarete wiped black ichor from her spear tip with a rag torn from a dead lizardfolk’s banner. The Drakken sat beside her, happily crunching on the remains of a dragon-lizard’s wing.

"You're staying?" Jonathan asked, adjusting his cloak.

"Someone has to make sure this place stays dead," Zigarete said, not looking up from her weapon. "And someone has to sort through Marra's horde. There might be intel on Tellik here. Or other valuables."

"I shall assist," Aldo chimed in. Five of his duplicates were already moving through the battlefield, stripping armour and weapons from the fallen with vulture-like efficiency. "The spoils of war will go a long way to replenishing the Dread Tower’s treasury. Plus, these lizardfolk craft excellent jewellery. It would be a shame to waste it."

"Just be careful," Jonathan warned. "We don't know if there are stragglers."

"Let them come," Zigarete smirked. "My friend is still hungry."

Jonathan nodded and turned to the main group. It was a ragtag procession of the wounded and the weary. The Sentinels carried their injured on makeshift stretchers. The goblins, surprisingly disciplined now that the fighting was over, herded the captives, both liberated and newly acquired.

"Let's go home," Jonathan said.

The journey back was a blur of exhaustion. Adrenaline faded, replaced by the deep ache of bruised muscles and the stinging of cuts. By the time the silhouette of the Dread Tower pierced the horizon, the sun was rising.

Saikhi met them at the outskirts of the village. She looked impeccable as always, though her eyes betrayed a deep relief as she spotted her children. Gobbo and Gobby ran to her, burying their faces in her dress, weeping not from fear, but from safety.

The debriefing in the war room was short and sombre.

"We lost thirty Sentinels," one of Alistar's—no, Jonathan corrected himself, looking at the white-haired woman huddled in a blanket—one of Alisa’s lieutenants reported. "And nearly a hundred goblins."

"Casualties were high," Saikhi noted, her quill scratching softly against parchment. "But we eliminated the leadership of the Lizardfolk Clans and captured their stronghold’s resources. Despite the great cost in lives, this was a successful battle."

"We got everyone back," Painsley added, chugging a waterskin. She patted Myst on the back. Jonathan’s sister sat silently, wrapped in a cloak, staring at her hands. The purple glow had faded, but the air around her still felt charged, like static electricity. "That’s a win in my book."

Jonathan looked around the table. They were alive. Battered, traumatised, and changed, but alive.

"Dismissed," Jonathan said, his voice raspy. "Everyone, get some rest. We’ll figure out the next steps tomorrow."

As the room cleared, Jonathan remained, leaning against the heavy stone table. He felt the weight of the nullification stone in his pocket. It was a dangerous thing, but useful.

"Chieftain."

Jonathan turned. Talitha stood in the doorway. She had washed the war paint and blood from her face, leaving her looking younger, more vulnerable. Yet her eyes were hard, burning with a confusing mix of emotions.

"Talitha," Jonathan said softly. "You fought well."

"Come with me," she said. It wasn't a request. "To our chambers. To... the mating chambers."

Jonathan followed her up the winding stairs. When they reached the room Talitha shared with her mate, she pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Talitha placed Alisa on a fur rug in the centre of the room. Without ceremony, Alisa changed into a sheer silk robe that did nothing to hide her new curves. Her silver hair spilled over her shoulders, framing a face that was heartbreakingly beautiful and deeply ashamed.

"Close the door," Talitha commanded.

Jonathan clicked the latch shut. The tension was thick.

"What is it?" Jonathan asked, looking between the two women.

Talitha paced around Alisa like a predator circling a wounded animal. "We are broken, Chieftain. The pact is broken."

Alisa flinched but didn't look up. Her hands rested on her thighs, trembling slightly.

"Marra did this," Jonathan said, stepping toward Alisa. He crouched down, trying to catch her eye. "Alistar... Alisa. Listen to me. We have Painsley. We have Zigarete's knowledge of the Empire's archives. We can fix this. We can reverse what Flanken did."

Alisa’s head snapped up. Her eyes, usually so steely, were wide and wet. "No."

"No?" Jonathan blinked. "But... you're a man. A warrior. A lord of the Southlands. We can give that back to you."

"I cannot go back," Alisa whispered. Her voice was a melodic alto now, soft and breathy. "Not after what I did. Not after what I... felt."

"She surrendered," Talitha said, stopping her pacing to glare down at her mate. "She didn't fight them, Jonn. She took them. She spread her legs for the lizards and begged for it."

"I had to!" Alisa cried out, tears spilling over. "The magic... it changed my mind as much as my body. It made me... crave it. It made me empty." She clutched her stomach. "I felt so empty. I still feel so empty."

"We can fix the mind too," Jonathan insisted. "We can purge the corruption."

"It is not corruption!" Alisa shook her head violently, her silver hair whipping around her face. "It is... revelation. Punishment." She looked down at her breasts. "I failed. I was captured. I let my soldiers die. I let Gria be twisted."

"That wasn't your fault," Jonathan said firmly.

"It was." Alisa’s hand drifted down, ghosting over her crotch. "I need to atone, my Lord. I need to pay for my weakness." She looked up at him through her lashes, a look of pure, submissive desperation. "And this body... this form... it is the only way I know how."

Jonathan saw it then. It wasn't just guilt. It was an addiction. The transformation hadn't just given her tits and a pussy; it had installed a deep-seated, overwhelming need to be used. To be filled. The shame she felt wasn't stopping her; it was fueling her arousal. Her nipples were hard against the silk. Her scent filled the room.

"She wants it," Talitha growled, her voice rough. "Look at her. She’s dripping for it right now. My strong mate... reduced to a bitch in heat."

"I am a bitch," Alisa sobbed, a strange smile twisting her lips. "I am a weak, stupid bitch who needs a cock to tell her what to do."

She crawled forward on the rug, moving toward Jonathan. "Please, Lord Nightmare. Allow me to serve. Allow me to show you my new loyalty. Alistar is gone. There is only Alisa now."

Jonathan looked at Talitha. "Tali, this is—"

"Let her," Talitha said, her arms crossed. Her eyes were dark, conflicted. "If she refuses to be a man, then she must learn her place as a female."

Alisa didn't wait for further permission. She reached for Jonathan’s belt with trembling, eager hands.

"I learned so much in the caves," Alisa whispered, her breath hot against his stomach. "Marra taught me. Gobbo taught me. The lizards taught me."

She pulled his trousers down, freeing his semi-hard cock. The moment her skin touched him, Jonathan’s power flared. Alisa gasped as the arousal hit her. She was receptive to it, her transformed physiology drinking it in.

"Oh goddess... yes..." she moaned.

She didn't hesitate. She took him into her mouth. Her lips were soft, pillowy, creating a seal that felt incredible. Ger tongue swirled, teased, worshipped.

Jonathan looked down. It was jarring. This was the person who had taught him swordplay, who had led his armies. Now, she was on her knees, looking up at him with adoring, glazed eyes, sucking him like her life depended on the protein.

"So good," Alisa mumbled around him, saliva coating his length. "Tastes like power... tastes like command..."

She released him and turned around, presenting her ass. She pulled the silk robe up, revealing a perfect, heart-shaped bottom and a pussy that was already glistening.

"Please," she begged, looking back over her shoulder. "Use me. Validate me. Make me feel useful."

Talitha stepped forward. She placed a hand on Alisa’s head, gripping her hair and forcing her face down into the rug.

"She broke our vows," Talitha said, her voice thick with emotion. "She was supposed to be my mate. My equal."

Talitha looked at Jonathan. The huntress dropped her own furs, revealing her tanned, muscular body. She moved behind Alisa, her hands roaming over the curves of her former husband.

"But the forest adapts," Talitha murmured. "If I cannot have a mate..." She slapped Alisa’s ass, hard. Alisa yelped, but pushed back into the hand, moaning. "...then I will have a sister-wife."

Talitha looked at Jonathan, her eyes burning with golden fire.

"But I need a mate. We need a mate." She gestured to Alisa’s spreading folds. "The marriage stands, Jonn. We are bound. But she cannot lead me anymore. And I cannot follow a woman who whimpers for cock."

Talitha knelt beside Alisa’s head. "She needs a man. And so do I."

Jonathan looked at the two women. One broken and rebuilt into a vessel of lust, the other fierce and demanding, seeking a new anchor in the storm.

"You want me to take you both?" Jonathan asked, his voice hoarse.

"I want you to rule us," Talitha corrected. She leaned down and licked Alisa’s ear. "Fuck my mate, fuck her just the way she wants to be."

Jonathan didn't need to be told twice. The sight of Alisa presenting herself, the sheer perversion of the situation, combined with Talitha’s predatory encouragement, shattered his restraint.

He stepped forward and gripped Alisa’s ass.. They were wide, soft.

"You want to be useful, Alisa?" Jonathan asked. "Then be useful."

He thrust into her.

Alisa screamed, a high, feminine sound of pure ecstasy. "YES! YES! OH GODDESS!"

She was incredibly tight, yet her body yielded to him perfectly. It was as if Flanken had designed her specifically for this. The sensation of the former knight clamping down on his cock was mind-bending.

"Tell me you like being a girl," Jonathan demanded, slapping her ass.

"I love it!" Alisa sobbed into the fur. "I love it so much! I love having a pussy! I love being filled! Please, never change me back! I want to be a cocksleeve forever!"

Talitha watched, her eyes dark. She leaned in and kissed Alisa deeply, stifling her moans, asserting her own dominance over her former mate.

"You hear that?" Talitha pulled back, looking at Jonathan. "She’s your willing hole chieftain."

Talitha moved behind Jonathan. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her breasts against his back while he pounded into Alisa.

"Finish her," Talitha whispered in his ear. "Fill her. Fill her completely. Make sure she is bound to your cock like I am."

Alisa was babbling now, incoherent with pleasure. "Please... Lord... Chieftain... breed me... make me yours..."

Jonathan grabbed Alisa’s hair, pulling her head back. She looked completely ruined. It was the hottest thing he had ever seen.

"You're mine, Alisa," Jonathan groaned. "You belong to me now."

He drove deep, burying himself in her tightness. He unleashed his load, pumping wave after wave of cum into her new womb.

Alisa shrieked, her body seizing up in an orgasm so intense she collapsed flat onto the rug, twitching, unconscious from the first taste of Jonathan's power.

Jonathan pulled out, panting. Alisa just lay there.

Talitha stepped over Alisa’s prone form. She pushed Jonathan down onto the edge of the bed and straddled him immediately, taking his softening cock into her hand and stroking it back to life.

"Now," Talitha purred, her eyes gleaming. "My turn. Be just as rough with me as you were with my mate."

"Long may we fuck," Alisa whispered unconsciously from the floor, giggling deliriously.

"Long may we fuck," Talitha agreed, grinding down on Jonathan.


19: Punished

The heavy door of the ironwood cell slammed shut with Marra inside. She stumbled forward, her knees hitting the rough wooden floorboards. Beside her, Eya collapsed in a heap of tattered red spandex.

"Enjoy your new accommodation, bitches," Painsley chirped from the other side of the bars. The faen sorcerer held up a small bag of black stones, shaking them like dice. "And don't bother trying to magic your way out. I’ve taken precautions."

Marra glared up, trying to summon a shadow whip, a spark of lust, anything. She felt… nothing. Just a cold, heavy weight settling deep in her belly.

"What did you do?" Marra groaned, her voice still raspy from the sensory overload Jonathan had inflicted upon her.

"Found your stash of nullification stones," Painsley grinned, leaning against the bars. "Figured they were going to waste. So, I popped one inside Eya, chained one to the big guy’s chest, and for you, your Majesty..." Painsley pointed at Marra’s crotch. "...I put it right where it belongs. Deep inside that royal pussy."

Marra gasped, instinctively grasping her hands between her legs. She could feel it now, a cold, hard intrusion resting against her cervix, sucking the magic right out of her. It felt like a violation. It felt like a cork.

"You little…" Eya started, but her voice was weak.

"Have fun you three!" Painsley winked and skipped away down the corridor, humming a cheerful tune.

Marra scrambled to her feet, intending to rush the bars, but a massive hand clamped around her horn, lifting her off the ground effortlessly.

"Well, well," a deep voice rumbled against her ear. "If it isn't the Queen of the new world order."

Marra clawed at the hand. She was spun around and slammed against the wooden wall of the cell. Kordak loomed over her, his face twisted into a mask of pure, unadulterated hatred. A black nullification stone was bound tightly to his pectoral muscle with a locked device, rendering his metal-bending inert, but doing absolutely nothing to diminish his brute strength.

"Kordak," Marra smiled, trying to use her charisma, her feminine wiles, anything. "Listen to me. We can still—"

"Shut up," Kordak yelled. "You promised me power. You promised me conquest. Instead, I got my ass kicked and thrown in a box."

He tightened his grip. Marra’s legs kicked uselessly. She was weak, the aftermath of Jonathan’s magical overload leaving her trembling, and without her succubus strength, she was helpless against him.

"And you," Kordak growled, glancing over his shoulder at Eya. "The great tactician. The blood witch."

Eya pulled herself up, leaning against the opposite wall. Her white hair was matted, her eyes hollow. She looked at Marra with a disdain that matched Kordak’s.

"She used us," Eya said, her voice devoid of emotion. "She threw us at them while she played games." Eya walked closer, her movements stiff. "I was fucked by goblins because of her."

"We all lost because of her," Kordak agreed. He dropped Marra. She hit the floor hard. "And now we’re stuck in here with nothing to do."

Kordak looked down at the fallen demon queen. His eyes were filled with lust; they were filled with violence. He reached down and adjusted his trousers. His cock, thick and angry, sprang free. It was semi-hard, fueled by rage and desire.

"You wanted to be a queen?" Kordak sneered, grabbing Marra by her horns and dragging her to the centre of the cell. "Then serve your subjects."

"No!" Marra scrabbled at the floor. "I'm your queen! I am—"

"You're a hole," Kordak interrupted. He shoved her face into the floorboards, forcing her ass into the air. "A powerless, useless hole."

He didn't bother with lubrication. He didn't bother with foreplay. He grabbed her hips, his fingers digging into her purple flesh, and shoved himself inside her.

Marra screamed. The nullification stone inside her made the space cramped, unyielding. Kordak’s cock rammed against the stone with every thrust, grinding the magical dampener into her sensitive interior walls. It was agonising.

"Too tight?" Kordak laughed humorlessly, slamming his pelvis against her ass cheeks. "Good. Suffer."

"Please!" Marra sobbed, her face pressed against the wood. "Stop! It hurts!"

"Hurts like losing a war?" Eya asked coldly. The blood sorcerer stepped forward. She didn't help Marra. She didn't try to pull Kordak off. Instead, she grabbed a handful of Marra’s hair and yanked her head up.

"Look at me," Eya commanded. She straddled Marra’s face, pressing her crotch against the demon’s mouth. "You ordered me to suck the chieftain. You ordered me to degrade myself for your plans. Now you can be useful."

Marra tried to turn away, but Eya’s weight pinned her head. Kordak thrust harder from behind, forcing Marra forward into Eya’s waiting pussy.

"Open up," Eya commanded, grinding against Marra’s lips.

Caught between the rock of Kordak's cock and the hard place of Eya's crotch, Marra broke. She opened her mouth, allowing Eya to use her tongue as a cushion.

Outside the cell, sitting silently in the shadows of the stairwell, Lily watched. The fairy bit her lip; she should have left. She should have gone back to Jonathan or checked on the reconstruction. But she couldn't look away. It was turning her on; it shouldn't be, but it was.

Lily’s hand slipped beneath her translucent robes. Her fingers brushed against her clit. Seeing the massive man who had filled her earlier now wrecking the demon queen… it sparked something dark in her.

"Yeah," Lily whispered to herself, her wings fluttering rapidly. "Take it, you bitch."

Inside the cell, the punishment continued. Kordak was using Marra's body to vent his frustration. He treated her like a piece of furniture, a receptacle for his cock.

"You think you're better than us?" Kordak grunted, slapping Marra’s ass with a sound like a cracking whip. "You think you own us?"

Slap.

"You're nothing."

Slap.

Marra moaned, the sound muffled by Eya’s thighs.

"That's right," Eya moaned, her hands gripping the back of Marra’s head, riding her face. "Use your tongue, Queen. Lick up the mess you made."

Lily rubbed faster, her eyes glued to the scene. The nullification stone must be torture, grinding away inside her, blocking any energy she might have gained from her succubus physiology. She felt only the physical act, the stretching, the impact.

"Fuck," Lily gasped, leaning against the wall for support. "She deserves it. She deserves every inch."

Kordak picked up the pace, his breathing ragging. "I'm going to fill you with so much hate," he snarled. "I'm going to make sure you never forget who runs this cell."

Marra’s tail lay limp on the floor, twitching feebly with each thrust. She was completely dominated. The arrogant, plotting succubus was gone, replaced by a piece of meat being spit-roasted by her own former subordinates.

Lily imagined herself in the cell, not as the victim, but as one of the punishers. She imagined holding Marra down as Kordak pushed deep into her. The thought of it was intoxicating.

"Cumming!"

Kordak drove into Marra. He didn't pull out. He held her there, pinned against Eya, as he unleaded his load.

Marra convulsed, her body rejecting the intrusion but having no choice but to take it. Eya shuddered as well, climaxing from the friction against Marra’s face, grinding her juices onto the demon.

Lily stifled a scream, her own legs shaking as she came right there in the hallway. Her wings flared, glowing in the dark, as she rubbed her clit furiously.

Inside, Kordak pulled out. Marra collapsed. She lay there, leaking Kordak’s seed and Eya’s fluids, moaning quietly into the wood. The nullification stone remained lodged inside her, she was absolutely defeated.

Kordak wiped his cock on her ass. Eya stepped away, wiping herself down with a torn piece of Marra’s outfit.

"Clean yourself up," Kordak growled, zipping his pants. "We go again in an hour."

Lily waited until her breathing steadied, then wiped her hand on her robe. She took one last look at the broken Queen on the floor, shivering and defeated.

"Karma's a bitch," Lily whispered with a satisfied smirk. She pushed off the wall and fluttered back up the stairs, leaving the trio to their misery.


20: Daylight

Daylight greeted the Dread Tower with a golden embrace. For the first time in what felt like an eternity, the light didn't reveal approaching armies or smoke-choked skies. It revealed a village waking up to peace. The sounds of construction had replaced the clash of steel, and the scent of fresh bread from the bakery finally overpowered the smell of burnt timber.

Jonathan walked the battlements, stretching his arms over his head. His body still ached from the fight in the subterranean cavern. Beside him, Saikhi adjusted her glasses, her ledger tucked firmly against her chest.

"Final casualty reports are finalised, Master," she said, her voice crisp but lighter than usual. "We lost good people, but fewer than our projections estimated for a frontal assault on a fortified stronghold. Morale is, well, it is exceedingly high."

Jonathan chuckled, looking down at the village where a group of goblins were currently engaged in a celebratory conga line that seemed to be devolving into an orgy. "I can see that."

