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 Chapter 48: Queen 
 
    The night air chilled Garth's soul as he returned to his tent, lantern-light guiding his way. He was looking forward to getting some rest after a long night watch. Usually, he would have gotten one of his subordinates to cover for his shift, unfortunately things had changed after the incident at Sidim. Borris was sent home due to his injuries fighting the brutes, Lieutenant Sten couldn't be trusted to not think with his dick, and almost all of Garth's other men were either dead or wounded, not to mention the Tracker took off after burning most of Sidim down. Garth was very much looking forward to the reinforcements arriving. Tomorrow a fresh 50-man division along with half-a-dozen Legion brutes would be bolstering their beaten ranks. 
 
    Garth missed his comfortable post in Cliffside, he missed his warm feathered bed, he missed the long days of drinking, he missed taking advantage of desperate women. But most of all, he missed the safety. Back home, on a bad day, the most Garth had to deal with were pickpockets and tax-evaders. On this goddess-forsaken expedition, he has had to deal with sentient forests, magically altered brutes, and even a drakken. It reminded him of his youth, when he was just a simple soldier fighting to subjugate Adearath for the Empire. But the worst of it was having to deal with the self-righteous Zigarete. The Grand Inquisitor had dragged Garth from home, it was her fault he had gone through all this. For all her beauty, the Grand Inquisitor lacked any charisma. 
 
    "Hello Captain~" A sweet voice cooed to Garth as he entered his tent. Garth readied his polehammer as he waved his lantern in the direction of the voice. 
 
    "Who's there? Show yourself." Garth growled as he searched each corner of his abode. 
 
    "As you wish." The voice dripped with honey. Slowly, shapely figure materialised in front of Garth. It was a woman. Dark leather straps barely covered her glistening purple-tinted skin, cleavage on full display. A long forked purple tail gently swayed behind her which matched a pair of small curved purple wings that spread out from her shoulder blades. Garth focused on the woman's face. Curved horns, beaming eyes, she was surely a demon. But she was the most entrancing thing he had ever seen. Her long hair floated behind her as she approached the stunned Garth. "Like what you see?" she giggled as she placed her hand on Garth's chest. 
 
    "What do you want demon?" Garth swallowed as he found himself unconsciously lowering his weapon. 
 
    "Demon? Is that how you address your former queen? How mean." 
 
    "Former queen?" Garth studied the demon girl's face, it felt familiar. "Queen Marra?" 
 
    "That's me! You are Captain Garth, if I'm not mistaken. The last time I saw you, you had barely made Lieutenant." 
 
    "That's me..." Garth couldn't believe what he was seeing. There had been rumours about Queen Marra but it was widely believed that she had been killed by the Dread Sorcerer Fade. It was why Emperor Tarthis hated sorcerers so much... but this was different.  
 
    "I have had a few upgrades since I left Tarthis, do you like them?" Marra ran her hand down Garth's arm, his polehammer dropped to the floor as she guided his hand up the curves of her body. Gliding over her plump rear, past her hips, between her breasts, finally resting on one of her horns. 
 
    "I..." Garth couldn't find the words. Marra looked completely different to the sweet and regal queen he had remembered, but yet he knew it was still her. 
 
    "I heard your are on a little adventure to hunt down a sorcerer." Marra drew close and whispered into Garth's ear, "Is that true?". 
 
    Garth slowly and gradually nodded. Marra's scent was like freshly cut flowers. 
 
    "Tell me, is this sorcerer's power as interesting as the rumours claim?" Marra asked as she wrapped her tail around Garth's back. Her hand slipping down towards Garth's already full stiffened member. 
 
    "He can make people horny..." Garth managed to push the words out of his mouth. "By touch." 
 
    "So can I." Marra smirked as she wrapped her fingers around Garth's length and started to stroke it. Her movements were practiced, it is as if she had known exactly how stroke Garth's cock for peak ecstasy. 
 
    "Not... like that. It's sorcery, magical." Garth didn't have control over his words. 
 
    "Well, that's what my master was hoping." Marra giggled as he got down on her knees, with a quick flick she dropped Garth's pants, unleashing his rod from it's confines. She guided his cock towards her exposed cleavage which hungrily engulfed it's length. "You are doing so well Garth-y." Marra said as she pushed her breasts together and moved them along Garth's length. "Surely you must have thought of taking me whilst I was queen. So many men looked at me with lustful eyes. I'm afraid I would have been much less of a good fuck back then." Marra looked up at Garth, her eyes defeated any remaining resistance the Captain might have had. 
 
    Garth nodded again, the former queen had been a regular in his fantasy line-up. Marra leaned her head towards her breasts and opened wide, her tongue reached out and licked the tip of Garth's cock. Garth fought back cumming with every morsel of might he had left in his body. He didn't want this to end. Not yet. 
 
    "Is there anything else I should-" Marra slurped on the top of Garth's cock. "know?" 
 