"We have won, Master," Saikhi beamed, a genuine, relieved smile that made her blue eyes glow. "We defeated the Lizardfolk clans, and our friends are safe. It is a good morning."

"Ideally, I'd sleep for a week," Jonathan admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. "But I should probably check on everyone. Make sure the 'rescue' actually took."

He started his rounds at the residential wing. He stood before Myst's door for a moment, hesitating. The last time he’d seen her, she had been a glowing avatar of destruction, a super sayain of cum. Now, the purple aura was gone, leaving just his sister.

He knocked softly. "Mari?"

"Come in, idiot," came the muffled reply.

Jonathan pushed the door open. Myst was sitting on the edge of her bed, dressed in a simple silk robe. She looked tired but lucid. The moment she saw him, she stood up and crossed the room. She almost wrapped her arms around him, but then thought better of it.

"You came for me," she smiled.

"Of course I did. You're my sister."

She punched him lightly on the arm. "You're such an idiot. Charging into a dragon's den like that." She sniffed, wiping a tear from her eye. "But you're a good idiot. Thank you."

"We would have been screwed without you going nuclear at the end there," Jonathan grinned. "That was fucking awesome."

"Yeah, well, I had a lot of... fuel," she muttered, blushing.

The door creaked open again behind them. "Dad!"

Gobbo and Gobby squeezed through the doorway, followed closely by Saikhi who had caught up. The twins looked remarkably recovered, their purple skin vibrant, their eyes bright with mischievous energy.

"We heard Aunty was awake!" Gobby chirped, bouncing over to hug Myst's waist.

"Family hug!" Gobbo declared, wrapping his arms around Saikhi, Gobby, and Myst.

"We are just so happy everyone is safe," Saikhi said warmly.

"Mother says we should celebrate," Gobby looked up at Jonathan, her eyes wide and innocent, yet entirely not. "Properly. Now that we're all here."

Myst looked at the twins, then at Saikhi, and finally at Jonathan. The flush on her cheeks deepened. "Well... we are all family, aren't we? And considering how this world works..." She bit her lip, her hand sliding down Jonathan's arm. "I guess we shouldn't let all this affection go to waste."

Jonathan looked at Saikhi. She nodded, already loosening the ties of her dress. "It would be good for morale, Master. And for research. The dynamics of a full family unit engaging in shared intimacy..."

"I mean, technically, we aren't blood-related here…" The point fell on deaf ears. "Lock the door, Gobbo," Jonathan smiled, surrendering to the inevitability of it.

What followed was chaotic. Jonathan sat on the edge of the bed as Gobby and Myst took turns on his lap, the two women sharing him without jealousy. Saikhi guided Gobbo, teaching her son how to properly fuck her.

"That's it, Aunty," Gobby giggled as she kissed Myst, their tongues meeting while they ground against Jonathan's thighs. "Just let go."

Myst moaned, her hands pulling at Jonathan's hair as she rode his knee, watching Gobbo breed his mother on the rug. "This place is insane," she gasped, "but I think I like it."

The women were passed around between Jonathan and Gobbo. Myst got to know her nephew thoroughly as Saikhi took Gobby's place. By the time they finished, Jonathan felt drained in the best possible way. He left them napping and continued his tour.

He found Aldo in one of the larger guest suites. Or rather, he found Aldos.

The room was filled with duplicates. At least ten of them stood around the bed, while another five were actively engaged on the mattress. In the centre of it all was Talitha.

The Huntress looked radiant. She was enjoying herself and erasing the memory of Tellik's touch with an overload of Aldo’s affection. She was on all fours, one Aldo behind her, another in front of her face, while three more used their hands on her body.

"More!" Talitha commanded, her voice strong and demanding.

"At your service, my dear," the Aldos chorused in a surreal, polyphonic harmony.

Jonathan watched from the doorway as one duplicate climaxed and vanished into a puff of light, instantly replaced by another stepping from the sidelines. It was an assembly line of pleasure, efficient and endless. Talitha caught Jonathan’s eye mid-thrust. She didn't stop; she didn't look ashamed. She winked, a feral grin on her face, before grabbing an Aldo by the hair and pulling him down for a kiss.

She was going to be fine.

Leaving the merchants to their work, Jonathan headed for the training grounds. The clash of wood against wood echoed off the stone walls.

Zigarete stood in the centre of the ring, holding a training staff. Opposite her stood Alisa. The former knight wore simple leathers that clung to her new feminine frame. She looked frustrated, sweaty, determined.

"Again," Zigarete barked. "Your centre of gravity is lower now. Use your hips, not your shoulders."

Alisa lunged, but her movement was clumsy. She expected reach and weight she no longer possessed. Zigarete sidestepped easily and tapped Alisa on the ass with the staff.

"Dead," Zigarete stated dryly. "If I were a brute, you'd be breeding stock right now."

Alisa growled, throwing the training sword down. "It feels wrong! The weight is all wrong! My chest gets in the way, my arms are too weak..."

"Your arms are fine," Zigarete countered, walking over to correct Alisa’s stance. She placed her hands on Alisa’s waist, guiding her hips. "You're trying to fight like a burly man. Stop it. Your body is different now. You're faster. More flexible. Use that."

Jonathan leaned against a pillar, watching. He half-expected the training to devolve into sex—it usually did around here—but Zigarete was all business. She was rebuilding Alisa as a warrior.

"Look at me," Zigarete commanded, lifting Alisa’s chin. "You survived Marra. You survived the transformation. You are not a victim, Alisa. You are a weapon that needs a whetstone."

Alisa took a deep breath, nodding slowly. She picked up the sword. "Right. Use the hips." She fell into a stance that looked less like a knight's grounded position and more fluid, like a dancer's ready pose.

"Better," Zigarete nodded. "Now, come at me. And stop thinking about how much you want to suck cocks. Focus."

"I'm trying!" Alisa snapped, swinging the sword. This time, she moved with a lethal grace, nearly catching Zigarete off guard.

Jonathan smiled and moved on. Alistar might be gone, but the Leader of the Sentinels was still in there.

Down in the lower levels, near the entrance to the goblin caves, the atmosphere was heavy with smoke and incense. Jonathan found Yianna there. The former Queen had forsaken her maid outfit for some simple loose linens. She stood at the entrance to the breeding pits.

"Yianna?"

She turned, offering a serene, beatific smile. "My Lord."

"You don't have to do this," Jonathan said gently. "You can come back to the tower."

Yianna shook her head slowly. "No, my Lord. I want to be here." She gestured into the caves, where dozens of goblins were going about their business. "In the stronghold... when Marra gave us to the warriors... I felt great. I felt like an object. Pure, biological purpose."

She placed a hand on her belly.

"I have decided to stay here for the time being. With them. The tribe needs mothers. They need to replace their casualties." She looked back at Jonathan, her eyes clear. "My first two daughters I failed, but now, I will be a mother of goblins. I will do it right. And I will be happy."

A burly goblin warrior approached, chittering something in his native tongue. Yianna stroked his cheek affectionately. "Yes, shortly. I am speaking with Lord Nightmare."

She bowed to Jonathan. "Do not worry about me. I choose this."

Jonathan nodded, respecting her choice, however strange it seemed to him. "If you need anything..."

"Just send more food," she chuckled. "We're going to have a lot of mouths to feed soon."

As he walked back toward the main hall, a small, blue hand grabbed his robe and yanked him into a supply closet.

"Magic Man!"

The Goblin Queen pressed him against the shelves, bags of flour puffing dust into the air. She looked fierce and undeniably horny.

"You smashed the demon woman and flying lizards."

"I had help," Jonathan wheezed as she squeezed his ass.

"Don't care. You are the big chief." She reached into his robes without preamble. "The tribe is celebrating. The Queen needs to celebrate too. And the Queen wants the King."

There was no arguing with goblin royalty. Jonathan let her take him right there amidst the supplies, a quick and furious fuck that left him exhausted and covered in flour, while the Goblin Queen marched out looking thoroughly satisfied, adjusting her make-shift crown of local foliage.

Finally, Jonathan made his way to the Tower's Desire. The brothel was bustling even in the midday sun. He spotted Garth behind the bar, looking pleased with himself.

"Business is good?" Jonathan asked.

"Business is incredible," Garth grinned. "And look who we have now."

Jonathan noticed something flicker in his periphery, like one of the walls of the brothel turned into a green wireframe mesh for a brief second, but when he looked at it, it seemed normal. Just plain old wood.

"Still with me?" Garth waved a hand in front of Jonathan's face.

"Uh yeah, sorry go on."

Garth pointed to a table near the stage. Gria sat there, surrounded by three mesmerised merchants. The former Sentinel soldier was laughing, tossing her blonde hair back. She wore a dress that was painted on, displaying the curves.

Jonathan approached the table. "Gria. Or do you prefer Gragar?"

Gria looked up, her smile dazzling. "It's Gria, My Lord. Gragar got lost in the caves." She leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. "And honestly? Good riddance to him. He was always so serious. So... stiff." She winked at one of the merchants, who looked like he might faint.

"You're staying here, then?"

"The Sentinels are great," Gria said, running a hand down her side. "But I think I'm better suited for this kind of action now. I like the attention. I like the engagement. Garth says I'm a natural."

"She's the top earner already," Garth called from the bar.

"Long may we fuck," Gria toasted with her wine glass.

"Long may we fuck," Jonathan replied, raising a hand in farewell.

Time, as it often does when one isn't running for their life, began to blur.

Days turned into weeks. The reconstruction of the village finished ahead of schedule, thanks to the relentless energy of the goblin workforce and Painsley's beasts doing the heavy lifting. The scars of Marra's attack were painted over, built over, and eventually forgotten.

Weeks turned into months.

The integration of the surviving Lizardfolk was rocky at first. Many had fled into the mountains after Marra’s defeat, but a significant number of the leaderless and broken clans surrendered. Saikhi, in a stroke of administrative genius, had integrated them into the heavy labour force. It turned out that lizardfolk, especially the remaining dragon-lizards, were excellent at mining. In exchange for food, shelter, and the occasional service girl, the lizardfolk became a productive part of the Dread Tower's economy.

Word from Rainfell was non-existent. Scouts reported the borders were sealed tight. Tellik had gone to ground, likely healing his wound and his pride. Even the trackers couldn't find the Tracker. It was a quiet that Jonathan didn't entirely trust, but he welcomed the reprieve.

The Dread Tower transformed from a fortress of fear into a bustling hub of trade and debauchery. Merchants travelled from as far as the Southern Wastes to trade in the safe shadow of the spire. The Tower's Desire expanded into a full entertainment complex.

Jonathan sat on the throne of the Dread Tower, a seat that was slowly becoming more comfortable. He wore fine robes of midnight silk, and the Spear of Narcese rested by his side.

Saikhi stood before him, reading from a scroll that was unrolled halfway across the floor.

"Grain production from the southern farms has stabilised," she reported, her voice echoing in the grand hall. "The trade agreement with Dormik is yielding a surplus. We have successfully stockpiled enough food for the winter, with enough left over to export to the newly added independent settlements."

She pushed her glasses up her nose. "The goblin population has tripled. Again. We are looking into expanding the cave systems to the west to accommodate them. Gobby has begun teaching a literacy class for the younglings. It is surprisingly popular."

"And the security?" Jonathan asked, leaning his chin on his fist.

"Talitha reports that the perimeter is secure. Alisa has restructured the Sentinel training regimen to incorporate the new fighting style Zigarete developed. The mixed units of Sentinels and Lizardfolk shock troops are quite formidable."

Saikhi lowered the scroll, looking up at him with a proud smile. "In short, Master, the state of the Dread Tower is strong. We are prosperous. We are secure. Peace is profitable."

Jonathan smiled. It felt surreal. He had done it. He had taken a broken ruin and turned it into a kingdom. He had saved his friends, built a family, and created a sanctuary in a world gone mad.

"Good work, Saikhi. Excellent work."

"Does this mean I get a reward?" She teased, stepping closer to the throne, licking her lips.

Before Jonathan could answer, the heavy doors of the throne room banged open.

A scout stumbled in. He was covered in dust, breathing ragged, his clothes torn. He was one of the runners stationed near the southern coast. He practically fell onto the stone floor, gasping for air.

"My Lord!" the scout wheezed.

Jonathan stood up immediately, the Spear of Narcese flowing into his hand. "What is it? Is it Tellik?"

The scout shook his head frantically, coughing. "No... no, my Lord. It's the Brute Legion."

A chill ran through the room.

"They marched south," the scout gasped, looking up with terror in his eyes. "Thousands of them. They didn't just attack, they swarmed over the walls like insects."

He swallowed hard.

"Cliffside has fallen, my Lord. The city is overrun. And they're rounding up everyone with a mark. They're coming for the sorcerers. They're coming north."


21: Bolstering

The smoke from the burning warehouses curled thick and oily, carrying the scent of charred timber and sea salt. Cliffside, once the proud jewel of seabound trade, now looked like a kicked-over anthill. Brute Legion soldiers stomped through the cobblestone streets, their heavy boots crushing debris and merchandise alike.

On the docks, the chaos had been wrestled into a terrifying order.

Aurra walked along the pier, her heels clicking against the wood. Her massive breasts bounced slightly within her metal breastplate, the polished steel gleaming orange from the nearby fires. Beside her, Rike looked like a mountain of iron and muscle, his halberd resting casually on a shoulder that could support a collapsed roof.

"A good harvest," Aurra said, surveying the long line of captives kneeling on the rough planks. "Better than the raids."

Dozens of sorcerers, identifiable by the glowing sigils on their skin, were being sorted like cattle. Brutes moved down the lines, roughly checking teeth and limbs. Every captive had a small, grey stone pressed against their neck, held in place by thick leather collars. The nullification stones dimmed their marks to a faint, sickly pulse, leaving them powerless.

"The city militia was weak," Rike said matter-of-factly, his voice muffled slightly by his helmet. "They relied too much on mercenaries. Mercenaries care more for their lives than they do their money."

"Crowns are a crutch for the weak, my love. Aurra stopped in front of a terrified young woman with a mark shaped like a spiralling tempest on her thigh. Aurra tapped the mark with the tip of her spear. "This one has potential. Wide hips. Strong legs. Put her in the stockades."

A nearby brute grunted and hauled the girl to her feet, dragging her toward a series of wooden frames erected near the cargo cranes. The stockades were simple, efficient structures designed to bend a prisoner over while keeping them immobilised. Already, nearly twenty women were locked in, their skirts hiked up or torn away entirely, exposing them to the humid sea air.

Aurra gestured to the group of male sorcerers huddled separately. "Have these ones sent to my command tent. I want to inspect their vitality personally before we decide if they are fit for labour or the battlefield."

"Yes, Mother." Rike signalled a squad of legionnaires, who began prodding the men with spear butts, marching them away from the water.

With the sorting managed, Aurra turned her attention to the stockades. The Brute Legion soldiers were already queuing up, their armour clanking as they jostled for position. There was no discipline here, only primal urge. The nullification collars kept the women docile, their struggles weak and uncoordinated as the massive soldiers stepped up behind them.

"We hold here for now," Aurra said, watching a particularly large brute grope the breasts of a captured sorcerer with healing magic while he positioned himself. "The men need to blow off steam, and we need to replenish our numbers. Every drop of seed planted tonight is a soldier for the Empire in months to come." The breeding rate was remarkably fast with Sala's technique, almost as fast as goblins.

"And Sidim?" Rike asked. He watched the brute thrust forward into the woman, the wooden stockade creaking under the impact.

"We keep our promise. Send the Third Cohort north to secure the town for the Sisters. They need protection for their research if we want those accelerated growth elixirs." Aurra smoothed her hand over Rike’s bicep, feeling the hard muscle beneath the sleeve. "But the main force stays here. We fortify. We breed. We let the world wonder what we are doing."

She looked north, toward where the Dread Tower pierced the clouds in the distance. "We will test them, though. Send raiding parties. Nothing large enough to provoke a full war, just enough to find the cracks in their armour. Rainfell, too."

"And the Demon Queen?"

"Marra?" Aurra laughed, a throaty sound that made several nearby soldiers glance her way. "Reports say she is gone. Defeated by the Dread Sorcerer of the Tower. Jonn Nightmare. A stroke of luck for us. Marra was unpredictable, dangerous. A rival I did not need. With her out of the way, the board is much clearer."

A collective roar went up from the soldiers near the stockades as the first brute finished, dumping his load deep inside the moaning captive. Aurra’s eyes darkened with arousal at the sight. The raw display of dominance, the utter helplessness of the sorcerers, she was getting worked up. She reached into a pouch at her belt and pulled out a handful of small, red pills. Firestokers. Alchemical compounds that turned a man’s blood to magma and his cock to stone. Acquired some time ago from a passing merchant.

"You've been working so hard, my sweet," Aurra said with motherly affection, holding the pills out to her son. "You deserve the best of the spoils."

Rike looked at the pills, then at the line of women. He took the handful and swallowed them dry.

"All of them?" he asked.

"Until you run dry, or until they break," she ordered.

Rike removed his codpiece. His cock began to swell visibly as the alchemical heat hit his system. Veins throbbed along the shaft. He walked toward the nearest stockade, shoving a lesser brute out of the way.

The woman trapped there, a redhead with a flame mark on her shoulder, tried to buck away as Rike loomed behind her. The null stone collar chinked against the wood.

"Hold still," Rike grunted.

He didn't wait for compliance. He buried himself in the redhead. She seemed to make a sound, but it was lost in the cheers of the surrounding legionnaires.

Aurra watched with intent, critical eyes. "Deeper, Rike. Make sure it finds the womb. We don't waste anything."

Rike worked with the efficiency of a trained soldier. The firestokers made him relentless. He fucked the sorcerer hard, almost breaking the heavy timber frame she was trapped in. Every thrust forced a gasp from the woman. He didn't slow down, didn't kiss her, didn't acknowledge her. She was a vessel, and he was filling it. He would have felt bad about this, but this was his mother's wishes, and mother knew best.

He pumped his seed into her. Aurra nodded in approval.

"Next," she commanded.

Rike pulled out and moved to the next stockade without pausing to catch his breath. A brunette this time, barely of age. He took her with the same rigour.

One by one, Rike worked his way down the line. The drugs kept him impossibly hard, his stamina fueled by the incestuous pride radiating from his mother. The women were systematically stretched and filled by the Brute Commander.

By the time he reached the twelfth woman, Rike was starting to falter, but his erection was as stiff as the steel of his halberd. He finished inside a trembling ice sorcerer, holding himself deep inside her for a long moment to ensure the deposit was secure.

Aurra stepped forward as he pulled away. She waved the other brutes back.

"You've done well," she whispered, stepping between him and the next stockade. "But watching you has made me hungry."

She unlaced the side of her metal panties, letting them clatter to the dock planks. Her own heat radiated from her.

"Mother?" Rike’s voice was heavy, drugged with lust and exhaustion.

"Finish with me," she ordered, turning around and bending over the railing of the pier, presenting her ass to him. "Put it where it belongs."

Rike complied. He gripped his mother’s waist and drove into her, the sensation different, stronger than the fragile sorcerers. Aurra moaned, a loud, unashamed sound of pleasure as her son filled her up, validating their twisted hierarchy amidst the burning ruins of the city they had conquered.


22: Withdrawal

A cold, gnawing hollowness that clawed at Myst’s insides. She sat on a stool in Painsley’s laboratory, her legs bouncing with a restless, frantic energy. Her hands trembled as she gripped the edge of the slate workbench.

"It feels like... like I'm starving," Myst whispered, her teeth chattering. "But in my veins. In my womb."

Painsley whistled, adjusting the straps of her freshly repaired leotard as she inspected Myst with a clinical, yet deeply perverted, eye. The faen sorcerer circled Myst, poking her in the arm.

"Classic comedown," Painsley diagnosed, popping a piece of dried fruit into her mouth. "You went nuclear, babe. You burned through a huge supply of cum-power in about thirty seconds. Your body got used to having that high-octane fuel, and now you’re running on fumes."

"I feel weak," Myst complained, hugging herself. The memory of the power was vivid—the feeling of invincibility as she tore through the lizardfolk. Now, without the internal reservoir of semen, she felt fragile. "I need... I need to recharge. But I can't just go around fucking everyone all day. I have duties."

"Well, you could fuck everyone all day," Painsley pointed out with a grin. "Works for me. But I get it. You want a reserve. A rainy day fund."

Painsley swept a pile of beakers off the table, ignoring the sound of shattering glass, and pulled over a large chalkboard. She grabbed a piece of chalk and drew a crude stick figure of Myst, then drew a giant drop of liquid inside the figure's stomach.

"So, here’s the science," Painsley said, tapping the board. "I’ve been analysing your powers for a while now. Don't ask me how. Anyway, when you take a load inside, it processes slowly. Digests, basically. Gives you long-term strength, like protein."

She drew a second picture, this one of the fluid splashing onto the stick figure's skin.

"But that's not the end of it. Your skin is permeable to the essence. It absorbs instantly on contact. Lots of cum hitting you all at once. Or lots of cum built up inside of you without effect. Then…" Painsley drew an explosion around the stick figure. "Boom. Instant super-soldier. Cum-fueled Captain America."

Myst looked at the drawings, trying to focus through the shakes. "So?"

"Sooooo," Painsley turned, eyes gleaming with mad inspiration. "We don't just need you filled up. We need a battery. A portable silo of spunk that you can unleash whenever you need a power spike."

Painsley reached under the workbench and hauled out a strange contraption. It looked like a cross between a milking machine and a backpack. A large glass cylinder was reinforced with copper bands, connected to a series of suction tubes and pumps.

"I call it the Cum Guzzler 3000," Painsley announced proudly. "I was going to use it on the tentacle beast to harvest fertiliser for Dormik, but it works on humanoids too. We fill this tank up with premium, high-grade cum. You wear it, or keep it nearby. When you need a boost? You open the valve, splash that goop all over yourself, and absorb the power instantly."

Myst stared at the device. It was ridiculous. It was lewd. It was exactly what she needed. Her sorcerer mark throbbed in agreement, yearning for the potent fluid.

"Where are we going to get enough... material... to fill that?" Myst asked, eyeing the gallon-sized tank.

Painsley laughed, a dirty, raucous sound. "Babe, we live in a village full of soldiers, mercenaries, and goblins who just survived a war. The testosterone levels in this valley are high enough to drown a horse. But if you want quality? Volume?"

She made a jerking motion in the air with her hand.

"The Tower's Desire," Painsley said. "They are sitting on a goldmine of stress relief right now. They’d be happy to be milked for a good cause. Especially if the fucking is on the house."

Myst bit her lip. The withdrawal pangs hit her again, a cramp low in her belly that made her whimper. She needed it. She needed the warmth, the energy, the life.

"Give it to me," Myst said, standing up on shaky legs. She grabbed the device. "I'm going to fill this thing."

"Have fun!"

The walk to the Tower’s Desire was a blur. The village was bustling, but Myst barely noticed. Her focus was singular. She clutched the heavy glass tank and its tangle of tubes to her chest.

She burst into the brothel. The main room was quiet, preparing for the evening rush. A few girls were cleaning tables, casting curious glances at the frantic, raven-haired woman marching toward the back offices.

Myst didn't stop to chat. She navigated through the back hallway to the VIP area and Garth's private office. She didn't knock. Why would she? She was his secretary; she practically lived in this office.

She threw the door open.

"Garth, I need—"

She froze.

Garth was leaning back in his heavy oak chair, his head thrown back, eyes closed in bliss. His trousers were around his ankles, his thick, hairy thighs spread wide. Kneeling between his legs was an Ashborn; it was Saikhi.

The Ashborn administrator looked up as the door banged against the wall. Her cheeks were hollowed, her lips wrapped tight around Garth's impressive erection. She didn't stop immediately; she took one long, deep drag, her eyes glowing with that familiar mix of intelligence and lust, before pulling off with an audible pop.

"Oh," Saikhi said, absently licking her lips. She adjusted her glasses, looking completely unbothered. "Good afternoon, Myst. I was just conducting a performance review regarding the integrity of the manager's morale."

Garth cracked one eye open, a devastatingly satisfied grin on his face. "Myst! Join the party. Saikhi here has a throat like a vice."

Myst stood in the doorway, the hunger inside her roaring to life at the sight of the exposed cock. The smell of precum, so close to what she needed.

"I... I didn't mean to interrupt," Myst stammered, though she made no move to leave. Her eyes were glued to Garth’s shaft, watching it bob with his heartbeat.

"Nonsense," Saikhi said, standing up and smoothing her dress over her ample hips. "Collaboration and teambuilding are important. Is that Painsley’s tentacle milking prototype?"

Saikhi pointed to the contraption in Myst’s arms.

"I need a fix," Myst admitted, her voice trembling. She stepped into the room and kicked the door shut behind her. She set the tank down on the desk with a heavy thud. "I need reserve power."

She looked at Garth, desperation creeping into her tone.

"I need to harvest him. And anyone else we can find."

Garth sat up straighter, looking at the glass tank and the suction cups attached to the tubes. He looked at Myst’s eager face, then at Saikhi’s curious expression.

"Harvest?" Garth chuckled nervously. "That sounds ominous, darlin'. But if you need a top-up, I'm hardly going to say no to that mouth of yours."

"Not my mouth," Myst said, unhooking the tubing. "This is for storage. I need to drain you into the tank. But..." She looked at her shaking hands. "I need him hard. I need him close. The machine works best when you're on the edge."

Saikhi’s eyes lit up. "Fascinating. Mechanical extraction for storage. A logical logistic solution to your metabolic requirements." She stepped back toward Garth, placing a hand on his thigh. "I was merely warming him up, but he has plenty of stamina left. Perhaps we should call in Borris and Sten? To ensure the vessel is filled to capacity?"

"Yes," Myst breathed. "Call them."

Garth reached for a bell on his desk and rang it twice.

While they waited, Myst walked around the desk. Her withdrawal made her bold, stripping away her usual hesitation. She needed the essence, and she needed it now. She hadn't fucked anyone for at least a week.

"Can I?" Myst asked, hovering her hand over Garth’s cock.

"Be my guest," Saikhi said, stepping aside to lean against the wall, pulling out a notepad from nowhere to document the process.

Myst dropped to her knees. She didn't use her mouth immediately. She grabbed Garth’s shaft with both hands, squeezing the warm, hard flesh. The contact alone sent a jolt of relief through her system; just the residue on his skin was enough to dull the sharpest edge of her pain.

"Fuck," Myst moaned, rubbing her cheek against the head. "You smell so good."

"Easy there," Garth grunted, his hands resting on her head. "You're shaking like a leaf."

"I'm empty, Garth," she whispered, looking up at him. "Fill the tank. Please."

Borris and Sten entered the room a moment later. The two warriors stopped, taking in the scene: their boss getting fondled by his secretary while the Tower’s administrator took notes.

"Everything alright, Captain?" Borris asked, though his eyes were already drifting to Myst’s cleavage.

"Better than alright," Garth grinned. "Ladies need a donation. Pants down, boys. We’re filling a tank."

Sten didn't need to be told twice. He started unbuckling. "Well, if it’s for charity."

Myst looked at the three men. Three sources. Three batteries.

"I need to get you all ready," Myst said, her voice husky. She stood up, her movements jerky but purposeful. "I need you all ready to burst."

She grabbed the suction attachment from the machine. It was a clear sleeve made of soft, magical silicone, connected to the tank by a ribbed hose.

"Saikhi," Myst said, "Can you help me? I can't handle three at once."

Saikhi smiled, tucking her notepad away. "It would be my pleasure to assist in the extrusion process."

Saikhi took charge of Sten, guiding him to sit on the edge of the desk. She knelt before him, her skilled mouth working him into a frenzy, while her hands roamed over his thighs. Borris stood nearby, stroking himself, watching the display with hungry eyes.

Myst focused on Garth. She climbed onto his lap, facing him, straddling his legs without actually taking him inside her. She needed the friction. She ground her crotch against his cock while her hands rubbed it against her folds.

"That's it," Garth groaned, "You're eager today."

"Need it," Myst panted. She leaned forward, kissing him deeply. She felt the pressure building in him, the vein on the side of his shaft throbbing under her fingers.

"I'm getting close," Garth warned, breaking the kiss.

"Not yet," Myst commanded. She grabbed the suction sleeve. "Borris, bring my machine over here."

Borris stepped up. He was fully hard, dragging his hand up and down his length with one hand, and passing her the Cum Guzzler 3000 in her other hand.

"How does this work?" Borris asked.

"Like this," Myst said. She slid the sleeve onto Garth’s cock. It fit snugly, creating an airtight seal around the base. She flipped a switch on the tank.

The machine whirred to life. A low thwump-thwump-thwump sound filled the room.

Garth’s eyes went wide. "Goddess..."

The suction was intense. It pulled at him, massaging the entire length while stimulating the head with pulses of vacuum pressure.

"Oh goddess," Garth groaned, gripping the arms of his chair so hard the wood creaked. "That’s... that's intense."

"Don't hold back," Myst encouraged, watching the clear tube. "Give it everything."

Within seconds, Garth blew. His body tensed, lifting off the chair as he erupted. Myst watched with fascination as thick spurts of white fluid shot into the tube, whisked away instantly by the vacuum and deposited into the glass tank with a splatter.

The machine kept milking him even after he finished, drawing out every last drop, draining him completely dry.

"Fuck me," Garth wheezed as Myst switched the suction off and slid the sleeve free with a wet pop. "That felt like it pulled my soul out."

"One down," Myst said, checking the level in the tank. It was a good start, a solid layer of white covering the bottom. "Borris, you're next."

She turned to the lieutenant. He looked both terrified and incredibly aroused.

"You saw how it works," Myst said, stepping between his legs. "But I need you on the edge first."

She didn't use her hands this time. She pulled the top of her dress down, freeing her breasts. She pressed Borris’s cock between them, squeezing her tits together around his shaft.

"Oh, fuck yes," Borris groaned, looking down at the sight of his cock sliding between her soft flesh.

Myst moved her upper body back and forth, fucking his cock with her cleavage. The friction warmed her skin, the pre-cum that leaked from him rubbing into her chest, giving her tiny micro-doses of relief.

"Harder," she demanded. "Get there."

Saikhi, meanwhile, had finished prepping Sten. The man was panting, gripping Saikhi’s white hair as she licked the underside of his balls.

"He is prepared for extraction," Saikhi announced, her voice vibrating against Sten’s skin.

"Hold him there," Myst ordered. She grabbed a second attachment from the machine. Painsley had thought ahead and tossed it to Saikhi.

Saikhi caught it and slid it smoothly over Sten’s throbbing erection.

"Now, Borris," Myst said, glancing up at the brute of a man. She felt him twitch between her breasts. She grabbed his cock, pulling it from her cleavage, and immediately capped it with the suction device she had used on Garth.

She flipped the switch for both lines.

Thwump-thwump-thwump.

The sound doubled. Sten and Borris shouted in unison as the machines went to work. Saikhi watched the tube connected to Sten, tapping the glass tank as the first shots of fluid began to race through the lines.

"Such efficiency," Saikhi observed, watching the level in the tank rise. "The mixture of donors creates a potent cocktail."

Myst stared at the tank. The white fluid swirled and pooled, rising inch by inch. It was pure power. It was stability.

Borris’s knees buckled as he climaxed, his hands grabbing Myst’s shoulders for support. He pumped load after load into the machine, emptying his balls into the reservoir. Across the room, Sten was cursing fluently as the machine milked him dry.

When the machine finally fell silent, the tank was nearly a third full. A swirling, opaque mixture of essence from three virile warriors.

Myst disconnected the tubes. The men were slumped and dazed, looking like deflated balloons.

"Is it... is it enough?" Garth asked from his chair, still catching his breath.

Myst picked up the heavy tank. She swirled it gently. She unscrewed the cap on the top.

"Only one way to find out," she whispered.

She dipped her hand into the tank. The fluid was warm. She brought her hand out, coated in the thick white mixture, and slapped it onto her own neck and chest.

The reaction was immediate.

The warmth exploded across her skin. The shaking in her hands stopped instantly. It wasn't the overwhelming nuclear blast she felt during the battle, but it was steady. Grounding.

She let out a long, shuddering breath, her posture straightening. She felt strong again.

"Oh yeah," Myst smiled, dipping her hand in again and rubbing more of the fluid onto her breasts like lotion as it seeped into her skin. "That hits the spot."

Saikhi stood up, wiping her mouth and straightening her glasses. She looked at the dazed men, then at the satisfied Myst.

"Excellent," Saikhi said. "Now that the prototype has been proven to work, I believe we should establish a roster. Regular donations to keep the strategic reserve full. We can replace the vials as needed."

Garth looked at his exhausted lieutenants, then at the saited Myst. He shrugged, a lazy grin returning to his face.

"Put us down," Garth said. "But I expect a bonus."

Myst capped the tank, hugging it to her chest like a precious treasure. "Don't worry, boys. I'll give you your bonuses personally."


23: Amnesty

The dust of the road clung to Jonathan’s cloak as he dismounted the forrin near the stables. The newly constructed gates of the village rumbled shut behind the scouting party. Talitha swung down from her mount with the fluid grace of a predator, her tribal tattoos obscured by a layer of trail grit.

"They aren't committing," Talitha said, wiping sweat from her forehead. "The Brute forces around Dormik are just testing the perimeter. Poking the fences to see if they bite back."

Jonathan nodded, handing the reins of his forrin to a goblin stablehand. "It’s a probing action. Aurra is smart. She won't overextend until she’s secured Cliffside completely." He rubbed the back of his neck, feeling the tension in his muscles. "But we can't leave Dormik exposed. If we lose the food supply, we lose the war before it even starts."

"I’ll deploy more goblins there," Talitha suggested, stretching her back. "They breed fast enough to replace any losses, and they’re small enough to hide in the tall grain for ambushes. It will make the Legion Brutes hesitate to march through the fields."

"Do it," Jonathan agreed. "And tell Gobby to go with them. She’s developed a good head for tactics lately, and the goblins fight harder when one of their women is watching."

As Talitha headed off to organise the deployment, Jonathan turned toward the tower. He had one more task to attend to before he could rest. He needed soldiers. He needed sorcerers. And currently, three of the most powerful assets in the region were rotting in a wooden box in his basement.

He found Zigarete sharpening her spear in the main hall. She looked up as he approached. She scanned him for injury.

"You're back," she stated flatly. "Still alive?"

"For now." Jonathan gestured toward the stairs leading down to the detention level. "Walk with me. I'm going to offer terms to the prisoners."

Zigarete raised an eyebrow but stowed her spear and fell into step beside him. "Terms? I thought the plan was to let them rot until they forgot their own names."

"Waste of resources," Jonathan replied, their footsteps echoing on the spiral staircase. The air grew cooler and damper as they descended. "Kordak is a powerhouse. Eya can apparently heal as well as she can harm. And Marra... well, Marra has her uses too."

"Marra is a rabid wolven," Zigarete's evaluation wasn't exactly wrong. "You don't negotiate with rabies, Jonn. You put it down."

"We're building a new world, Zigarete," Jonathan said, stopping at the heavy ironwood door of the containment cell. "A world where forgiveness is possible. Assuming they pay the price."

Zigarete scoffed. "And let me guess. The price involves them naked and on their knees?"

Jonathan offered a small, innocent shrug. "Repentance takes many forms."

He pushed the door open.

Inside the reinforced wooden cell, the three prisoners looked up. They were a mess. Kordak sat against the wall, looking somewhat thinner but still massive, his eyes burning with a sullen rage. Eya was curled in a corner, wearing only shreds of her red bodysuit. And Marra...

The Demon Queen lay on the floor, exhausted. The nullification stone Painsley had shoved inside of her was clearly still doing its job, draining her vitality and leaving her painfully weak. She looked up at Jonathan, hate and hunger warring in her eyes.

"Lord Nightmare," Marra rasped, her voice a shadow of its former sultry glory. "Come to watch?"

"Come to offer a deal," Jonathan said, stepping into the room but staying out of grabbing range. Zigarete leaned against the doorframe, her hand resting casually on her spear, looking at the trio with undisguised contempt.

"We have nothing to trade," Kordak shrugged. The nullification stone chained to his chest rattled against his ribs.

"You have your lives," Jonathan pointed out. "And your freedom. Or at least, a path to it."

Eya sat up, clutching her arms around her chest. "What... what kind of freedom?"

"Amnesty," Jonathan announced. "For your crimes against the Dread Tower, against my allies, and against sanity in general." He pointed to Kordak. "You. You’re a warrior. You’re wasted in a box. You will serve three months in hard labour, mining, construction, heavy lifting. After that, if you haven't tried to kill anyone, you can join the military. Full rank, full pay."

Kordak blinked, processing this. "You'd trust me with a weapon?"

"I'd trust you to point your anger at my enemies," Jonathan corrected. He turned to the women. "Eya. Marra. Your crimes are... more complex. You broke minds. You twisted bodies."

Marra let out a low, broken laugh. "We just did what came naturally."

"And now you'll do what comes naturally for the Tower," Jonathan said coldly. "You will serve in the Tower's Desire. Three months. You will work under Garth. You will service every patron, every soldier, every goblin that walks through those doors with crowns. You will be the best whores in Adearath."

Eya flinched. Marra, however, licked her lips.

"And after three months?" Marra asked.

"After three months, you can pick a different profession," Jonathan said. "Sorcerer, healer, advisor. Whatever you want. You’ll be citizens of the Dread Tower. But first, you have to learn humility."

Zigarete let out a sharp, barking laugh from the doorway. "Humility? Is that what we're calling it now? You just want to turn the Demon Queen into a cheap cum-dumpster."

"It’s called penance," Jonathan said, not looking back. "Repentance."

"Repentance is just your code word for fucking," Zigarete sneered, stepping into the cell. "You preach about a new world, Jonn, but your 'justice' always seems to end with someone getting fucked."