    "Companions... two females, an ashborn, and a heldran... he also has the Spear of Narcese." Garth's legs were beginning to shake. 
 
    "Oh? Having trouble standing are we?" Marra guided Garth down onto his bedroll. Pulling aside the strap of leather that covered her pussy, she gracefully mounted Garth's cock. "Is that better?" 
 
    "Urgh." A solitary grunt was all Garth could manage. 
 
    Marra pushed down of Garth's chest and rocked her hips, sucking every inch of Garth's rod deep inside of her. A wicked and sultry grin of victory plastered her face. No man could resist her. 
 
    "One last question. Does he care for these companions?" Marra squeezed her legs around Garth's waist. 
 
    "Yes- yes. I think so." Garth replied. He had not truly known, but the fact that the sorcerer's companions had seemed willing to use their bodies to help him must have meant something. 
 
    "They are his weakness then." Marra laughed as she lifted herself off of Garth's cock. "I need you to feed me now." Marra crawled down and took his length into her mouth, as if on cue Garth released his seed into the former queen's mouth. Marra's eyes gleamed brighter as she swallowed him down. Garth's vision dimmed to black. 
 
    The following day, Garth awoke to the sounds of fifty sets of forrin feet rumbling through the camp, reinforcements had arrived. As he sat up, he felt a shooting pain across his whole body. Did he hurt himself when he returned from watch last night? He couldn't remember, come to think of it, he couldn't much of anything last night. He must be getting old. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 49: Alive 
 
    Jonathan was in pain. A lot of pain. The back of his head pulsed that he hadn't felt since the first time he went out drinking during university orientation. It sucked. However, pain was good, pain meant he was still alive. 'What the fuck happened?' he thought. He was talking to Lily when suddenly she screamed out and then everything went blank. Jonathan tried to open his eyes and was surprised to find that his eyes were in fact open but everything was still black. A thick fabric bag was wrapped over his head. Jonathan tried to move, but his arms and legs were bound. It was good that he was alive but at this rate, he imagined wouldn't be for long. 
 
    "You're awake." Jonathan heard a voice say from in front of him. It was strangely sinister in a way that Jonathan couldn't put his finger on. The bag was lifted from Jonathan's head in a quick motion, the bright light of morning sun assaulted his eyes. Jonathan squinted as his vision slowly returned to him. A lean male faen stood before him, one that he had recognised from Sidim, it was the guy that was smashing through beasts like they were cheap plywood, it was the Tracker. "What is your name sorcerer?" 
 
    "Shit, you got me. My name is Bruce, Bruce Wayne, playboy millionaire philanthropist-" Jonathan words were cut short by a swift backhand to the face. The Tracker was wearing gloves, perhaps that was fortunate in this situation. 
 
    "Don't lie to me. The priestesses mentioned your name was Jonn." The Tracker crouched down to Jonathan's eye level. "What is your full name?" 
 
    "Jonn Nightmare." Jonathan gave the name he chose when he created his character. He was still unable to say his real name. 
 
    "Nightmare?" The Tracker raised an eyebrow. 
 
    "Yes. Nightmare." Jonathan looked around, he did not recognise where he was. Large rolling fields of long grass surrounded the pair. 
 
    "That name is stupid." The Tracker said curtly. 
 
    "I know..." Jonathan sighed, regretting his choices. "Wait, isn't your name the Tracker? That's just as dumb." This response was met by another backhand from the Tracker. 
 
    "That is just what the Imperial dogs call me." the Tracker response was filled with vitriol. 
 
    "I'm confused. Don't you work for them?" Jonathan's question was met with another strike. He spat out a mouthful of blood. 
 
    "I'm asking the questions here." the Tracker unclipped one of his maces from his belt. 
 
    Jonathan looked around, there must be some way he could escape. He spotted the familiar shine of the Zigarete's spear behind the Tracker, but no guidebook in sight. Jonathan pulled at his binding but there was no way he was going to slip free. 
 
    "You best answer my questions with truth and speed." the Tracker said as he tapped his mace on ground. "What are you plans to overthrow the Empire?" 
 
    "I have none." Jonathan immediately regretted his answer as he watched the Tracker's mace be lifted into the air. "Wait, wait! I'm serious! I don't give a flying fuck what happens to the Empire I'm just trying to survive out here." the Tracker's mace hesitated in the air before gently being placed down onto the ground. 
 
    "What an interesting phrase. I believe you." the Tracker smirked. "Unfortunately, that makes you useless to me." Jonathan thought better than to ask why. "Here I was hoping that you had at least a shred of ambition." the Tracker stood up. "I thought you were at least interesting when I heard you stole the Spear of Narcese from Zigarete, but you are just like the others sorcerers I've met, no imagination, no bite." the Tracker clipped his mace back to his belt. "I will have to keep looking from someone with balls." the Tracker looked down to Jonathan with pity. "Shame. Zigarete will be here soon enough to take you to your execution." the Tracker turned away from Jonathan. 
 