She looked at Kordak. Her eyes raked over his muscular form, the way the sweat gleamed on his shoulders. Since Jonathan had been using his power on her, since she had started sleeping with him, her libido had been running hot. The corruption of the Dread Tower was subtle, but it was there. She found sex increasingly difficult to avoid.

"It's dangerous," Zigarete continued, circling Kordak. "You let these animals out, allow them to regain their strength... they'll bite the hand that feeds them."

"Not if they like the food," Jonathan replied. He looked at the prisoners. "Well? Do you accept? Or do I leave you in here to continue rotting?"

Marra pulled herself to her knees. She looked at Kordak, then at Eya.

"We accept," Marra whispered. "Anything is better than this box."

"Good," Jonathan nodded. "Then we start now."

He looked at Zigarete. "Release Kordak."

Zigarete’s lips curled into a cruel smile. She pulled a key from her belt. She approached the massive metal controlling sorcerer. "You heard the Lord. You're free to work."

She unlocked the chains holding the nullification stone to Kordak's chest. It fell to the floor with a heavy thud. Kordak took a deep breath, his muscles swelling as his connection to his magic returned, faintly at first, but building.

"However," Zigarete said, pushing Kordak back against the cell wall with one hand on his chest. "We should test your loyalty immediately. Make sure you still know how to follow orders."

Kordak looked down at her. "What orders?"

Zigarete dropped to her knees. "Pants down. Now."

Kordak hesitated for a fraction of a second, glancing at Jonathan, then shoved his trousers down. His cock sprang free and slapped Zigarete in the face.

"Hells," Zigarete muttered appreciatively. It wasn't Drakken-sized, but it was substantial. "Maybe you will be useful after all."

She stood up, hiked up her robes, and revealed that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. She’d been expecting some action tonight.

"Go on then," Zigarete ordered, turning around and bending over, bracing her hands against the wooden wall. "Hard. Show me that 'brute strength' you were so proud of."

Kordak grabbed Zigarete, his large hands nearly encompassing her waist. His cock found its mark as he entered Zigarete's pussy. He began to thrust with the brute strength requested of him.

"Fuck!" Zigarete cried out, "Yes!"

Jonathan watched, folding his arms. It was effective. Kordak was occupied, putting his aggression into something productive.

"What about us?" Marra asked from the floor, crawling toward Jonathan. She looked pathetic and dangerous all at once. "Do we get to prove our loyalty, My Lord?"

Jonathan looked down at the two sorceresses. "Let me get the stones out." He reached inside of them. The moment the stones were gone, the change was palpable. Colour returned to Marra’s skin. Eya’s eyes brightened. But Jonathan didn't give them time to recover their dignity. He filled them with his power. Arousal flooded them.

Marra gasped. Eya whimpered.

"Beg for it," Jonathan said simply.

"Please," Marra moaned, crawling to his feet and wrapping her arms around his legs. "Please, Jonn... Master... fill me."

"Me too," Eya begged, grabbing his hand and pressing it against her cheek. "I'll do anything. Whatever you want."

"Hey! No fair!"

A flutter of wings announced the arrival of Lily. The fairy zipped into the cell, her translucent robes fluttering. She hovered mid-air, looking at the scene with a pout on her face.

"I leave for five minutes to check the inventory, and you start a sex dungeon party without me?" Lily complained, crossing her arms. She looked at Zigarete getting pounded against the wall by Kordak, then at the two sorceresses grovelling at Jonathan's feet.

"I feel left out!" Lily declared, landing next to Kordak.

"You can join in," Jonathan said. "Plenty of repentance to go around."

Lily did. She flew over to Kordak while he was busy pumping his cock into Zigarete. "Hey, big guy. Don't forget me."

Kordak grunted, sweat dripping from his brow as he slammed his hips into Zigarete. "Just a minute, need to finish up here first."

"Fine." Lily kissed him, forcing her tongue into his mouth, stealing his breath while Zigarete stole his seed.

Zigarete rolled her eyes "Sharing... is caring... I guess," she panted, before crying out as Kordak hit deep.

Jonathan turned his attention back to his own supplicants. He pushed his trousers down. Marra and Eya fought over who would get to him first.

"My turn!" Marra greedily said, shoving Eya aside. The succubus engulfed the head of his cock, her unparalleled oral skills immediately apparent. She massaged, she teased, she used the ridges of her mouth to drive him wild.

"Ngh," Jonathan groaned, his hands finding purchase on Marra's horn.

Eya wasn't deterred. She moved behind Marra, kissing the succubus' neck, her hands roaming over Marra’s breasts while Marra worked Jonathan’s cock. Then, Eya looked up at Jonathan. "Fuck me. Please."

Jonathan nodded and left Marra's mouth wanting.

"Repentance," Jonathan reminded them.

He entered Eya. She was wet, ready, desperate. Her blood magic reacted to his presence, her internal muscles tightening and pulsing around him in a way that felt almost alive.

"Yes! Fuck me Lord Nightmare!" Eya moaned.

Jonathan didn't disappoint. He pounded into Eya while Marra attacked his balls with her tongue, worshipping him from below.

Lily was now having her turn on Kordak’s cock as Zigarete helped by guiding Lily's body along Kordak's length.

"Take it all!" Jonathan commanded, looking down at Eya. "Accept your place!"

"I accept!" Eya moaned with pleasure. "I'm your whore! Use me!"

Jonathan felt the build-up. The combination of Eya’s magically enhanced grip and Marra’s succubus tongue was too much.

"Here it comes!" Jonathan gritted out.

He held Eya close as he erupted, pumping his seed into the blood sorcerer's pussy. The knockout effect hit her instantly. She went limp, a smile plastered on her face, her body filled with cum.

Marra didn't stop. She licked up the overflow, cleaning him, cleaning Eya, desperate for a taste of the power.

Across the cell, Kordak followed. He had swapped back over to Zigarete before emptying himself into her. She slid down the wall, her legs turning to jelly. She collapsed onto the floor, twitching.

Lily cleaned up Kordak's cock with her tongue. "Okay, I feel better now."

Jonathan pulled out of the unconscious Eya and tucked himself back in. Marra looked up at him, eyes wide with devotion.

"Get yourself and Eya cleaned up," Jonathan ordered Marra. "Then report to Garth."

"Yes, my Lord," Marra whispered, bowing her head.

Jonathan walked over to Zigarete. She was sprawled on the floor, her robes a mess, cum leaking from her. She looked up at him. She tried to glare, but it lacked heat. Instead, she looked relaxed.

"See?" Jonathan offered her a hand up. "Repentance works." He said before whispering, "Conievo."

Zigarete took his hand, pulling herself up on shaky legs. She adjusted her robe, wincing slightly as her sore muscles protested. She looked at Kordak, who was leaning against the wall looking thoroughly drained but content, then at the docile Marra cleaning Eya.

"I hate that you're right," Zigarete muttered as they walked out of the cell. She glanced back one last time. "But I could get used to this 'forgiveness'," she admitted, a small, wicked smile playing on her lips. "It has its perks."

"Damn, I was looking forward to using my beasties!" Painsley said as she emerged from the shadows. She was there incase something went wrong. Fortunately, everything went right.


24: Glitch

The hallway smelled of sweet flowers and old stone, a comforting scent that Lily had grown used to over the last few months. She fluttered along, her translucent wings beating lazily. For the first time since she had been dragged out of the guidebook and into corporeal form, everything felt peaceful.

Too peaceful.

Lily paused, her bare feet touching the cold floor. She frowned, looking at the wall to her left. It was a standard wall, constructed of the dark, volcanic rock that made up the majority of the tower's structure. But for a fleeting second—less than a heartbeat—it looked wrong.

It didn't look like stone. It looked like a flat, grey void. No texture. No shading. Just a geometric plane of nothingness.

"What the hell?" Lily whispered, rubbing her eyes.

She blinked, and the wall was rock again. Rough, pitted, solid.

"Okay, Lily," she muttered to herself, shaking her head. "You're tired. You need sleep."

She pushed off the ground, hovering again, and rounded the corner toward the servants' quarters. She needed to find a clean towel before she addressed her needs again.

A goblin passed her, carrying a basket of linens. It was a blue-skinned male she recognised vaguely as one of the kitchen hands.

"Good morning, Miss Fairy," the goblin chirped, bowing his head.

"Morning, Skritch," Lily replied absently.

"Good morning, Miss Fairy," the goblin said again, with the exact same inflection. The exact same pitch.

Lily stopped mid-air. She turned slowly. "I just said morning, Skritch."

The goblin stood frozen for a beat, his eyes staring straight ahead, unblinking. Then, his head snapped toward her.

"Good morning, Miss Fairy."

A chill ran down Lily's spine. It was like he was stuck in a loop. An audio file misfiring. She knew what this was. She had worked for Isekguy Studios. She knew exactly what a corrupted NPC script looked like. Had she still been a tutorial fairy, she would have reported it to the developers.

"Skritch?" she asked, her voice trembling. "What are you carrying?"

The goblin blinked. The life seemed to rush back into his face. He shifted the basket. "Just fresh sheets for the guest wing, Miss! Administrator Saikhi says we must be tidy!"

He scurried off, leaving Lily floating in the hallway, her growing heavier.

"It's unstable," she whispered. The reality of Adearath, the magic, the physics, the people, it was all interwoven by code. It was a complex code that edited the very atoms of reality itself. It was code she couldn't see and didn't really understand. But she could tell that the code was starting to fray.

She needed to tell Jonathan.

Lily flew fast, her wings blurring as she shot up the main stairwell toward the Lord's room. She bypassed the guards, two Sentinels who merely nodded as a blur of blue and white shot past them, and burst into Jonathan's study without knocking.

Jonathan was standing by the window, looking out over his domain. He was wearing a fresh tunic of fine silk, holding a goblet of wine, and looking disgustingly content.

"Jonn!" Lily shouted, landing hard against his desk, scattering a stack of requisition forms.

Jonathan jumped, slopping wine onto his hand. "Jesus, Lily! What is it? Are the Brutes attacking? Has Marra gone awole?"

"The wall was grey!" Lily yelled, grabbing the front of his tunic. "And the goblin... he looped! He said the same thing three times!"

Jonathan gently stood back, letting Lily's fingers drop from his tunic, a bemused smile playing on his lips. He plucked a frostdew from a fruit bowl and popped it into his mouth. "Okay, slow down. A wall was grey? Like... paint?"

"No! Like nothing! Like the texture didn't load!" Lily waved her hands frantically. "And Skritch, the kitchen goblin, he glitched, Jonn. He NPC-looped right in front of me."

Jonathan’s smile didn't fade. In fact, it softened into something patronisingly calm. He put a hand on her shoulder. "Lily, look outside."

He turned her toward the window. Below, the village was a hive of activity. Smoke rose from chimneys, merchants haggled in the market, everyone was having an all-around good time.

"Look at it," Jonathan said, his voice filled with pride. "It's perfect. We won. We have resources, and the treasury is overflowing. I just got a report that the first recent harvest from the southern farms is double what we expected."

"That's not the point!" Lily pulled away from him, her wings twitching with agitation. "The world is destabilising. I told you the return portal code was corrupted, but it is like that corruption is spreading. The simulation... or whatever this dimension is... it can't handle what Isekguy is doing to it."

"Or," Jonathan countered, leaning back against the windowsill, "you're exhausted. We've been running on adrenaline for weeks. You've been working overtime, helping me, helping the others."

He looked her up and down, his eyes lingering on the way her robe clung to her body.

"You're stressed Lily. You need to relax. Enjoy the victory. We’re entering a golden age."

"A golden age that might crash to desktop any second!" Lily alarmed.

Jonathan chuckled, shaking his head. "I'd be concerned too, if I started hallucinating. Look, Barry hasn't said anything. The guidebook is functioning normally. I even upgraded my Lustful Gaze skill to allow me to send messages when I use it." He gestured around the room. "Does this look like a glitching game world to you? It feels pretty damn real."

He reached out and brushed a stray lock of blue hair from her face. His touch triggered a spark of his arousal magic, sending a warm, pleasant shiver through her that she immediately resented.

"Why don't you take the day off?" Jonathan suggested soothingly. "Go to the sauna we built. Get a massage. Or find someone to help you work off that tension. I'm sure there are plenty of volunteers."

Lily stared at him. He didn't see it. He refused to see it. He was so wrapped up in his harem-fantasy-come-true, in his role as the benevolent Lord Nightmare, that he was blind to the cracks forming in the sky.

"You're not listening," she said tightly.

"I am listening," Jonathan insisted. "I'm just saying, maybe you're seeing problems because you're looking for them. Just… try to enjoy it, alright? We earned this."

Lily looked at his dumb, clueless face. She wanted to punch him. She wanted to fuck him. She wanted to scream.

"Fine, I'll go 'relax'."

She turned and stormed out of the room, slamming the heavy door behind her hard enough to rattle the frame.

"Relax," she mocked under her breath as she flew down the corridor. "Enjoy the victory. Stupid, horny, successful idiot."

She needed to forget. She needed to not think about the missing texture wall or the looping goblin. She needed to drown out the anxiety that was screaming in the back of her mind that her existence was about to be deleted by a fatal system error.

Lily changed course. She wasn't going to the sauna. She headed straight for the merchant’s quarters.

Aldo’s door was unlocked. It usually was. The merchant sat at a desk, reviewing a ledger, while two duplicates were busy folding expensive silks in the corner.

They all looked up as Lily slammed the door shut and locked it.

"Ah, Lily," the prime Aldo smiled, setting down his quill. "To what do I owe the—"

"Shut up," Lily commanded. She began stripping off her robes as she floated toward him. "I don't want to talk. I want you to fuck me."

Aldo raised an eyebrow, his smile widening. He stood up, and simultaneously, the two duplicates dropped the silks and turned toward her.

"Is everything alright?" Aldo asked, though his hands were already unclothing himself.

"I feel like everything is falling apart," Lily said, dropping to the floor naked. She grabbed at his hardening length. "So you better put me back together."

"I think we can accommodate that," Aldo murmured.

Within moments, his duplicates joined him. Three distinct, identical men, all hard, all ready.

"More," Lily demanded, looking at the three of them. "That's not enough. I want a crowd."

Aldo chuckled. "Ideally, I save the energy for emergencies, but... You look like you're having an emergency."

He nodded to his duplicates.

The first duplicate stepped forward, and Lily took him into her mouth, sucking greedily, her hands working the shafts of the Prime Aldo and the second clone. She put everything she had into it, her voracious hunger being filled by dick.

"That's it," she slurped against the skin, "Create more."

The duplicate finished quickly, groaning as he spilled into her mouth. Lily swallowed the warm seed, and instantly, two more Aldos stepped out.

Now there were five.

"Again," Lily panted, reaching for the nearest erection.

It became a blur of flesh and friction. Lily worked them as if she were possessed. She moved from one to the next, using her mouth, her hands, her breasts. With every climax, the room grew more crowded. Five became eight. Eight became twelve.

Soon, the spacious merchant's suite felt like a sardine can, if every sardine was a naked, middle-aged merchant with a hard-on.

"On the bed," Lily ordered, her voice raw.

She threw herself onto the large mattress. The Aldos swarmed.

"Take me!" she screamed. "All of you! Don't leave a single inch of me untouched!"

Prime Aldo moved between her legs. "As you wish, my dear." He thrust into her pussy. It was a grounding sensation, thick and real. But it wasn't enough.

The heavy oak door swung inward with the force of a battering ram.

"I thought so," Talitha purred, leaning against the doorframe. Her eyes, golden and predatory, swept over the sea of naked merchants and the fairy struggling happily beneath them.

The three Aldos closest to the door bowed in unison, their erections bobbing. "General. We are currently conducting a very private transaction with Lady Lily."

"It looks like an interesting transaction," Talitha grinned, stepping into the room and letting her furs drop to the floor. She reached back, yanking a chain. Attached to the other end was a collar around Alisa’s neck. "And this looks like a perfect place for some training."

Alisa stumbled into the room wearing nothing but the leather collar. Her eyes went wide at the sight of the mass of duplicates, a flush spreading instantly across her chest.

"So many..." Alisa breathed, her knees knocking together. "Talitha, I can’t..."

"You can, and you will," Talitha commanded, slapping Alisa’s ass hard enough to leave a handprint. "You said you wanted to be useful? You said you wanted to be a cocksleeve? Well, a good cocksleeve learns to handle many cocks."

Lily lifted her head from the mattress, pushing a sweaty Aldo off her chest. "Tali! Get in here! I'm drowning in merchants!"

"Reinforcements have arrived," Talitha announced. She shoved Alisa toward a group of four idling duplicates near the wardrobe. "Kneel. Mouth open. Don't stop until they’re all empty."

Alisa didn't argue. The transformation had wired her brain for this; the sheer volume of male attention in the room made her pussy drip instantly. She dropped to her knees, looking up at the identical men with adoration. "Yes, Mistress. Please... use me."

Talitha vaulted onto the bed, crawling over two duplicates to reach Lily.

"Move over," Talitha laughed, straddling Prime Aldo’s face while reaching out to grab the cocks of two others. "Let's see who can drain them faster."

"You're on!" Lily challenged, wrapping her legs around another clone.

The room dissolved into sexual chaos. Alisa was quickly overwhelmed, moaning around one cock while being taken from behind by another, her hands working two more. Talitha rode faces and shafts with the primal need she had from losing her mate's cock. For a moment, the glitching reality and the grey walls were forgotten, drowned out by the sheer, overwhelming force of carnal existence.

When they were done several hours later, Lily opened her eyes, feeling a sense of calm finally settling over her. Talitha had walked Alisa out of the room, satisfied and full of seed.

She looked at the Aldo standing at the foot of the bed. He was buttoning his shirt.

Then, he froze.

His hand, holding the button, twitched.

Twitch. Twitch. Twitch.

Like a broken record, his hand jerked back and forth three inches, repeating the motion of buttoning the shirt over and over again in a rapid, unnatural staccato.

Lily’s blood turned to ice.

She sat up, ignoring the protest of her sore muscles. "Aldo?"

The duplicate didn't answer. His face was slack, eyes staring at nothing. His hand kept glitching. Click-clack. Click-clack.

Behind him, another duplicate was walking toward the door. He walked into the doorframe. He didn't stop. He kept walking, his body clipping through the wood for a second, merging with the texture, before snapping back and walking into it again.

"No," Lily whispered, scrambling backward on the bed, pulling the sheet up to her chest. "No, no, no."

She looked at Prime Aldo. He was staring at his duplicates with a look of mild confusion, a frown creasing his brow.

"What's wrong Lily?" Prime Aldo asked.

"You didn't notice that!?" Lily shrieked, backing up until she hit the headboard.

She looked at the ceiling. The stone texture above the bed flickered. For a split second, it was replaced by a wireframe grid. Green lines on a black background. Then stone again. Then grid.

The room was breaking. The reality was buffering.

"Jonathan," Lily gasped, scrambling off the bed, slipping on the fluid-soaked floor. She didn't bother with her clothes. She grabbed her robe, clutching it to her chest as she ran for the door, shoving past the glitching duplicate who was still trying to walk through the frame.

"Jonathan!" she screamed, running into the hallway.

The hallway stretched out before her. But as she looked, the far end of the corridor seemed to stretch further, elongating like taffy, the torches on the walls smearing into long streaks of light.

The world wasn't just destabilising. It was crashing. And Jonathan was too busy playing King to see it.


25: Search

Jonathan sprinted down the corridor, the echo of Lily's scream still bouncing around his skull. He skidded around the corner, his boots struggling for traction on the smooth stone floor, the Spear of Narcese liquid and ready in his grip.

"Lily!" he shouted, his voice cracking with panic.

The hallway was empty.

There was no sign of the fairy. No shimmering wings, no translucent blue robes, no sarcastic remarks about his incompetence. Just the flickering torchlight casting long shadows on the walls.

He pushed open the door to the merchant's quarters. The room smelled of sex and sweat. Aldo was lying there snoring loudly. But no Lily.

"Damn it," Jonathan backed out of the room, closing the door quietly.

He checked the library. He checked the kitchens. He checked the battlements. He even checked the dungeon.

Finally, he burst into Lily's room. It was tidy, surprisingly so. Her bed was made. On her small bedside table, a piece of parchment fluttered in the draft from the open door.

Jonathan snatched it up. The handwriting was jagged, hurried.

Dear Pervert,

Something weird is going on, even if you don't think so. I'm going to check the code. Don't wait up. I'll be back later.

P.S. If the world dissolves into code, I told you so.

— L

Jonathan let out a breath, his shoulders sagging. "Checking the code," he muttered, rubbing his temples. "How is she going to do that?"

He walked to the window, looking out over the village. The moon was high. It looked peaceful. Real. Solid.

Then, a bird flew past the window. A nightjar, hunting for insects.

It stopped.

Not hovered. Stopped. Frozen in mid-air, its wings locked in a downward beat, suspended against gravity.

Jonathan blinked, rubbing his eyes hard. "What the..."

When he opened his eyes, the bird was gone. Just empty air.

"Okay," Jonathan whispered, turning away from the window. "Okay. Sleep deprivation. Stress. Too much sex. Or not enough sex. Definitely need sleep."

He tossed the note onto the desk. Lily was being paranoid, and now her paranoia was infecting him. She was probably hiding in the archives, cross-referencing dusty tomes about dimension-hopping magic, losing track of time. She’d turn up in the morning, hungry and complaining about the lack of coffee in this world.

To settle his nerves, Jonathan sat on the edge of his bed and activated his Remote Viewing. Just a quick check. He needed to see that the world was still turning, that his people were still functioning.

Ding.

The image of Saikhi flooded his mind. She was in her office, late at night. But she wasn't doing paperwork. She was bent over her desk, her blue dress hiked up to her waist. Behind her, a burly Sentinel guard was driving into her, his hands gripping her crimson tits.

"Good coordination," Saikhi panted, adjusting her glasses as she took the cock deeper. "Efficient thrusts."

Jonathan let out a small, relieved chuckle. Saikhi was fine.

Ding.

He switched channels. Painsley. She was in the lab, engaged in a threesome with two of the new Merfolk immigrants. It was a wet, slippery affair involving a lot of lubrication and Painsley making jokes about "sleeping with the fishes."

Ding.

He switched to Marra, she was on her back, taking Garth's cock. Next to her was Eya, sliding back and forth between Sten and Borris. Myst was sitting there with her milking machine ready to drain the men once they got close to bursting.

Ding.

Zigarete taking Drakken cock on the top of the tower.

Ding.

The Goblin Queen and Yianna being bred by hordes of goblins.

Ding.

Talitha helping Alisa take Sentinel cock.

Everyone was fucking. Everyone was alive.

"You're just in my head, Lily," Jonathan muttered, extinguishing the candle. "You'll be back tomorrow."

He went to sleep, dreaming of code and curves.

Three months passed. Lily didn't return.

The line stretched out the door of the recruitment tent, winding its way down the dusty street of the village. It was a diverse mix: humans, faen, lizardfolk, even a few merfolk. They were all young, all eager, and all staring at the tent flap with anticipation.

Jonathan stood on a nearby balcony, sipping a cup of morning tea, watching the procession visible even from the tower. He watched with the telescope he got from Aldo.

"Is it always this busy?" he asked.

"On recruitment days," Saikhi replied, standing beside him with her inevitable ledger. Her belly was showing the first bump of yet another goblin pregnancy, though it didn't slow her down in the slightest; she was even in the Tower's Desire more often these days. "Since we implemented the new recruitment strategy, enlistment is up four hundred per cent."

"And the retention rate?"

"Oh, nobody deserts," Saikhi adjusted her glasses. "They all want to earn their performance bonuses."

Down below, the tent flap pushed aside. A young human lad, barely twenty, stumbled out. His knees were wobbling, his body sweaty, and he had a goofy look on his face. He was clutching a recruitment scroll in one hand and holding his trousers up with the other.

A beefy lizardfolk warrior stepped forward, chest puffing out, and disappeared inside.

Jonathan grinned. "She's enjoying herself."

"Marra has found her calling," Saikhi agreed. "She suggested that if she were allowed to handle recruitment personally, she could guarantee the loyalty of every soldier in the army."

"By fucking the loyalty into them."

"Essentially. It turns out, this 'Signing Bonus' is a very powerful motivator; everyone wants a turn with the succubus."

Jonathan turned on his Remote Viewing ability to watch the process personally.

Inside the tent, the atmosphere was thick with perfume. Marra sat on a plush velvet blanket, wearing a uniform that was strictly regulation-non-compliant. It was a military jacket, unbuttoned to the navel, and absolutely nothing else. Her purple skin gleamed in the filtered light, her horns freshly polished, her tail twitching lazily behind her.

The lizardfolk warrior stood before her, shifting awkwardly.

"Name?" Marra purred, looking him up and down like a hungry cat eyeing a bowl of cream.

"S-Sonk, my Queen."

"I'm not a Queen anymore, Sonk," Marra stood up, closing the distance. She ran a finger down his scaled chest. "I'm a Recruitment & Benefits Officer. And I take my job very seriously."

She dropped to her knees in front of him. The lizardfolk gasped as her hands went to his loincloth.

"Are you ready to serve the Dread Tower?" she asked, looking up at him through her lashes. "Are you ready to give everything you have?"

"Yes! Yes, I serve!" Sonk squeaked.

"Good." Marra smiled, pulling his cock free. "Then let's make it official."

She engulfed him. She drained him of his doubts, his fears, and a significant amount of protein, leaving him utterly devoted to the cause. When he stumbled out ten minutes later, he would have fought the goddess herself for the Dread Tower just for the chance to get back in that tent.

Jonathan watched the lizardfolk leave, looking thoroughly wrecked. "Well, at least she's productive. What about the other 'repentant ones'?"

"Eya and Kordak have integrated remarkably well," Saikhi said, pointing toward the training grounds. Jonathan looked through his telescope again.

In the dust of the arena, a brutal sparring match was underway. Kordak, shirtless and sweating, was surrounded by a whirlwind of spinning metal shards. He was laughing, pure joy as he deflected attacks from three Sentinels at once. Kordak slammed a blunt metal slab into a soldier's shield, sending him skidding backward.

Opposite him, Eya moved with fluid grace. She was tending to wounds. A line of bruised and battered trainees waited for her. She placed her hands on a soldier's broken nose. A red glow surrounded her fingers, blood manipulating itself back into proper vessels, bones cracking back into place.

"They found purpose," Jonathan mused. "Kordak gets to break things. Eya gets to control life and death. It looks like it works for them."

"And they are sleeping together," Saikhi added casually. "Along with Talitha and Alisa on occasion. And Zigarete. It is a very interconnected command structure."

"Unit cohesion," Jonathan nodded. "Very important." Of course, he'd already known of the fucking, he'd been watching them do it.

He looked out over his domain. The village had expanded again. New walls were being erected to encompass the growing population. The goblins were mining a new vein of iron ore that Kordak had sniffed out. The fields were golden with grain. It was a golden age.

But there was a hole in the picture.

"Any sign of her?" Jonathan asked quietly.

Saikhi didn't need to ask who he meant. Her smile faltered. "No, Master. We have search parties sweeping the forest section by section. Nothing."

Jonathan gripped the railing. "Barry?"

He pulled the guidebook from his pocket. The chubby fairy appeared in a puff of digital smoke, looking like he’d just woken up from a nap.

"Yo. What's up?"

"Lily," Jonathan said. "Still nothing?"

Barry scratched his unshaven chin, looking uncomfortable. He tapped a few buttons on a holographic interface only he could see. "It's... weird, boss. Her file is there. She exists. But the location data is just... null. It's like she's in a dead zone. Or the system just can't see her. It's just grey noise. Usually, that only happens if the target is dead or in a different dimension. And since she's physically here... well, physically somewhere... I dunno. It's glitchy."

Jonathan frowned. Glitchy. He didn't like that word.

"Keep trying," Jonathan ordered.

"You got it, boss." Barry popped out of existence.

"She said she'd be back later," Jonathan murmured. "It's been three months."

"Perhaps she found something," Saikhi suggested gently. "She is very driven when she gets her mind on something."

"Maybe." Jonathan sighed. He missed her snark. He missed her complaining. It felt like a piece of the tower's foundation was missing.

"We have other concerns, Master," Saikhi said, pulling him back to the present. "The silence from the south is deafening. Aurra has solidified her hold on Cliffside. The trade reports say she’s closed the port to non-Legion ships."

"She's turtling it up," Jonathan agreed, Saikhi didn't understand the term but nodded. "Building up before attacking. What about Tellik?" Jonathan looked west, toward the dark forests of Rainfell. "He worries me. He lost a hand. He lost a wife… well, she lived, but Kianna is out of commission from the reports we have heard. He lost his pride."

"A wounded animal is peaceful right up until it bites your throat out," Saikhi quoted a goblin proverb.

"Exactly. He's planning something. Something big. He isn't the type to act rashly; hell, he spent years in the Empire as a spy so that he could help take down the Empire, but when he does act, it is always monumental."

A commotion at the gate drew Jonathan's attention as he was surveying. A group of merchants was arguing with the Sentinel guards. They looked terrified.

"Let's go see what that's about," Jonathan said, pushing off the railing.

As they reached the gate, the lead merchant, a man Jonathan recognised from Dormik, broke through the line and fell to his knees.

"Lord Nightmare!" the man cried. "You have to help us!"

"Calm down," Jonathan said, helping the man up. "What happened? Is it the Brutes? Did they attack Dormik?"

"No, my Lord. It's not the Brutes. It's... the land."

The merchant’s eyes were wide, fearful.

"We were travelling the old trade road, near the edge of the Silent Plains. And... it's gone."

"Gone?" Jonathan frowned. "What do you mean, gone?"

"The road. The trees. The ground." The merchant was shaking. "It just... ends. One step there is grass, the next... nothing. Just a grey wall. Like the world just stopped being there."

Jonathan felt a cold knot form in his stomach. A grey wall. Like the texture missing from a stone.

"A cliff?" Saikhi asked.

"No!" The merchant shouted. "Not a cliff! It’s just... grey. Flat. And anything that touches it vanishes. My horse... the cart... they walked into it and they were just gone. No sound. No scream. Just erased."

Jonathan looked at Saikhi. Her administrative composure was cracking, her crimson skin paling.

"Get Zigarete. Get Aldo. Get everyone to the war room. Now."

He looked up at the sky. It was blue, clear, perfect. But for the first time, Jonathan wondered if the sky was actually there, or if it was just a painted ceiling waiting to crack.

"Barry!" Jonathan yelled into the air.

The fairy appeared instantly, holding a half-eaten bagel. "Yo, keep it down, I'm—"

"The merchant says the world is disappearing," Jonathan said. "Check the map. The Silent Plains."

Barry rolled his eyes. "Drama queens, all of you. It's probably just fog." He closed his eyes as he seemed to be conducting an internal search of the place in question.

Barry froze. The bagel dropped from his hand.

"Uh..."

"What?"

"That sector..." Barry tapped the screen frantically. "It's not loading. I'm getting a 404 error."

"What does that mean?"

"It means," Barry looked up, genuine fear in his eyes for the first time. "It means I got a big fucking problem, is what it means! The higher-ups are going to be pissed." Barry wiped his hands on his bear gut. "Oh fuck… something is logging me off. Hey!? What are you?" Barry looked to the side as if looking at a phantom, and then he was simply gone.

"Fuck!"


26: Crack

The war room was charged with the static tension of a storm that hadn’t broken yet. Jonathan stood at the head of the stone table, his hands pressed flat against the map of Adearath. He looked at the faces of his inner circle—his lovers, his commanders, his family. They looked to him for answers, for strategy, but he didn't have any for them.

"The missing terrain sector is not a natural phenomenon," Saikhi broke the silence, her quill tapping nervously against her ledger. "It defies all of our understanding of geology."

"It’s not geological," Jonathan said, his voice low. "It’s structural. The code is breaking."

"Code?" Talitha frowned, leaning forward. "You speak in riddles, Chieftain. Is this 'code' enemy sorcery?"

Jonathan straightened up. He looked at Painsley, who was leaning against the wall, chewing on a piece of dried meat. She met his gaze and gave a small, grim nod.

"Before I tell you, I have a confession." The room all collectively moved inward. "I'm not from across the Burning Sea," Jonathan announced. The room went still. "I'm not from Adearath at all."

"We know," Zigarete said from the corner, sharpening her spear. "You're from Gotham. You’ve told us."

"Gotham isn't a place in Adearath," Jonathan corrected. "It’s a fictional city in a story from my world. My real world. A place called Earth."

Confusion rippled through the room. Alisa looked at Talitha, eyebrows raised. Aldo looked in deep thought.

"He's telling the truth," Painsley pushed off the wall, swallowing her snack. "I'm from Earth too. So are most of the sorcerers you’ve met. We didn't just wander in here; we were sent."

"Sent by whom?" Marra asked, reclining in a chair she had dragged closer to Jonathan. Her tail twitched with agitation. Even broken and submissive, she maintained a regal air of scepticism. "The Goddess?"

"Isekguy Studios," Jonathan said, the name tasting bitter on his tongue. "Some of you know them as the Shapers. They're the ones pulling the strings. They built this world, or at least, they’re manipulating it. They sent us here to... play. To test. To fuck with reality."

"They created us?" Saikhi’s eyes widened, her administrative mind reeling at the implications. "Are you saying we are fake?"

"No," Jonathan said quickly. "You're real. Your pain, your pleasure, it's all real. But the world you live in... it's being edited. Changed from the outside."

"I was wondering when we would break the kayfabe." Kordak’s deep voice rumbled from the back of the room. "I'm from Earth too."

"Same." Eya nodded.

"Yeah," Jonathan continued. "They plucked us from Earth and dropped us here. Gave us powers based on what we picked during character creation."

"I was a nurse," Eya whispered to herself as if she was remembering a life long lost.

"Wait," Marra sat up straighter, her eyes narrowing. "I remember my childhood. I remember growing up in Cliffside before marrying Tarthis. I'm a sorcerer too."

"You're the exception," Jonathan explained. "You're native to Adearath. You gained your sorcery later, twisted by Fade and the magic already present here. But the rest of us? The marked ones? We're foreign contaminants."

The room fell into a stunned silence. They were essentially aliens dropped into a sandbox by unseen god-like beings.

"So why is the world disappearing?" Zigarete asked, her practical mind cutting through the metaphysical bullshit. She didn't care where he came from, only where he was taking them.

"If I were to guess, it is because the Shapers fucked up," Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "They're trying to do too much. The glitches, the disappearances... Adearath can't handle the strain of their meddling. The system is crashing."

Painsley snorted. "Basically, the devs pushed a bad update and now the server is shitting the bed." Even some of the people from Earth didn't understand what Painsley was saying.

"What do we do?" Alisa asked, her hand resting instinctively on the hilt of her sword. "Can we fight these Shapers?"

"I don't know," Jonathan admitted. "We might have to find a way to stabilise the—"

THOOOM.

A sound deeper than thunder shook the Dread Tower to its foundations. Dust rained from the ceiling. The stone floor lurched violently, knocking everyone about.

"Earthquake?" Aldo shouted, bracing himself against the table as three duplicates popped into existence to hold the maps down.

"No," Jonathan said, feeling the vibration in his teeth. It wasn't the earth moving. It was something else, he could feel it. "That came from below."

The rumbling intensified, a pounding like a colossal heart beating beneath their feet. Thump-THUMP. Thump-THUMP.

Suddenly, the windows of the war room went dark. Something had covered them.

"Report!" Talitha barked.

A Sentinel burst into the room, his face white with terror. "My Lord! The tower! It's... It's being sealed!"

Jonathan ran to the balcony door and threw it open. He stopped dead.

There was no sky. No village. No horizon.

A wall of translucent, shimmering crystal encased the entire Dread Tower. It rose from the ground, a jagged, diamond-hard barrier that curved upward, meeting at the pinnacle to form an impenetrable dome. They were trapped inside a giant, magical geode.

"We're cut off," Painsley said, touching the surface. It was cold and unyielding. "Nothing's getting out of here."

Alarms began to wail, magical sirens rigged by Flankenstein before his death, triggered by intruder detection wards.

"We're under attack!" Saikhi gasped, checking some notes to decipher the specific alarm pattern. "According to the alarm. Something is moving up from the foundations."

"Defensive positions!" Talitha roared, her shock replaced instantly by warrior instinct. "Alisa, take the Sentinels to the stairwell! Aldo, barricade the main hall! Kordak, Eya, get the hell down there and scout it out! Painsley, you go too."

The room exploded into motion. Warriors drew weapons, shouted orders, and scrambled to prepare for a siege from within.

"Jonn!" Zigarete grabbed Jonathan’s arm, her grip painful. "We need to get you somewhere safe."

"I can fight," Jonathan argued, though his hand trembled as he grabbed the Spear of Narcese.

"You are our leader; if we lose you, we're done." Zigarete snapped. She shoved him toward the heavy doors leading to the inner sanctum. "You need to be in the throne room. It's the most defensible position in the spire. I’ll personally skin anyone who tries to get through those doors."

"But—"

"Go!" Zigarete dragged him out of the war room, her flaming spear igniting with a roar that matched the chaos erupting around them. "You survive, Jonathan. That is your only job right now. You survive so we have something to fight for."

As they ran through the corridors, the walls began to pulse with a sickly purple light. The tower itself seemed to be coming alive, the very stones resonating with a dark laughter.

Jonathan looked back one last time. His friends, his lovers, his army—they were scrambling into the dark, facing a threat they knew nothing about.

"I really hate this game," Jonathan muttered as Zigarete shoved him toward the throne room doors.


27: Fade

The silence of the deep underground chamber was broken by a sound like fine china shivering under extreme pressure.