    "I got more balls than you." Jonathan said with a growl. The Tracker narrowed his eyes but didn't move. "Where I'm from, I have brought down nations." Jonathan lied, well it wasn't so much of a lie than it was a healthy stretching of the truth, Jonathan thought back to his games. "I climbed the ranks of the Silken Empire and under my rule I crushed all that opposed me." Jonathan thought back to his time playing Netorare Emperor in the backroom of Mr. Checnov's shop when he should have been taking stock. 
 
    "Go on." the Tracker turned back, intrigued. 
 
    Over the next thirty minutes, Jonathan regaled the faen with his gaming achievements. How he thwarted a bandit uprising in Netorare Emperor, how he brought down the economy of the Soviet Union in a game called Spyed, and how he trained a magical warrior to defeat raunchy demons in a game called Magical Girl in Trouble. Of course, he left out the fact that his achievements were all a part of a game. 
 
    "You are either an expert story weaver or I have misjudged you." the Tracker crouched back down and looked into Jonathan's eyes looking for some hint of deceit. Jonathan stared back. "Either way, you might actually be useful. Looks like I wont be handing you over, for now." Jonathan felt relived, but that feeling was quickly lost when the Tracker placed the fabric bag back over his head. "Time for you to meet the resistance." Jonathan felt a sharp bludgeoning pain smack the side of his head. 
 
    When Jonathan came too, his environment had changed once again. He was sitting on a chair in the middle of a large room. In front of him, at a hewn stone table sat three hooded figures, their faces shrouded. Behind the trio, on the room's wooden wall was engraved in large letters the words "Rainfell for the faen.". It was then that Jonathan had realised that most of his restraints had been removed, now only a single length of rope bound him to the chair he sat on. Besides Jonathan hovered the Tracker. Jonathan peered around for an exit, he spotted a single door directly behind him. There were no windows and yet the room was fully illuminated. Wisps of light hovered in throughout the room like floating candles. Jonathan looked back over to the three hooded figures. 
 
    "I'm guessing you are all wondering why I brought you here." Jonathan chuckled. 
 
    "Silence prisoner!" The middle figure said sternly, his voice reminded Jonathan of his old high school headmaster. "You will speak when you are spoken to or you will be gagged." 
 
    "This is the one?" The right figure asked, she had a much more pleasing voice. 
 
    "He is." The Tracker responded. 
 
    "He is not much to look at." The left figure said, her voice sounding remarkably similar to the figure on the right. "-and he is human, ew." 
 
    "I don't know he looks rather cute in a pathetic way." the right figure added. 
 
    "His race and appearance matters little." The middle figure stated, "as long as he has the abilities we are looking for. We are ready to hear your report." 
 
    "The Empire is still oblivious. Tarthis still thinks I'm his loyal servant. Even the Inquisition is unsuspecting." the Tracker pushed Jonathan's chair towards the trio. "This sorcerer has proven to be formidable. He has escaped Imperial capture a numerous times." the Tracker paused, "He has even eluded me once." 
 
    "That is quite the feat." the middle figure sounded impressed. "The last time that happened was when the Empire sent you after the Dread Sorcerer Fade." 
 
    'And I thought my name was edgy...' Jonathan thought to himself. 
 
    "I don't believe the similarities are a coincidence." the Tracker continued. "Jonn's sorcery is unique and almost as powerful as Fade's. He can control other's emotions and unlike Fade's mind control, it works on highly intelligent species. The Resistance can use him." 
 
    "If he can control people, isn't he better of dead? Why would you bring someone so dangerous here?" the left figure asked. 
 
    "Because his powers only work if you touch his skin." the Tracker poked Jonathan's cheek with his gloved hand. "See, harmless. But to get a full understanding of his power will require a demonstration." the Tracker waved over the figure on the left. "Vianna, would you please approach the prisoner. I assure you, it is safe to do so." the three figures removed their hoods, they were faen, all with a deep dark-blue complexion. The figure on the left, whom the Tracker had called Vianna had short black hair cut messily, her pale makeup glittered in the candlelight. 
 
    "Why me and not Kianna?" Vianna complained. She looked over at the right most figure who was a splitting image of herself, identical twins. The only thing separating the two was a beauty mark. Vianna's was located underneath the corner of her left eye, whilst Kianna's beauty mark was located underneath the corner of her right eye. 
 
    "Just do as he says." The middle figure said exasperatedly, he was an older faen, salt and pepper hair, wrinkle lines, and a five-o'clock shadow. "You complain more than your mother." 
 
    "Fine!" Vianna huffed, her face crinkled up as she approached Jonathan. 
 
    "Now touch his hand." the Tracker directed. 
 