Deep beneath the foundations of the Dread Tower, in a sealed room that smelled of stale air, the bone phylactery sat on a pedestal of obsidian. It vibrated, the intricate runes etched into its surface glowing with a violent, unstable violet light.

A gasp tore through the damp air, a deep, rattling intake of breath that sounded like a drowning man surfacing.

Fade’s eyes snapped open.

He fell forward, his knees hitting the cold stone floor. His body was slick with the amniotic fluids of his rebirth, his skin raw and practically steaming in the cool air. He looked down at his hands. They were whole. He flexed his fingers, watching the tendons move under the skin, marvelling at the simple mechanical perfection of biology.

CRACK.

Behind him, the phylactery shattered. It disintegrated into a pile of fine bone dust on the pedestal. It was a one-time insurance policy, a desperate gamble stolen from the vaulted crypts of the old Empire.

"Well," Fade rasped, his voice sounding foreign to his own ears, deeper and scratchier than he remembered. He coughed, hacking up fluid. "It actually worked."

He stood up, his legs shaking slightly before locking into place. He ran a hand over his chest, feeling the solid thump of his heart. No scars. No burns. He was pristine.

"Thank you, you poor, magnificent bastard," Fade whispered to the empty room, thinking of the Imperial Artificer he had tortured for the location of the artifact. The man had died screaming, swearing the device was a myth. Pity he wasn't around to see it work.

Fade walked to a heavy iron chest pushed against the far wall. He threw the lid open. Inside were his spare robes, dark purple silk woven with protective threads, and a fresh cloak. He dressed slowly, savouring the feel of the fabric against his reconstructed skin.

He felt… different.

The explosion that had taken out Tarthis should have erased Fade from existence. And in a way, it had. This body was new. And his soul? It felt heavier. Denser.

He closed his eyes, reaching out to his sorcerer mark. It burned on his chest, hot and vibrant. But the sensation had changed. Before, his Monster Control had felt like a leash, a way to tug and pull at the minds of lesser beasts. Now? It felt like a gavel.

Master Control.

The knowledge settled into his mind like a software patch update. He grinned, a wicked expression that stretched his new face. Someone—the Shapers, the Goddess, or just the twisted logic of this game world—had rewarded him for his suffering. He didn't just influence creatures anymore. If he laid a hand on them, he could control them. Absolute obedience.

"A level up," Fade chuckled, adjusting his hood. "About fucking time."

He turned to the hidden mechanism in the wall. A secret tunnel, one he had carved out years ago for emergency egress, led upward. It bypassed the dungeons and the containment cells, leading directly into the sub-basement levels. Into the Laboratories.

Fade began his ascent.

The climb was long and steep, but Fade didn't tire to his surprise. His stamina was limitless. He reached the hidden panel behind a false wall of shelves and pushed. With a groan of stone against stone, the passage opened.

He stepped out into the humid, chemical-scented air of the main Laboratory.

It was different from how he had left it. Messier. More chaotic. Tables were strewn with alchemical equipment that looked distinctly amateurish. Posters of strange creatures were pinned to the walls with daggers. And in the centre of the room, a massive glass tank dominated the space.

Fade approached the tank. Inside, obscured by a thick mist, something massive writhed. A tentacle beast. A fine specimen, far larger than anything he had managed to cultivate during his reign.

"Hello there," Fade whispered, placing his hand against the glass.

The creature inside slammed a thick appendage against the pane, tracking his movement. It was aggressive… agitated.

Fade looked at his hand. He needed skin-to-skin contact to test the new limit of his power. He found the maintenance hatch on the side of the tank. Fade pushed the hatch wide. A thick, slime-coated tentacle shot out instantly, wrapping around Fade's forearm, intending to pull him in and crush him.

Fade didn't pull back. He gripped the wet flesh of the tentacle firmly with his hand. He felt the pulse of the creature, its simple, predatory mind.

"Submit."

The word was power. He felt the magic rush from his core, through his fingertips, and into the monster.

The tentacle went slack. It didn't let go, but the aggression vanished instantly, replaced by a hollow, awaiting servitude. The creature in the tank stilled, its writhing ceasing. It waited for a command.

"Fascinating," Fade murmured, stroking the slime-covered limb. "Absolute control."

He heard footsteps approaching from the corridor. Fast, heavy steps, accompanied by the clank of armour and the argument of voices.

"I'm telling you, it came from the foundations," a female voice snapped. "If my tentacle boy is upset because the building is shaking, I'm going to be pissed."

"We check it out, we report back, we return to the defence," a deep male voice rumbled.

Fade smiled. He released the tentacle, allowing it to slither back into the tank, but left the connection open in his mind. He pulled his hood up, obscuring his face in shadow, and waited.

The laboratory doors burst open.

Three figures rushed in.

A petite faen woman in a green leotard that left little to the imagination, wielding a mace. A tall, white-haired woman with a red bodysuit that looked like it had been painted on. And a massive, shirtless man with scars covering his torso, metal shards orbiting his body.

Painsley. Eya. Kordak.

They stopped dead when they saw him standing by the tank.

"Who the fuck are you?" Painsley demanded, hefting her mace. "The janitor?"

Fade chuckled, the sound low and menacing. "The landlord, actually. I've come to collect the rent."

Eya’s eyes widened. She took a step back, her hand going to her mouth. "No… that voice. It can’t be."

"You're dead," Kordak growled, the metal shards around him spinning faster, whining like angry hornets. "You blew up!"

"I got better," Fade said, spreading his arms wide. "But look at this. A blood sorcerer, a metal breaker, and… a new pet." He looked at Painsley. "You've done wonders with the décor. Tacky, but functional."

"Dead men should stay dead!" Kordak stated. He thrust his hand forward, and three jagged shards of steel shot toward Fade’s chest like bullets.

Fade didn't move. He didn't dodge. He simply spoke a single word.

"Feast."

The glass of the massive tank exploded outward.

A tidal wave of water and tentacles surged into the room. The metal shards deflected harmlessly off the thick hide of the beast as it interposed itself between Fade and the attackers.

"My baby!" Painsley shrieked. "Hey! Boy! Down! What are you doing?!"

She tried to exert her control, her Sexual Monster Control aura flaring, but the creature ignored her completely. Fade’s dominance was absolute, overriding her influence like a tidal wave drowning a campfire.

"He has a new master now," Fade said calmly.

The tentacle beast lunged.

It happened in a blur. Kordak tried to summon a shield wall, but a tentacle thick as a tree trunk smashed through his defence, wrapping around his waist and lifting him into the air. He roared, trying to cut himself free, but another limb wrapped around his arms, pinning them to his sides.

Eya tried to pull the blood from the creature, but its physiology was alien, resistant. A slime-coated appendage whipped out, knocking her feet out from under her. Before she could hit the floor, she was snatched up, suspended upside down by her ankles.

Painsley was the last to fall. She dodged the first strike, her agility impressive, but the room was too small and the monster too large. Two tentacles cornered her against the workbench.

"Bad boy!" Painsley yelled, swinging her mace.

A third tentacle shot from the mass, wrapping around her throat and lifting her off the ground. Her mace clattered to the floor.

The room fell silent, save for the wet shifting of the beast and the strained breathing of the captives.

Fade walked forward, the water on the floor parting around his boots. He looked up at Kordak, who was struggling uselessly against the crushing grip.

"Strong," Fade noted. "But mindless."

He turned his attention to the women. Eya was dangling, her face flushing red. Painsley was clawing at the limb around her neck.

Fade walked up to Eya first. He reached out, his hand brushing against her cheek. He felt the jolt of connection. Master Control established.

"Be still," Fade commanded.

Eya went rigid. Her struggles ceased instantly. Her arms dropped to her sides, hanging limply. Her eyes remained wide with terror, but her body was no longer hers.

Fade moved to Painsley. The faen was kicking, her face turning purple. Fade signalled the beast to loosen its grip on her throat, just enough for her to breathe. As she sucked in a desperate gasp of air, Fade placed his palm flat against her heaving chest, right over her heart.

"Get... off..." Painsley wheezed.

"Submit."

The command slammed into Painsley’s mind. She felt her knees buckle, her will shattering. Her body desperately wanted to slump, to kneel, to obey. But her mind, stubborn and vulgar, fought back.

"Fuck... you..." she spat, though her voice lacked any real power.

"Resisting?" Fade raised an eyebrow. "Impressive. But it wont last long."

He looked at the beast holding them. "Let's see if we can hasten the process."

He gestured to the creature.

"Tend to them."

The monster obeyed with enthusiastic vigour.

Kordak was slammed back against the wall, held there by three thick limbs that pinned his shoulders and legs, immobilising him completely. He could only watch.

For the women, the beast had a different purpose.

Tentacles emerged from the main mass. They slithered over Eya’s upside-down form. The red bodysuit she wore was ripped open with a sound of tearing fabric.

"No..." Eya whispered, unable to move her limbs to stop it.

A thick tentacle pressed against her entrance and shoved inside. Eya gasped, her body arching involuntarily. Because of Fade’s command, she couldn't fight it. She had to just hang there and take it.

Fade turned his full attention to Painsley. The beast lowered her onto the workbench, her limbs pinned by smaller appendages.

"You like monsters, don't you?" Fade asked, stepping between her spread legs. "I can smell it on you. You reek of beast."

"I like... controlling them..." Painsley panted, her eyes darting around in panic. "Not... this..."

"Your control is an illusion I have shattered," Fade said.

A massive tentacle, one with ridges and nodules, slid between her thighs. It rubbed against her clit, coating her in lubrication, before pushing into her elastic pussy.

"Gah!" Painsley cried out. Her body, traitorous and conditioned by her own powers, began to respond. She clamped down on the intruder.

Fade watched the beast work on them for a moment. The sound of the monster fucking the two sorceresses was music to his ears. Eya was silent as she was methodically pumped. Painsley was louder, cursing and moaning in equal measure as the beast stretched her.

"It feels good to watch," Fade admitted to himself. "But I think I want a turn."

He waved a hand. The tentacle withdrew from Painsley. She lay there on the table, gasping, her legs trembling, her pussy gaping.

Fade undid his robes. He was hard. Resurrection had clearly done wonders for his libido. He looked at Painsley, helpless and wrecked on the table.

"You are going to serve me," Fade said, pressing the head of his cock against her wet opening. "Body and soul."

"I won't..." Painsley gritted out, though her hips gave a small, involuntary twitch upward.

"Accept me," Fade commanded, pushing inside.

The magical command forced Painsley’s body to relax, to welcome him. She slid onto him effortlessly. Fade groaned, the sensation of warm, tight flesh electric against his new skin.

"Fuck," Painsley moaned, closing her eyes. "I hate you."

"You don't have to like it," Fade grabbed her hips, pulling her down as he began to thrust. "You just have to take it."

He pounded into her. A statement of ownership. He was back, and he was taking what he wanted. Painsley’s head knocked against the wooden table with every thrust. Her breasts bounced, covered in the slime of her own pet.

"Look at me," Fade ordered.

Painsley opened her eyes. They were filled with hate, but her pupils were blown wide with arousal.

"Say it," Fade growled, driving deep. "Say you serve me."

"I... ah! Fuck!" Painsley bit her lip until it bled. Fade slammed into her cervix, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain up her spine. "I... I serve! I serve you!"

"Good girl."

Fade picked up the pace. He fucked her until she was shaking, until her hate was drowned out by the overwhelming physical sensation. He felt the tension coil in his own body. It had been—literally—a lifetime since he had come.

"Here it is," Fade smirked.

He pumped wave after wave of seed into the faen sorceress, claiming her pussy as his own. Painsley convulsed around him, her orgasm hitting at the same time, forced out of her by his relentless pace.

Fade panted, resting his forehead against hers for a moment before pulling out. He wiped himself on her ruined leotard and tucked himself back in.

He turned to Eya. The beast was still using her, treating her like a fleshlight. She was moaning now, broken by the combination of the monster's stamina and Fade's command to be still.

"Enough," Fade commanded the beast.

The monster withdrew from Eya, dropping her to the floor. She curled into a ball, shivering.

Fade walked over to Kordak. The metal sorcerer was still pinned against the wall, watching the entire display with a dark, unreadable expression.

Fade realised he couldn't use Master Control on Kordak. The magic wouldn't take root in another male sorcerer. He would have to do this the old-fashioned way.

"Kordak," Fade said, smoothing his robes. "I've heard about you. You always chased strength. You wanted to be the apex predator. But sadly, our paths never crossed."

"You're a sick fuck," Kordak stated rightly.

"I am," Fade agreed. "But I am also a winner. Jonn Nightmare… he plays house. He builds villages. He negotiates." Fade had memories of things that occurred around the Dread Tower as his rebirth was in process. "I take. I dominate. I survived death itself."

He stepped closer, looking Kordak in the eye.

"Jonn Nightmare locked you in a wooden box," Fade sneered. "He doesn't respect you. I am offering you a place at my right hand. We are going to tear this tower down, brick by brick. We are going to take everything they built."

He signalled the beast to loosen the grip slightly.

"Serve me, and I will give you a target worthy of your rage."

Kordak looked at Fade. He looked at the well fucked women. He looked at the sheer power radiating off the resurrected sorcerer.

Then, a slow grin spread across Kordak's face.

"Never liked Jonn anyway," Kordak spat. "Too soft. Too much talking."

"Indeed," Fade nodded. "Release him."

The tentacles retracted. Kordak dropped to his feet. He rubbed his wrists, then summoned his metal shards back to him. They spun violently, eager for blood.

"So," Kordak cracked his neck and knuckles. "Where do we start?"

Fade looked at Painsley, who was pulling herself up from the table, her face a mask of sullen defeat. He looked at Eya, who was staring at the floor, waiting for orders.

"We have a tower to clear," Fade said, turning toward the exit. "And a world to remind why they feared the name of the Dread Sorcerer."

He began to march.

Behind him, Kordak fell into step. Painsley and Eya, compelled by the magic burning in their veins and the memory of his touch, stumbled into line. The tentacle beast slithered at the rear, a loyal hound.

Fade smiled into the darkness of the corridor. He was back. And the game was just beginning.


28: Wives

Jonathan stumbled back from the invisible window of his mind, swallowing hard through a dry throat. The connection severed, leaving the image of Painsley’s surrender burned onto the back of his retinas. He gripped the edge of the obsidian throne, trying to ground himself in the physical reality of the sealed throne room.

"He's back," Jonathan whispered, the words tasting like ash. "Fade is back."

Zigarete stopped pacing. She stood near the massive, sealed doors, the Drakken curled near her feet like a scaled mountain of muscle and teeth. The beast raised its head, a low growl vibrating through the stone floor, sensing the shift in the atmosphere.

"What do you mean 'back'?" Zigarete asked, her eyes narrowing. "I saw the pieces of him hit the Dread Tower."

"He used some sort of magic; he reconstituted." Jonathan rubbed his face, trying to wipe away the memory of Fade’s hand on Painsley’s chest. "And he's different. Stronger. He’s in the labs. He... he has Painsley. And Eya. And Kordak."

"He killed them?"

"Worse," Jonathan said, looking up. "He touched them. Just a hand on their skin, Zigarete. That's all it took. Kordak tried to fight, but Fade controlled the tentacle beast to subdue him. And the girls..." Jonathan paused, fighting the traitorous growing in his groin. Even amidst the horror, the sight of Painsley accepting Fade, of Eya dangling helplessly while she was used... it was hot. "They submitted. Instantly. Total mind control. He calls it Master Control. Though it didn't seem to work on Kordak. The bastard changed sides anyway."

Zigarete gripped her spear, the flames flaring to life along the blade. "Mind control? Like his monster charm?"

"Upgraded. It works on people now. Sorcerers." Jonathan walked down from the dais, his midnight-blue cloak swirling around his ankles. "He turned Painsley into an obedient doll in seconds. If he touches you, it’s over. Your will is gone."

The Drakken let out a snort of smoke, shifting its bulk to nudge Zigarete’s hip with its snout. She absently stroked the hard scales between its eyes, her expression darkening.

"Then we don't let him touch us," Zigarete stated, though the bravado was thin. "We kill him from a distance. Burn him to ash before he gets close."

"We might not get the chance," Jonathan countered. "He’s coming up. And he has a growing army. My army. Kordak, Eya, Painsley, the beasts... they’re all his now." He looked at the sealed doors. "Talitha and Alisa are holding the stairwell. If Fade reaches them..."

"They will fight," Zigarete said. "Alisa is a Sentinel. Talitha is a force of nature. They’ll hold."

"You didn't see him, Zigarete," Jonathan said quietly. "He seems different now. He feels... inevitable. We need to find his weakness. If we strike and miss, you end up like Painsley. Just another toy in his harem. I'll probably end up dead."

Zigarete nodded grimly. She mounted the Drakken, settling onto the beast's neck. "Do what you have to do, Lord Nightmare. I’ll prepare the welcome party."

Jonathan closed his eyes again, diving back into the nightmare.

The main stairwell of the Dread Tower was a choke point, a narrow throat of stone designed to pile bodies high. Alisa stood at the front of the phalanx, her Sentinel armour gleaming under the torchlight. The transformation Marra had forced upon her hadn't dulled her instincts, though the armour fit differently now, accentuating the curve of her hips and her beautiful new breasts. Beside her, Talitha crouched, hatchets loose in her hands. The Huntress was tense.

"Something is coming," Talitha whispered, her ears twitching.

"Hold the line!" Alisa commanded, her voice melodic yet steel-hard. "Shields up! No one passes!"

The Sentinels behind them locked their shields together, a wall of steel. They were the best of the best, trained by Alistar, reforged by Alisa and Zigarete.

Then, the doors at the bottom of the stairs exploded inward.

A massive, wet limb smashed through the oak, sending splinters flying like shrapnel.

"Steady!" Alisa roared.

From the dust and darkness, a figure emerged. He wore dark purple robes that seemed to swallow the light. He walked calmly, unhurried.

Behind him walked Kordak, metal shards spinning lazily around him. Painsley skipped alongside, naked save for the fluids coating her, swinging her mace with a terrifyingly blank smile. Eya drifted like a ghost, her red suit torn, her body marked by the beast.

"Sir Alistar," Fade said, his voice scratching against the stone walls. He stopped ten paces from the shield wall. "Or is it Lady Alisa now? I heard Marra made some improvements."

Alisa froze. She recognised that voice. It was the Dread Sorcerer who had offered them refuge and then tried to betray them.

"Fade," Alisa spat, levelling her sword. "You died."

"I have returned to reclaim my property," Fade said, taking a step forward. He gestured to the women behind him. "As you can see, I am collecting my due."

"Fire!" Alisa screamed.

Bowmen on the landing above loosed a volley. Arrows rained down on the dark sorcerer.

Fade didn't flinch. "Protect."

The tentalce beast moved swiftly, intercepting the arrow from above. Kordak whirred metal, expanding into a dense shield in front of his master; he was fully protected. The arrows deflected harmlessly off the steel barrier.

"Kill them," Fade ordered.

The metal shield shattered outward. Shards of steel became projectiles, flying up into the balcony. Screams erupted as the archers were cut down.