    "I really don't think that is a great idea." Jonathan tried to shuffle his chair back but it was being held in place by the Tracker. "Hey Tracker guy, don't you think this will end badly?" Jonathan was about to utter 'conievo' to temporarily disable his power, but before he could, the Tracker shoved a wadded up piece of cloth into his mouth. "Mmmmh!" Jonathan tried futilely to mumble the words. Too late, Vianna had touched his hand. The faen girl immediately jumped onto Jonathan's lap, straddling him. She began to grasp at his chest and pants, looking to rip them off of him. 
 
    "What are you doing Vianna?" the middle figure demanded an answer. 
 
    "I'm sorry, I just really... need cock." Vianna moaned. 
 
    "What else is new?" Kianna rolled her eyes. 
 
    "As you can see, with a mere touch, the sorcerer's power turns their target into a lustful mess." the Tracker pulled Vianna off of Jonathan. Vianna affections then changed target to the Tracker, she reached into his pants and searched for the thing she desired. 
 
    "How about you? I bet you could give me a good fuck." Vianna clung to the Tracker. 
 
    "Hey, get off my man you slut!" Kianna shouted. 
 
    "Oh come one sis, you need to learn to share." Vianna retorted before being further restrained by the Tracker. After some struggling, the Tracker sat Vianna back down on her chair and produced a pair of manacles from his pants. Vianna's hands were clamped behind the back of the chair. 
 
    "What a remarkable power." the middle figure pondered. "This might just be the advantage we have been looking for all these years. But this sorcerer doesn't seem very willing to help us." 
 
    "Come on, someone fuck me. Please." Vianna begged. 
 
    "He wants to live. With the Empire after him, he is unlikely to continue living for very long. So, I would say our goals align." the Tracker removed the gag from Jonathan's mouth. "You do wish to continue living right, sorcerer?" 
 
    "No shit. Preferably on a yacht somewhere far away from here." Jonathan could still taste the dirt from the rag that was in his mouth, would it have killed him to use something cleaner? 
 
    "He has a interesting way of speaking." the middle figure stood up and inspected Jonathan closer. "Where are you from?" 
 
    "I'm from a galaxy far far away." Jonathan smirked. 
 
    "How very odd. Well, what say you? Will you work for us if it means your safety?" 
 
    "Yeah. But I hope you have a good dental plan because your goon here has been knocking around my teeth all day."  
 
    "I don't know what that means but considering you said yes. Let me introduce myself." the middle-aged faen stood tall. "I am Hokk, King of Rainfell and the leader of the Resistance against the Empire." 
 
    "Please, your majesty, let me suck your cock. I won't tell mother. I bet I'm better at it anyway." Vianna cut-in. 
 
    "Is there something you can do about that?" Hokk pointed to Vianna. 
 
    "Yes, but you got to untie me first." Jonathan said. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 50: Obligation 
 
    Painsley picked up the open guidebook. It had been laying facedown on the ground behind a large boulder. No Jonn is sight. He had been missing for a good few hours now and the others were starting to worry. Saikhi was the first to notice something wasn't right when her master didn't return for dinner, he never missed dinner. When Talitha got wind of the situation she devised a search plan to scour the immediate area. Along with Alistar and his knights, everyone was assigned a sector to search, they were then to report back in a few hours. Painsley rejected Alistar's proposed escort and instead searched her sector alone. Well, not completely alone, she still had her beast, Jonn the Second, with her. Painsley flipped over the book and a familiar little blue fairy appeared standing on its pages. 
 
    "Well, well, well, if it isn't the flat-chested Painsley." Lily said mockingly. Painsley began to close the guidebook. "Wait! You're looking for Jonn right? I know what happened to him." 
 
    "Make it quick, before I get bored and throw you in a lake or something." Painsley wasn't bluffing, she had thrown away a guidebook before. 
 
    "Oh somebody woke up on the wrong side of the beast-cock this morning. Jonn was taken by the Tracker." Lily stated. 
 
    "The who?" Painsley asked, fighting ever urge to close the book right then and there. 
 
    "No not The Who, great band, a little known fact, they are terrible playing games, especially pinball." Lily continued, "The Tracker is one of the Empire's most dangerous sorcerer hunters, a faen like you." 
 
    "Well damn." Painsley sighed. "So he is gone then? RIP I guess." 
 
    "Wow, that was quick. You are really going to just abandon him?" Lily said shocked. 
 
    "I mean, what's the chances he is still alive? Murderous Empire dudes usually don't let sorcerers stay alive in this world." 
 
    "Well I know for a fact he is still alive. I keep track of that kind of thing. You can use the compass on the back page of this book to navigate to him. Which you would know if you bothered to read the damned manual I provided you." Lily rolled her eyes. 
 
    "Hey Lily." Painsley interrupted her. 
 
    "Yeah?" 
 
    "See you later." Painsley closed the book with a thunk. 
 