"Charge!" Alisa yelled, knowing defence was useless. She surged forward, her sword flashing. "For the Southlands!"

Talitha was right beside her, moving with the fluid speed of a jungle cat. "For the Chieftain!"

They closed the distance in seconds. Alisa feinted high, aiming for Fade’s neck, while Talitha swept low with her hatchets, targeting his legs. A perfect pincer movement.

Fade smiled.

He caught Alisa’s wrist mid-swing. Eya's magic slowing the Sentinel's attack. Painsley blocking Talitha's strike.

The moment his skin touched hers, it was over.

Alisa gasped, her eyes widening to the size of saucers. The sword clattered from her grip, ringing loudly on the stone. A shockwave of pure dominance rushed up her arm, bypassing her will, hijacking her nervous system. It hit the pleasure centres of her brain like a sledgehammer.

"Kneel," Fade whispered.

Alisa’s knees hit the stone floor with a bone-jarring crack. Her mouth fell open, a soft, needy whimper escaping her throat. The warrior was gone. In her place was a woman trembling with an overwhelming need to serve.

"No..." Alisa breathed, but her hands were already reaching out to clutch at Fade’s robes, fingering the fabric reverently. Her new physiology, already tuned for submission by Marra’s magic, collapsed completely under Fade’s Master Control. "Master... you're so strong..."

Talitha saw her mate fall. She roared, a sound of pure fury, pushed Painsley to the side, and swung her hatchet at Fade’s exposed side.

But Eya had her number. Her swing stopped mid-air, and Fade side-stepped, grabbing Talitha by the throat. He lifted her off the ground, her legs kicking uselessly.

"And the Heldra," Fade mused, looking up into her defiant, hate-filled eyes. "Jonn’s favourite pet."

Talitha clawed at his hand, trying to break his grip. "Fuck... you..."

Fade tightened his fingers against her skin. "Submit."

The command slammed into Talitha’s mind. It was a physical weight, crushing her defiance. Her body went limp instantly. Her legs stopped kicking. Her arms dropped to her sides.

But her eyes... her eyes burned gold. Tears welled up, spilling over her cheeks. Her mind screamed NO, screaming for Jonn, screaming for freedom, but her body was already responding. Her nipples hardened against her fur bra. Her pussy clenched, soaking her loincloth.

"Interesting," Fade noted, seeing the war in her gaze. "Strong will. But flesh is weaker."

He dropped her. Talitha landed on all fours next to Alisa. She tried to stand, tried to grab her weapon, but her hands wouldn't obey. Instead, she found herself presenting her ass to him.

"Stop..." Talitha yelled, her voice broken. "Stop it..."

"It won't stop," Fade said, stepping between them. He looked at the Sentinels, who stood frozen in horror at seeing their leaders broken in seconds. "Well? Who else wants to touch me?"

Leaderless and against a massive tentacle beast, the Sentinels broke. They backed away, retreating up the stairs in disarray.

Fade turned his attention to his new prizes. Alisa was practically nuzzling his leg. Talitha was shaking, fighting a losing battle against her own lust.

"You make a beautiful pair," Fade said. He reached down, grabbing the front of Alisa’s armour. With a sharp tug, the leather straps snapped. He stripped her to the waist, exposing her breasts.

"Please," Alisa begged, grabbing her own tits and squeezing them for him. "Use them. Use me. I want to be owned."

"You see?" Fade looked at Talitha. "She accepts her place."

He grabbed Talitha’s loincloth and tore it away. The Huntress squeezed her eyes shut. She was wet. So wet it was dripping down her thighs.

"Look at that," Fade mocked, pointing at her glistening slit. "Your mind says no, but your cunt says yes."

He undid his robes. His cock, thick and heavy, sprang free. "Fortunately, I kept some firestokers in my backup box. I can thoroughly enjoy this."

"Alisa," Fade commanded. "Prepare her."

Alisa crawled behind Talitha and grabbed her, forcing them wider. She leaned forward next to Talitha’s ear.

"Just give in, Tali," Alisa whispered, her voice thick with arousal. "It’s easier. It feels so good. He’s stronger than Jonn. Stronger than anyone."

"Don't say that!" Talitha cried out. "I love... I love..."

"You love cock," Fade corrected.

He stepped forward and drove himself into Talitha.

"Ahhh!" Talitha screamed. It was a scream of rage, of violation, but it ended in a moan she couldn't suppress. He filled her up so good. She was already pushing back against his cock, and against her will.

Fade grabbed her hair, pulling her head back so she had to look at him. "Say it. Say you belong to me."

"I... belong... to the Chieftain!" Talitha gasped, trying to buck him off, but each movement only intensified the friction, sending sparks of pleasure throughout her body.

"Wrong answer." Fade thrusted harder. He slapped her ass, the sound echoing in the stairwell.

Alisa crawled under Talitha. She looked up at Fade with worshipful eyes. "Can I taste, Master? Can I taste your power?"

"Service us," Fade said.

Alisa buried her face in Talitha’s pussy, right where Fade’s cock was driving in and out. She licked the underside of his shaft with every thrust, catching the juices, stimulating Talitha’s slit with her tongue.

The double assault was too much. Talitha’s mind fractured. The pleasure was a tidal wave, drowning her loyalty, drowning her identity.

"Oh, forest!" Talitha wailed, her hips starting to match Fade’s pace involuntarily. "It’s too much! It’s too good!"

"That's it," Fade growled, feeling her walls surrender. "Forget the loser in the tower. He sent you to die. I'm giving you life."

He pounded into her, watching the light of defiance dim in her eyes, replaced by the glassy stare of a broken doll.

"I am... I am..." Talitha stammered.

"You are my wives," Fade announced, looking at the two of them. "My warrior whores."

He felt the pressure build. He didn't slow down. He grabbed Alisa by the hair and pulled her up, forcing her mouth onto his cock as he pulled out of Talitha. He started to cum. White warm love flowed into Alisa's mouth and down to her tits as Fade pulled out and then slammed back into the Huntress. His seed, flooding her insides. Talitha moaned, her body bowing and bucking as the orgasm ripped through her, forced and absolute.

Alisa pressed her mouth to Talitha’s pussy, sucking out the overflow, desperate for a taste of the Master’s essence.

Fade stepped back, adjusting his robes. Alisa curled around Talitha, licking the cum from her thighs. Talitha lay there, panting, her eyes vacant.

"Good pets," Fade said, stepping over them. "Now, say you are mine."

"I'm yours, Cheiftain Fade. Your whore warrior wife." Talitha was defeated.


29: Tribute

Fade stepped over the fully fucked forms of Talitha and Alisa, his boots clicking ominously on the stone steps. The air in the stairwell was thick with the scent of sex and surrender. Before long, they stood up and fell in behind him; his retinue was growing large.

He didn't look back at his new wives. They knew their place. Right now, he had a tower to climb and a usurper to crush.

He rounded the landing leading to the administrative levels. A figure waited for him in the shadows, a very familiar silhouette.

"My King," a sultry voice purred.

Marra stepped into the torchlight. She looked ravishing, her purple skin glowing, her tail twitching with eager anticipation. She wasn't alone. Kneeling beside her, bound by coils of shadow that acted like a leash, was Saikhi.

The Ashborn administrator looked terrified. Her glasses were askew, her blue dress torn at the shoulder to reveal her substantial breast. She struggled against the shadow bonds, her body jiggling satisfyingly.

"Marra," Fade acknowledged, stopping a few feet away. "I am glad you didn't perish… or run."

"I would never leave you, Master," Marra dropped to one knee, lowering her head reverently. She yanked on the shadow leash, forcing Saikhi to stumble forward on her knees. "I missed you. Every moment you were gone was agony. But I hoped you would return one day. Please accept this gift."

Fade looked down at Saikhi. The Ashborn stared up at him, her blue eyes in shock. "Fade... No… You are dead."

"I got better," Fade smirked. He looked back at Marra. "You captured the accountant. Quaint. But hardly a threat necessitating my attention."

"She is not just an accountant, Master," Marra stood, gliding closer to him, her hip brushing against his leg. "She is Jonn's first pet, a favourite of his. The one who keeps his little kingdom running. I thought she would make a fitting tribute to welcome you home."

Fade’s interest piqued. He reached out, grabbing Saikhi’s chin and forcing her to look at him. "One of his favourites? Is that so?"

"I serve Lord Nightmare!" Saikhi looked away, though her voice trembled. "He defeated you once! He will do it again!"

Marra laughed, a dark, musical sound. "Oh, he won't be defeating anyone today. Not with the gift I gave you, my love."

Fade turned his gaze to the succubus. "Gift?"

Marra reached into her cleavage and pulled out a small, leather-bound book. Fade recognised it instantly. It was his Guidebook. The one he had lost.

"I found it," Marra explained, handing it to him with a reverence usually reserved for holy relics. "I used it to increase your power."

Fade took the book.

"I spent every point of potential you had accumulated," Marra whispered, pressing her body against his arm. "I dumped it all into your Monster Control. It evolved my Master. I turned it into Master Control. Fitting no?"

Fade’s smirked. That explained how his ability had evolved without his hand.

"You clever, devious bitch," Fade laughed, pocketing the book. "You secured my throne before I even sat in it."

"I exist to serve," Marra purred, tracing a finger down his chest. "And now, I offer you this." She gestured to Saikhi. "Test it. Break his toy. Make her yours."

Fade looked down at Saikhi. The Ashborn was trembling violently now, sensing the inevitability of what was coming.

"Master Jonn is immune to your tricks," Saikhi stammered, trying to sound administrative and failing. "His logistical planning—"

Fade reached out. He didn't strike her. He simply laid his large hand over her face, his fingers splayed across her cheeks.

Skin to skin.

"Obey."

Saikhi’s body went rigid. Her pupils dilated until the glowing blue of her irises was swallowed by black. The terror in her face didn't vanish, but it was instantly overlaid with a compulsion so strong it rewrote her neural pathways in real-time.

Fade moved his hand down to her throat, feeling her pulse hammer against his fingers. "You administered his kingdom? You managed his ledgers?"

"Yes..." Saikhi breathed, unable to lie, unable to look away.

"You managed his cock too, didn't you?" Fade asked, his voice low and rasping.

"Yes... regularly..."

Fade used his free hand to tear the front of her dress off. She was a very fuckable morsel. Her body was already ready for him.

"Well, I have a new task for you," Fade growled. He undid his robe, letting it fall open. His cock, still slick from the previous sluts he had conquered, stood proud and heavy. "Audit this."

He grabbed Saikhi by the hair and pulled her forward. He shoved her onto her back right there on the landing. Marra released the shadow bonds, knowing they were no longer needed.

Fade moved between Saikhi’s legs. She lay there, exposed, her red skin flushing darker.

"Please..." Saikhi whimpered, a final shred of loyalty trying to surface. "Master Jonn..."

"Forget him," Fade commanded. The weight of his voice crushed her resistance. "You are going to enjoy this, Saikhi. You are going to enjoy my cock more than you have ever enjoyed anything in your worthless life. More than books. More than numbers. More than Jonn."

The command settled into her brain like a fishhook.

Fade thrust into her.

"AH!" Saikhi screamed.

But it wasn't a scream of pain. The magic twisted the sensation, amplified it, turning the invasion into a blinding, white-hot ecstasy. Her administrative mind, usually so orderly, shattered into a thousand pieces of pure lust.

"Oh goddess!" Saikhi wailed, her legs wrapping around Fade’s waist instantly. "How is your cock this good!?"

"Tell me," Fade demanded, pounding into her with brutal, rhythmic force. He slapped her heavy breasts, watching them jiggle. "Tell me whose cock is better."

"Yours!" Saikhi sobbed, her hips bucking wildly to meet him. "Yours is! Oh fuck, the girth! The warmth! How it hits me just right!"

Fade laughed, a cruel sound that travelled up the stairwell. He grabbed her wrists, pinning her to the stone as he increased the pace. "That's it. Crunch the numbers, bitch. Calculate how fucked you are."

"I'm so fucked!" Saikhi moaned, drool leaking from her mouth. "I love it! I love being invaded! This is better than anything I have researched in the past!"

Marra watched from the side, her hand sliding between her own legs as she watched Fade work. "Look at her melt," the succubus taunted. "She was so professional a minute ago."

Fade drove deep, hitting Saikhi’s innermost walls, wringing beautiful sounds from her. The Master Control forced every nerve ending to celebrate his touch. She was enslaved by her own pleasure.

"Cum for me," Fade ordered. "Cum and pledge your soul to the Dread Sorcerer."

"Yes! Yes! I pledge! Take the tower! Take my soul! Take my pussy!"

Saikhi convulsed. Her orgasm was violent, a full-body seizure of pleasure that had her writhing on the floor, screaming Fade’s name. Her crimson skin glowed with sweat.

Fade emptied himself inside her. He flooded her, she drank the sensations in.

He held her there until she stopped twitching, until she lay limp and broken, a smile of drugged bliss plastered on her face.

"Good asset," Fade muttered, pulling out.

Saikhi curled onto her side, hugging her knees, murmuring about 'perfect sexual penetration' and 'loving her new Master's cock.'

Fade stood up, adjusting his robes. He looked at Marra. The succubus was joyful, her eyes fixed on Fade's softening cock.

"You did well, Marra," Fade said. "The upgrade changes everything."

"I knew it would please you," Marra purred, stepping over Saikhi’s prone form. She dropped to her knees without being asked. "I deserve a reward, don't I? For being such a loyal second-in-command?"

"You do," Fade agreed.

Marra leaned forward and began to clean him up. Her tongue swirled around the head, lapping up the mixture of his seed and Saikhi’s juices. She gurgled it and swallowed, her tail wrapping around his leg.

"Delicious," she murmured against his skin. "The taste of victory."

Fade grabbed her horns. "Stand up."

Marra obeyed, rising to her feet, her lips glistening.

Fade turned her around and pressed her against the stairwell wall.

"Here is your reward." He shoved himself inside her tight succubus pussy. Marra giggled with joy, her nails clawing against the wall.

"Yes! Break me again!" she begged. "Make me your slutty succubus queen!"

Fade obliged. He fucked her with the force of a man who had conquered death. He used her body to steady himself, driving into her until she was babbling, until her plot to rule beside him melted away into a desperate need just to be filled by him.

"You are no queen, Marra, you belong to me, a fuck hole, a loyal fuck hole but a fuck hole nonetheless", Fade whispered into her ear, biting the lobe. "Everyone belongs to me."

"I know! I know!" Marra wailed, her ass clapping against his thighs. "I'm yours! Forever!"

Fade finished deep inside her and watched her eyes light up as the cum fed her appetite. He then looked up the stairs. The Throne Room was close.

"Come along," Fade commanded his army of whores and monsters. "Jonn is waiting."


30: Throne

"Get ready," Zigarete hissed, the flames on her spear roaring to life. Her foes were just outside the throne room. She sat atop the Drakken, her legs locking around the beast's neck. The monster dug its claws into the stone floor, preparing to pounce.

Jonathan gripped the Spear of Narcese. He stood at the base of the throne, feeling small against the impending avalanche. He willed the liquid metal into a defensive pike, the tip shimmering with lethal anticipation.

BOOM.

The doors shattered.

Splinters of ancient oak and twisted iron flew like shrapnel. Through the dust cloud, the purple-robed silhouette of Fade stood calm and terrible, flanked by his harem of broken warriors.

"Get them," Fade commanded, his voice a dry scratch that carried over the roar of the beast.

"Burn!" Zigarete screamed.

The Drakken lunged. It was a red blur of scales and fury, crashing into the incoming tentacle beast with the force of a falling mountain. The impact shook the tower to its roots. The Drakken’s jaws clamped onto a thick, slimy limb, tearing wet flesh as the tentacle monster flailed, trying to wrap its appendages around the red predator.

Zigarete vaulted from the Drakken’s back mid-air, a valkyrie of silver and fire. She landed in the middle of Fade’s vanguard.

Kordak stepped forward to meet her, a wall of spinning metal shards forming a shield. "You can't—"

Zigarete spun her spear, a wheel of fire that melted through the flying steel. She ducked under Kordak’s clumsy, oversized swing—he was fighting like a brute—and drove the butt of her spear into his diaphragm.

Kordak folded. Zigarete followed up with a spinning kick to his temple that sent the massive man crashing into the wall, unconscious before he hit the floor.

"Weak!" Zigarete shouted.

Talitha and Alisa charged Jonathan. They moved with a terrifying, puppet-like synchronicity, their eyes vacant, their bodies reacting to Fade’s will rather than their own instincts.

"I don't want to hurt you!" Jonathan shouted, parrying Alisa’s sword with his spear. The liquid metal hardened instantly on impact, the clang ringing out like a bell.

"Then surrender to the Master!" Alisa cried out, her voice high and breathless with forced arousal. She feinted high, allowing Talitha to slide underneath her guard, hatchets aiming for Jonathan’s knees.

Jonathan concentrated. The Spear of Narcese liquefied, shooting downward to wrap around Talitha’s weapons. He yanked upward, pulling the Huntress off balance. She stumbled, exposing her flank.

"Sorry, Tali," Jonathan gritted his teeth. He morphed the spear shaft into a blunt staff and swept her legs. Talitha hit the ground hard. Before she could scramble up, Jonathan stomped on the hem of her cloak, pinning her, and drove his fist into her jaw. It was a desperate, brawling move, but it worked. Talitha went limp.

"One down," Jonathan panted.

Alisa screamed in rage, abandoning defence to slash wildly at him. Jonathan stepped back, letting her overextend. He wasn’t a master swordsman, but he had learned enough from Zigarete to know that Alisa was fighting with hysterical energy, not discipline.

From the flank, Painsley swung her mace at Jonathan’s head. He narrowly dodged.

It was chaos. It was a brawl in a phone booth.

But the defenders were winning.

Zigarete was efficient. She cut through the ranks of the dominated sentinels like a scythe through wheat. She didn't kill them; she incapacitated them, shattering knees, cracking skulls, knocking the wind out of them. She moved faster than Fade could direct his puppets.

"Eya!" Fade commanded, pointing a finger at the Inquisitor.

The blood sorceress raised her hands, trying to boil the blood in Zigarete’s veins. But Zigarete was already moving. She threw a dagger at the torch bracket above Eya's head. The heavy iron fixture crashed down, knocking Eya cold.

"Is that all you have?!" Zigarete roared, her silver eyes burning. She levelled her spear tip at Fade’s chest.

The Drakken, meanwhile, had pinned the tentacle beast. It ripped a massive chunk out of the slime-monster’s main body, causing it to recoil and shrivel against the far wall, defeated.

Jonathan stood over the pile of his defeated friends—Talitha, Alisa, Painsley, Saikhi—all groaning or unconscious at his hand. Fade's control seemed not to be total, or at least they were not at their full strength. Zigarete stood ten paces from Fade, the Drakken flanking him on the other side.

Fade stood alone. His army was broken.

"It's over, Fade," Jonathan called out. He was exhausted, sweat stinging his eyes, but he felt a surge of triumph. "You rely too much on your slaves. Without them, you're just a man in a robe."