    "Fuuuuuuck." Painsley groaned as she rubbed the bridge of her nose. "Well boy, looks like we are going to have to go find your name's sake." She looked over to Jonn the Second and gave him a pat. "I mean, he did save me from being a goblin sex slave, I best return the favour." Painsley noticed the Jonn the Second subtly nod, probably a coincidence. With a swift jump, Painsley jumped on top of Jonn the Second. "Let's get back to the others." 
 
    Painsley rode back towards camp. Loud voices, the sounds of clashing metal. Something wasn't right. She nudged Jonn the Second into a gallop. Dust and fire surrounded the camp, Alistar's knights clashed with Imperial soldiers several men on each side had been felled. Alistar's forces were greatly outnumbered, there must have been five soldiers for every one of Alistar's knights. Not to mention the Imperial brutes that were causing havoc. At the head of the Imperial forces was a sliver-haired woman dressed in a red and black robe, wielding a flaming spear. Next to her stood a large man in full black plate armour a two handed maul that matched his size in hand. 
 
    "God damn it! We just can't catch a break, can we?" Painsley charged forward with her beast and crashed into a line of Imperial soldiers. 
 
    "Thank you for the assistance, Lady Painsley." Alistar shouted as he engaged one of the brutes. 
 
    "I am no lady, but you're welcome." Painsley said as Jonn the Second headbutted another soldier, sending him flying. Painsley looked for the others, Saikhi was in the back of the formation being protected by Alistar's second in command Hoarn. Meanwhile, Talitha was deftly flipping and sliding through the ranks of the Imperials. 
 
    "This doesn't look like it is going our way." Alistar admitted as he thrust his sword into a brute's belly. "We should retreat." 
 
    "No complaints here." Painsley said as she noticed the menacing Inquisitor approaching her. Without warning, Jonn the Second reared his body up. A beam of fire originating from the Inquisitor's spear struck Jonn the Second's underbelly. Had the beast not moved so quickly, Painsley would have taken those flames straight to her face. Jonn the Second let out a loud roar and slammed his body down. The resulting quake caused all those around him to lose balance. "Get out of here Alistar. We will hold off these bastards." 
 
    "Retreat! We will live to stand another day lads!" Alistar shouted as he gave the signal to retreat. "Regroup at the northern safehouse!" 
 
    Jonn the Second limped forward, protecting his allies retreat. Rage welled up in the beast's eyes. He bucked Painsley off of him, she landed on her back. Jonn the Second back over to her and stomped it's foot, she knew what the beast wanted. 'Get out of here.' Even though no words were spoken, she could almost hear them being said. Painsley nodded and held back a tear as she scrambled to her feet. With renewed vigour Jonn the Second charged the Inquisitor as she unleashed another beam of fire which struck Jonn the Second in his shoulder. The beast did not stop, it pushed through the pain with a singular goal. But as he was about to collide with the Inquisitor, the warrior in black plate placed himself between the two. With a loud crunch the warrior caught Jonn the Second's side with the head of his maul.  
 
    Painsley couldn't look back, she knew this was her only chance to escape. She wasn't going to let Jonn the Second's sacrifice be in vain. She muttered a quiet vow of vengeance as she disappeared into the rocky terrain. It was nightfall before she stopped running. She hoped the others made it out ok. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 51: Interrogation 
 
    "Another blood bath." Zigarete stepped through the tattered camp. She couldn't help but think this would have gone better if she had the Tracker with her. Where had he gotten to? Why would he leave without saying a word? No, that was very much in his character, it was her fault to think she could rely on him. 
 
    "I'm getting to old for this shit." Captain Garth clutched his wounded arm as he approached the Grand Inquisitor. 
 
    "Captain, report." Zigarete said as she cleaned the ash off of her newly acquired spear. The Shard of the Red Isles had been given to her by the Emperor from his personal armoury. She was grateful, without it she would have been crushed by that beast. 
 
    "We have suffered twenty-five casualties, including two brutes. We managed to take down... six of them, seven if you include that beast." Garth sighed. 
 
    "So few." Zigarete shook her head. "Imperial soldiers have grown weak. It is hard to believe we ever conquered anything, let alone all of Adearath." 
 
    "The big metal guy did his fair share of carnage." Garth nodded over to man dressed in the black full plate. 
 
    "As he should, Rike is one of the Inquisition's finest." 
 
    "Thank you Grand Inquisitor, I live to serve." Rike's voice boomed from underneath a metal helmet that completely obscured his face. He kneeled on one knee. "I personally eliminated three of the enemy combatants." 
 
    "If only others were as skilled as you Rike." Zigarete looked accusatively at Captain Garth. 
 
    "Hey don't look at me, I was fighting that crazy forestfolk woman. I could barely follow her moves." Garth complained. 
 
    "That is the problem." Zigarete continued to survey the destruction. "Were are men able to follow them?" 
 
    "Uh about that." Garth hesitated to continue, "most of our men chasing the sorcerer's forces fell into a hole." 
 
    "A hole?" 
 
    "Yeah. A rather large hole. Actually two rather large holes." 
 
    "We are going to leave that particular detail out of the official report, am I clear Captain?" Zigarete couldn't believe what she was hearing. 
 
    "Understood Grand Inquisitor. We do have have some good news though." Garth was keen to save face after another monumental defeat. 
 
    "Well, out with it." Zigarete did not expect much of this 'good news'. 
 
    "We managed to capture one of the sorcerer's companions. The ashborn girl. One of the brutes managed to nab her in the chaos of the retreat." Garth grinned. 
 
    "Oh, that is actually good news." Zigarete admitted. "Bring her to our forward outpost and we will question her. And for goddess' sake get a medic to bandage your bleeding arm." 
 
    "Right." Garth wandered off to find a medic. 
 
    "And you can stop kneeling now Rike." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." 
 
    Later that night Zigarete called the prisoner into her command tent. The ashborn was brought in by Garth, she seemed meek but had a defiant look in her eyes. Her clothes were clearly makeshift. Maybe that is how Jonn like his women, barely dressed. It disgusted Zigarete that this sorcerer was spreading his corruption throughout the land. He needed to be stopped. Zigarete placed down her spear and approached the captive. 
 
    "What is your name?" Zigarete said. 
 
    "S- Saikhi." her voice was timid but had an undertone of resistance. 
 
    "That is a nice name. A good, ashborn name. Are you from the Red Isles?" 
 
    "No." Saikhi shook her head. "I was born in Cliffside. I have never seen the Isles." 
 
    "It's beautiful, a little less so then it use to be I must admit but the building and temples are a sight to see." 
 
    "I know what you are doing..." Saikhi said. "You are trying to build report with me. I've read about this tactic before." 
 
    "Have you now?" Zigarete placed her hand on Saikhi's shoulder. "Well is it working?" 
 
    "No." Saikhi, "I will never betray my master." 
 
    "Master? You are bounded then." Zigarete let go of Saikhi's shoulder as Saikhi covered her mouth with her hands. "You are not as smart as you think you are. Tell me, where is your master." 
 
    "Even if I knew I would not tell you!" Saikhi eeked out as she closed her eyes. 
 
    "Is that so?" Zigarete turned away from Saikhi and took a step away. "Garth, please tear off our prisoner's top." 
 
    "You don't have to ask me twice." Garth ripped the makeshift top that Saikhi had been wearing since her encounter with the goblins. Her breasts bounced out and her nipples immediately hardened. 
 
    "I don't like using such crude methods of interrogation but with a sexual fend like your master, it might be best to fight fire, with fire." Zigarete inspected her spear, still looking away from Saikhi. "You can start groping, Captain." 
 
    "Mmh~" Saikhi let out an unintentional moan as Garth firmly grabbed her breasts from behind. His fingers made their way to her nipples and gently pinched them. 
 
    "You don't seem to be disliking your treatment, how interesting." Zigarete chuckled, still looking away. 
 
    "That- that's not true." Saikhi felt her breath quicken as the Captain continued to have his way with her breasts. She couldn't believe what she was feeling, did she like sex that much? Ever since she had met her master, she felt like she had been becoming more and more addicted. 
 
    "I missed your big tits." Garth said into Saikhi's ear. It sent a shiver down Saikhi's spine. 
 
    "Let's try this again. Where is you master?" Zigarete repeated. 
 
    "I- mmh- do not know. He went missing." Saikhi admitted as she held back her moans. 
 
    "Remove her skirt." Zigarete ordered. Garth didn't hesitate, Saikhi stood there completely exposed. Garth pushed his cock against Saikhi's ass. Although it was still in his pants, Saikhi could feel the hard curve press against her. It wasn't unpleasant. "Maybe some time increasing the morale of my soldiers will jog your memory. We lost quite a few men in that last battle, I am sure the survivors are keen to work off some their frustrations. Don't you think Captain?" 
 
    "Very much so Grand Inquisitor." Garth was beginning to think the stuck up bitch of a Grand Inquisitor wasn't so bad after all. Zigarete started to slide her fingers up and down the shaft of her spear, the Shard of the Red Isles felt surprisingly nice in her hand. 
 
    "Use my body all you want, no amount of-" Saikhi's words were interrupted by Garth sliding a finger into her pussy. It went in smoothly and without resistance. "Oh- that is uh-" Saikhi huffed. "I will not say anything." 
 
    "Such a slutty ashborn." Garth said as he continue to finger her "I can't wait to fill you up again." Saikhi unconsciously spread her legs apart, allowing for better access. 
 
    "Garth, take her to the men, then the brutes, I will check on her in the morning." Zigarete firmly grasped her spear. "Also, send in Rike, I need to speak with him." Zigarete felt the corruption of the sorcerer getting to her, she needed to deal with it. 
 