Fade looked around the room. He looked at Kordak, slumped against the wall. He looked at the tentacle beast, cowering. He looked at the women piled at Jonathan's feet.

A slow smile spread across his face. It wasn't the smile of a defeated man.

"Am I?" Fade asked softly.

A shadow detached itself from the darkness behind the throne.

"Jonn! Behind you!" Zigarete screamed.

Jonathan spun around, but he was too slow. He had been so focused on the army in front of him, he had forgotten one very dangerous threat.

Marra.

She tackled him from behind, her tail wrapping around to pin his arms to his sides. The Spear of Narcese clattered away, out of reach.

"Got you, lover," Marra whispered in his ear.

Jonathan struggled but Marra was overpowering. She used her weight, pressing him down, her thighs clamping around him to keep him still.

See, Marra wasn't under Master Control. She served willingly. Her mind was her own, sharp and cruel.

"Open wide," Marra laughed.

She produced a small, wrapped, black sphere from her cleavage. A nullification stone.

Jonathan clamped his mouth shut, thrashing violently. "Mmph!"

Marra grabbed Jonathan’s nose, pinching it shut. His lungs started to burn.

He had to breathe. He gasped.

Marra shoved the stone into his mouth.

It tasted like cold ash. It was dry and hard, blocking his airway. Marra clamped her hand over his mouth and massaged his throat, forcing the swallow reflex.

Gulp.

The stone slid down his oesophagus. It settled in his stomach like a lump of ice.

The effect was instantaneous. He felt mundane. Weak.

"No..." Jonathan wheezed, the word barely a whisper. He felt the strength drain out of his limbs.

"Jonn!" Zigarete roared.

She saw him fall. She saw the light go out of his eyes.

Zigarete made a choice. A fatal, emotional choice.

She had Fade dead to rights. She could have thrown her spear. She could have ended the Dread Sorcerer right there. But her leader, the man who had taken her in, was down.

She turned her back on the enemy.

She sprinted toward Jonathan, ignoring Fade. She reached out, intent on pulling Marra off him, intent on saving him.

Zigarete reached Jonathan. She grabbed Marra by the hair, ready to yank the succubus away.

"Big mistake," Fade laughed.

A hand clamped onto Zigarete’s exposed shoulder.

Zigarete froze.

"Mine," Fade said.

It wasn't a suggestion. It was a rewrite of her mind.

The spear dropped from her hand. Clang.

Her pupils dilated, knees buckled. She sank to the floor.

"Master..." Zigarete whimpered. Her hands, which had been reaching to save Jonathan, now turned inward, clutching at her own breasts. A flush spread up her neck. "So... strong..."

Jonathan watched from the floor, horror dawning in his powerless mind. Zigarete was defeated.

"No..." Jonathan groaned.

The Drakken roared. Seeing its mistress fall, seeing the strange man touching her, the beast went berserk. It charged Fade, jaws wide, ready to snap him in half.

Fade didn't flinch. He stepped over Zigarete’s prostrate form. He raised his hand, palm out, waiting for the multi-ton killing machine to impact.

The Drakken lunged, its snout colliding with Fade’s palm.

Skin to scale.

The beast’s momentum stopped. The roar cut off, turning into a confused whine. The red glow in the Drakken’s eyes flickered and died, replaced by a docile =look.

Fade ran his hand along the monster’s snout, scratching it behind the ear frills.

"Sit," Fade commanded.

The Drakken sat. It thumped its massive tail against the floor, panting like a puppy, looking at Fade with absolute adoration.

The room was silent.

Jonathan lay pinned under Marra. The succubus was grinning, her sharp teeth bared. She sat on his chest, her weight holding him down, her claws resting lightly on his throat. Jonathan stared up at Fade, powerless, defeated.

Fade smiled. He walked past them. He walked up the steps of the dais.

He turned and sat on the obsidian throne. It fit him perfectly.

He reached out to the small side table where Jonathan had left his goblet. He picked it up, swirling the red liquid.

"A bit fruitful for my taste," Fade noted, taking a sip. "But victory makes everything taste sweeter."

He leaned back, crossing his legs. He gestured to the room with his wine glass.

"Marra," Fade said casually. "Keep him alive. I want him to watch."

"With pleasure, my King," Marra purred, leaning down to lick Jonathan’s face.

Fade looked at Zigarete, who was still on her knees, shaking with the need to serve.

"And you, my new Inquisitor," Fade said. "Crawl to me."

Zigarete crawled on her hands and knees up the stairs, her head bowed low, eager to serve the new Lord of the Dread Tower.

Jonathan closed his eyes, the taste of the stone bitter in his throat. He had lost. The game was over.

And Fade had won everything.


31: Mercy

The throne room of the Dread Tower had dissolved into a tableau of hedonistic conquest. And Jonathan couldn't close his eyes. Marra wouldn't let him.

The succubus' tail was wrapped tightly around his throat—not enough to choke him, but enough to remind him that his life was hers right now. Her hands gripped his face, her sharp nails digging into his cheeks, forcing his head up, forcing his gaze toward the obsidian throne.

"Look at them," Marra whispered, her voice dripping with venomous delight. "Look at your friends, Jonn. Look how happy they are without you."

On the throne sat Fade, looking regal in his dark purple robes, which were now open. He sat with legs spread wide, a king at ease, surrounded by the spoils of his victory.

Zigarete was currently on her hands and knees between Fade's legs. Her silver hair spilled over Fade's thighs like a curtain. She was worshipping him. The woman who had sworn to protect Jonathan was now bobbing her head with enthusiastic devotion on his enemy's cock, her hands caressing his knees, her throat working to accommodate him.

"She takes it well," Fade commented idly, resting his hand on Zigarete's head. He looked down at Jonathan, meeting his gaze. "Better than she ever took orders from the Empire. It seems she just needed the right management."

"Mmgh!" Jonathan tried to speak, to shout, but the nullification stone sitting heavily in his stomach made him feel hollow. He was just a man. A weak, mundane man watching a god play with his toys.

"Don't interrupt," Marra hissed, "You're the audience, darling. Not the critic."

Fade shifted his hips, and Zigarete moaned around him, a sound of muffled ecstasy. The Drakken, curled around the back of the throne like a living decoration, its red eyes fixed on its mistress with a docile stare. Even the monster had been broken.

"Come to me sluts," Fade commanded, his voice a scratchy baritone that commanded absolute obedience.

Talitha. Alisa. Saikhi. Painsley. Eya. They all stood up, having regained their consciousness.

They stripped their armour, their weapons, and their dignity.

"Present yourselves," Fade ordered.

Talitha was first forward. The Huntress, who had fought tooth and nail for Jonathan, now stumbled toward the throne with a desperate, hungry fluidity.

"My wife," Fade smiled, removing his hand from Zigarete's head to beckon them. "Come. The bed is cold."

Talitha practically launched herself onto the dais. She crawled over the armrest of the throne, not caring that stone dug into her skin. She curled up at Fade's side, resting her head on his shoulder, rubbing her cheek against the rough silk of his robe like a cat seeking ownership.

"Master," Talitha purred, her eyes golden and vacant. "I miss your strength. I am yours to command."

"You are," Fade agreed, stroking her hair. "And so are your friends."

Alisa stepped up, knelt on the step below the throne. She looked up at Fade not with the shame she had shown Jonathan, but with a radiant, terrifying joy.

"Use me," Alisa begged, presenting herself. "I was made for this. Marra made me for you."

Fade laughed. "Marra did excellent work." He looked at the succubus pinning Jonathan. "Truly, your foresight is commendable."

"I live to serve," Marra called back, grinding her hips against Jonathan's chest.

Fade turned his attention to Saikhi. The Ashborn administrator stood at the base of the steps, her glasses were gone, and her blue eyes were swallowed by the black dilation of the Master Control.

"And the accountant," Fade mused. "Come here, Saikhi. I have some figures for you to check."

Saikhi ascended the stairs, her movements jerky but eager. "Yes, Master. I must... verify your asset."

"Verify it."

Fade pulled out of Zigarete's mouth. His cock glistened in the torchlight, standing proud and triumphant. Zigarete whined at the loss, trying to chase him, but Fade pushed her back gently.

"Share, my pet," Fade chided. He looked at Saikhi. "Can you handle the workload?"

"Yes Master," Saikhi breathed. She took Zigarete's place, her crimson hands wrapping around the shaft with a reverence that made Jonathan's stomach turn.

Jonathan squeezed his eyes shut, unable to watch Saikhi—his Saikhi, who was so sweet—open her mouth and descend onto his enemy.

"Open your eyes!" Marra commanded, grabbing his eyelids and forcing them apart. "Watch! Watch them love him! Watch how much better he is than you!"

He couldn't look away. He watched Saikhi take him deep, her eyes rolling back, a moan of pure bliss escaping her lips. He watched Talitha kiss Fade's neck while he was being serviced. He watched Alisa kissing Zigarete, the two warriors tangling their tongues together as they waited for their turn.

It was a masterpiece of depravity. A harem built in a day.

Eya and Painsley were the last to join. Painsley skipped up the stairs, giggling.

"Room for one more?" Painsley chirped. She swung her legs over and straddled Fade's thigh, grinding her wet vulnerability against the rough fabric of his robes. "The tentacle boy is lonely. He wants to play too."

"He can wait," Fade said, his voice strained as Saikhi increased her suction. "Tonight is for me."

Eya followed behind descending down to assist Saikhi in her assessments of Fade's cock. The assessment was a positive one.

The night stretched into an eternity. Jonathan was forced to witness every combination of his friends please Fade.

He watched Fade take Talitha on the throne, her legs wrapped around him, declaring him her new chieftain. He saw Alisa bent over the armrest, taking Kordak from behind while she sucked Fade's fingers. He saw Zigarete and Saikhi scissoring at Fade's feet, putting on a show for their new master.

And through it all, Marra kept Jonathan pinned. She taunted him. She described the sensations she imagined they were feeling.

"See how Talitha shudders with ecstasy?" Marra whispered, her breath hot on his ear. "She never did that for you. Not like that. That's total submission, Jonn. That's the look of a woman who knows she's property."

"She... she loves me..." Jonathan rasped, his voice weak.

"She did," Marra corrected. "Past tense. Now? Now she loves Fade's command. She loves the order." Marra ran a hand down Jonathan's chest. "Just like I love seeing you broken."

Hours bled into one another. The torches burned low. The women rotated, an endless rotation of flesh serving the Dread Sorcerer. Fade seemed tireless, his new body fueled by the stash of firestokers he had and the sheer ego of his triumph.

Saikhi’s moans reached a high as she bounced on Fade’s lap, her composure completely shattered. She slammed her crimson ass down against his pelvis, taking his thick length to the hilt.

"The... ah!... so good!" Saikhi babbled, her eyes rolling back as Fade thrust upward, skewering her. Fade grabbed her wide hips and drove her down harder.

He didn’t let her cum. He simply lifted her off his cock. Saikhi whined at the loss, but she obediently crawled to the side, waiting for her next instruction like a piece of office equipment.

"Monster girl. You're up," Fade commanded, snapping his fingers at Painsley.

The faen squealed with delight, her elastic pussy, honed by months of taking massive beast cocks, engulfed Fade instantly. She swallowed him whole.

"Oh fuuuuck yes," Painsley groaned, "Master! Wreck me!"

While Painsley rode him with frantic, feral energy, Fade gestured to Eya. She stood beside the throne and leaned in, capturing Painsley’s mouth in a deep kiss, stifling the faen’s screams while her hand moved to stimulate Painsley’s breasts.

"Look at them, Jonn," Marra whispered, twisting Jonathan’s head so he couldn't look away. She ran a sharp nail down his cheek. "They look so natural, don't they? Like this is what they were always meant to do."

Fade leaned back, enjoying the show. Painsley was bouncing on his cock, Eya was playing with Painsley’s tits, and Zigarete was currently licking his boots, working her way up his greaves with a slavish devotion that was terrifying to behold.

"Alisa. Talitha," Fade barked.

The two warriors, kneeling at the foot of the dais, snapped to attention.

"Join the pile," Fade ordered.

Alisa positioned herself behind the throne, wrapping her arms around Fade’s neck and whispering filth into his ear. Talitha to the opposite side. She grabbed Fade’s hand and sucked on his fingers, her own hand diving between her legs to play with herself.

"See how they share?" Fade laughed, giving Painsley’s ass a stinging slap that made her clamp down on his cock even tighter. "No jealousy. No fighting. Just a single, unified purpose."

He thrust deep into Painsley, and she broke the kiss with Eya to scream a jagged cry of ecstasy.

"To serve me."

Finally, as the first light of dawn began to bleed through the high windows—the crystalline dome having dissolved with Fade's return to power—the activity on the dais slowed.

Fade sat on his throne, looking like a satiated god. Talitha was asleep on his lap, curled up like a kitten. Zigarete and Alisa were entangled at his feet. Saikhi and Painsley were resting against Kordak, who sat on the steps like a guard dog.

Fade looked down at Jonathan. He picked up a goblet of wine from the side table—Jonathan's wine—and took a slow sip.

"Marra," Fade said softly. "Bring him here."

Marra stood up, stretching her limbs. She grabbed Jonathan by the collar of his tunic and hauled him to his feet. He stumbled, his legs numb from hours of immobility, the stone in his stomach weighing him down. He felt sick, dizzy, defeated.

She dragged him to the base of the dais. Jonathan couldn't look up. He stared at the stone steps, at the discarded clothes of his friends.

"Look at me, Jonn," Fade commanded.

The voice didn't carry the magical compulsion of Master Control, but Jonathan looked up anyway. He had nothing left to lose.

Fade’s face was unscarred, handsome in a cruel, sharp way. His white hair was perfectly coiffed. He looked nothing like the man who had blown himself up months ago.

"You did well," Fade said, swirling the wine in his glass. "I have to admit, I was... concerned... when I was reassembling in the dark. I thought I would come back to ruins. To ash."

He gestured around the room, at the repaired stonework, at the banners, at the women sleeping at his feet.

"But you built a kingdom," Fade continued, a smirk playing on his lips. "You repaired the walls. You established trade. You recruited an army. You gathered the most powerful women in the region and... curated them for me."

Fade leaned forward, Talitha stirring slightly in his lap but not waking.

"You were an excellent steward, Lord Nightmare. You kept my seat warm. You polished my crown. You even expanded my territory."

"They aren't things, Fade. They're people."

"Are they?" Fade laughed quietly. He ran a hand down Talitha’s bare back. She shivered in her sleep and pressed closer to him. "They seem happy enough to be mine. They didn't hesitate, Jonn. The moment I touched them, they folded. Maybe they were just waiting for a real man to take charge."

He stood up, careful not to wake Talitha as he moved her to the cushions of the throne. He walked down the steps, stopping on the bottom tier, towering over Jonathan.

Marra kicked the back of Jonathan’s knees, forcing him to kneel.

"So," Fade said, looking down at him. "What do I do with you?"

Kordak stood up, moving to stand behind Fade. "Kill him," the man suggested, cracking his knuckles. "Snap his neck and throw him off the tower."

"Too quick," Marra suggested, licking her lips. "Give him to me. I'll keep him in the dungeon. I'll break the rest of his mind. We can use him as a battery, drain his magic when the stone is removed."

Fade considered this, tilting his head. He reached out and placed a hand on Jonathan’s head.

Jonathan flinched, expecting the mind control, expecting his will to be erased. But nothing happened. Fade frowned, withdrawing his hand. "Boring. It seems like all male sorcerers are immune. No matter, there isn't a real way for him to remove that stone in his stomach anyway. Not without invasive surgery. And this world doesn't have penicillin, Jonn. And that stone won't pass naturally."

Fade sighed, looking disappointed. "He’s not a warrior. He’s not a sorcerer anymore. He’s just... a man with an Economics degree."

Fade looked at the door.

"I think..." Fade said slowly, "That death is too good for you."

He smiled, a smile that didn't reach his cold eyes.

"I want you to live, Jonn. I want you to walk Adearath knowing that everything you built is mine. Every woman you loved is mine. Every achievement you unlocked belongs to me."

Fade gestured to Kordak. "Throw him out."

"With pleasure," Kordak grunted.

The massive man stepped forward, grabbing Jonathan by the back of his tunic and his belt. He lifted him effortlessly, like a sack of grain.

"Wait—" Jonathan gasped, struggling weakly.

"Goodbye, Jonn," Fade called out, turning his back to return to his throne. "Thank you for the renovations. I'll take very good care of my new toys."

Kordak marched Jonathan to the shattered remains of the balcony. The cool morning wind whipped into the room. The drop was hundreds of feet.

"Hope you can fly without your spear," Kordak laughed.

He wound up and threw him.

Jonathan sailed into the air. The wind roared in his ears. The ground rushed up to meet him with terrifying speed.

He flailed, trying to grab at anything, but there was only empty air. He fell past the lower levels, past the windows where he had watched the sunset with Saikhi, past the balcony where he had jumped with the glider.

He hit the slope of a grain pile that was being processed at the foot of the tower.

It wasn't a soft landing, but it wasn't concrete. He crashed into a pile of grain, then rolled far off into a patch of mud. The impact knocked the wind out of him, snapping ribs, bruising bone.

He came to a stop at the bottom, face down in the muck. It was a miracle that he had survived. Had the harvest from Dormik not been so grand this season, he might not have.

Pain flared through every inch of his body. He gasped for air, tasting dirt and muck. He tried to move, but his limbs felt like lead and his broken ribs made it hard to breathe.

He lay there, rain beginning to fall from the sky, mixing with the mud.

He closed his eyes.

He saw them. He saw Talitha on Fade’s lap. He saw Saikhi sucking Fade’s cock. He saw Zigarete worshipping him.

He had lost. The hero didn't win. The villain had returned, stronger than ever, and taken everything.

"Pathetic," Jonathan whispered into the mud. tears hot against his cold skin. "Useless."

He should just stay here. Let the mud swallow him. Let the cold take him. What was the point? He had no magic. No allies. No home.

Above him, the Dread Tower loomed, dark and imposing against the storm clouds. A purple light pulsed from the pinnacle, a beacon of Fade’s dominion.

Jonathan shivered. The cold was seeping into his bones.

Footsteps squelched in the mud nearby. Heavy, deliberate steps.

Jonathan didn't move. Let the scavengers come. Let the wulven take him.

The footsteps stopped right beside his head.

"You look like shit, sorcerer."

The voice was familiar. Gruff. Cynical.

A hand grabbed the back of his collar—his muddy, ruined tunic—and hauled him upward. Jonathan groaned, his ribs screaming in protest as he was dragged to his knees.

He forced his eyes open, squinting against the rain.

Standing before him, wrapped in a dark cloak that blended with the shadows of the forest, was a figure he hadn't expected to see. A man with a strong face, intense eyes, and his left arm ending in a bandaged stump.

Tellik. The Tracker.

"Get up, Jonn," Tellik said, his grip tightening on Jonathan's hand, pulling him out of the mud. "The Shapers are vulnerable. We have a world to save."
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