    "Will do." Garth slapped Saikhi's ass and lead her out of the command tent. A few minutes later Rike walked in, still dressed in his full plate armour. Zigarete on the other hand had dropped her robes to the ground. 
 
    "You called Grand Inquisit-" Rike's words stopped and shyly looked away from Zigarete. "Ma'am I am sorry, I didn't realise you were getting changed." 
 
    "It is no mistake Inquisitor Rike, I called you in here to deal with my urges." Zigarete turned around and walked towards Rike, her body on full display. 
 
    "Urges ma'am?" Rike swallowed. 
 
    "Yes, ever since the sorcerer touched me, I have been feeling urges that have been getting in the way of my duties." Zigarete placed her hand on Rike's codpiece. "There is no way I am going to let Garth near my body, so you are my best bet." 
 
    "Best bet?" Rike's armour shuttered and clanged as he shook, unable to move. 
 
    "Yes, I want you to fuck me Rike." Zigarete unfastened Rike's codpiece and threw it to the side. "That is an order." 
 
    "But Grand Inquisitor, I haven't, I am not. I am not what is considered desirable." Rike protested. 
 
    "You're big and strong Rike. What's not to like?" Zigarete pulled Rike's cock out, it was thick and long, it was good to know that codpiece's size was not just for show. "Oh you are very big and strong." Zigarete smiled. "Pick me up and take me right here." 
 
    "As you wish Grand Inquisitor." Rike picked up Zigarete who was barely half his size, his weapon must have weighed more than she did. With a deliberate motion he lowered her spread legs down onto his heft, her folds took his length to the hilt. 
 
    "Yes. Bounce me up and down on your dick." Zigarete commanded. Rike complied, moving her with ease, it was as if Zigarete was a sheathe for his cock. "Yes, that's it. Right there. You are so deep inside of me." Zigarete moaned as leaned her head back in ecstasy. 
 
    Zigarete was not the only one enjoying a good dicking. She could hear from outside of her tent the hollering and cheers from the Imperial soldiers as they took turns with their new plaything. The ashborn seemed to be enjoying herself by the sounds of her moans, though they were muffled, likely due to all of her holes being filled. Zigarete thought for a moment that maybe that wouldn't be so bad. Being used by her soldiers... What was she thinking? She couldn't just give it away to everyone like that could she? 
 
    "Fuck me Rike, use my pussy!" Zigarete shouted, could the men outside hear her? The thought seemed to encourage her further. 
 
    "You feel amazing Grand Inquisitor." Rike let out shyly. Zigarete thought it was kind of cute how embarrassed he was to indulge in such pleasure. After a few minutes of bouncing his boss on his length, Rike was ready to blow. "I can't hold it much longer." 
 
    "That's ok Rike, unleash your seed inside of me." Zigarete encouraged. Moments later Zigarete felt Rike's warm cum fill her insides. There was so much of it. When Zigarete was ultimately let down, she was dripping. 
 
    "Ma'am, was that alright?" Rike asked. 
 
    "Yes, thank you Rike, you're dismissed. Feel free to try out that ashborn whore if you wish." Zigarete picked up Rike's codpiece and threw it to him before waving him out. As she opened the tent she saw Saikhi in the middle of the camp next to the fire, she was brute's cock whilst servicing other men with he mouth. Zigarete bit the bottom of her lip before shaking her head and leaving for bed. Best not to dwell on those intrusive thoughts. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 52: Tea 
 
    "Welcome to the Resistance Jonn." the Tracker officially welcomed Jonathan as they both sat down in a surprisingly lovely living room filled with various trinkets, tea brewing on the table. "I'm glad you decided to join us." 
 
    'Not that I had much of a choice.' Jonathan thought as he took a sip of tea, it was floral. Jonathan felt like he landed in the uncanny valley of plot twists. Here he was sipping tea with the guy that just few hours ago was slapping him about. "I don't get it." 
 
    "What don't you get?" the Tracker asked. 
 
    "Why do you want to topple the Empire, I thought you were some kind of fan boy." Jonathan took a big healthy swig of tea after saying that. 
 
    "Fan boy? I'm not sure that is how I would put it. But yes, it must seem strange especially if you have heard the tales about me. I have killed many people for the Empire. Enemy soldiers, sorcerers, even faen. But only when I absolutely had to. It was all to get close to Tarthis." 
 
    "So you could kill him?" Jonathan thought that there was probably easier ways to achieve that goal that involved a lot less murdering innocents. 
 
    "No. Nothing so mundane as that. If I wanted to merely kill Tarthis, I would have done so years ago. Tarthis is merely as symptom of the problem we face. If we kill Tarthis, another upstart will take his place and we will be right where we are now with a new demon at the head of the Empire. Better the demon we know. Beside, Tarthis isn't even the largest threat to my people. Do you know what is?" 
 
    "Gentrification?" Jonathan leaned back in his chair and rubbed the back of his neck. 
 
    "I never heard of him, is this Gentrification another sorcerer we should be worried about?" 
 
    "No, it's a joke- don't worry..." 
 
    "The biggest threat that we face are the Shapers. There are mystical forces at play that are changing our world for the worse. We don't know where or how but these forces have been at the root of so many changes in Adearath. The introduction of strange new species into our world, like goblins, the terraforming of large swaths of land that has displaced entire civilizations, even the introduction of sorcerers and sorcery was the Shapers doing." 
 
    'Shit, he is definitely talking about the coders at Isekguy.' Jonathan thought, trying to maintain his best poker face. He didn't know how, but sounded like they were changing this world into their playground. Lily had some 'splainin to do. "That sound's terrible." 
 
    "It is. Stopping the Shapers is the Resistance's ultimate goal." the Tracker voice sounded crestfallen. "But that goal is a long way off. For now, we'd settle with dismantling the Empire. It was set up by the Shapers and taking it down will be a small move in the right direction." 
 
    "I have to admit, you are different to what I expected." Jonathan said as he shifted in his seat. "I expected someone with the moniker of 'The Tracker' to be a strong silent type. 
 
    "Only to my enemies." the Tracker smirked. "My real name is Tellik if you must know." 
 
    "I will stick with the Tracker if it is all the same to you, sounds cooler." 
 
    "I agree." the Tracker laughed. "Tellik doesn't quite strike fear into the hearts of my enemies." 
 
    "There is something I still don't understand though." Jonathan downed the last drop of his tea. "How is my power going to help the Resistance? It seems like more of a hinderance than a help." 
 
    "That will be revealed all in good time. We are not even sure if our plan is going to work so there is no point explaining it until we are certain. But I am sure my fiancé will inform you of the details when the time comes." 
 
    "That's Kianna right?" 
 
    "Yes, she is my betrothed. Her and Vianna are the daughters of King Hokk, their mother Queen Yianna is King Hokk's second wife." Jonathan was going to need a diagram to keep track of all these relationships. 
 
    "So why will Kianna tell me and not you? Are you going somewhere?" 
 
    "Actually yes. I am going to return to Zigarete with your head." 
 
    "Uh..." Jonathan got ready to run. 
 
    "Not actually your head, don't worry. There is a sorcerer in the Resistance that has the ability to transmute stone into other materials, even flesh. I am sure you will meet him at some point. He is the main reason I have been able to maintain my cover for so long. Let's just say that many of the kills that have been attributed to me have been overexaggerated." 
 
    "That is... actually quite genius." Jonathan admitted. I was certain I was dead when you captured me. 
 
    "You might have been." the Tracker admitted. "If you were not useful to Resistance, I would have taken you to Zigarete." 
 
    "Well that's ruined my day." 
 
    "You must understand. My position is one of the most critical in the Resistance. If I mess up even once, I'm dead and with me goes decades of progress. It is nothing personal, I have had to do some truly evil things to maintain my cover." 
 
    "For the greater good and all that?" Jonathan didn't like that mindset, it was almost like replacing evil with evil. 
 
    "Couldn't have said it better myself." the Tracker placed his teacup down and stood up ready to leave. "It is about time for me to go. I have already spent more time than I should have in Rainfell. Before I go, is there anything I should know about you and your companions?" 
 
    "Just one thing." Jonathan continued, "If you hurt one hair on any of their heads, no force in this world or my last will stop me from finding you and ending you." 
 
    "Ha." the Tracker smirked. "I like you Jonn. I will keep look out for your friends and protect them as best I can." 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 53: Twins 
 
    Jonathan wasn't sure how much time had passed since he had first been captured by the Tracker and 'voluntold' to join the Resistance. He was beginning to worry about Saikhi, Talitha, Painsley, and even Alistar, though he had only just joined with him, he seemed like a good enough guy, hell, Jonathan was even a little bit worried about Lily. Jonathan started to think about escape. Though he had only seen the inside of this one building since and the compound seemed like a labyrinth, not a single window in sight, the only illumination was the wisps that seemed to follow him from room to room. Some rooms had vents where air was being fed in, perhaps he could squeeze through them like John McClane. Just thought of that exhausted him. 
 
    Jonathan had been allocated a bedroom and was led there by one of the Resistance guards after Tellik- rather the Tracker, left to deliver his head to Zigarete. If there was one bright side to all of this, it was that the Empire wouldn't be actively hunting him down anymore. Assuming all goes to plan. But my god was waiting in this bedroom boring. At least the bed was comfortable. But there was no frame of reference, had it been an hour, three, seven? Jonathan couldn't tell anymore. Jonathan heard a knock at the door. 
 
    "Who is it?" Jonathan called from his bed. 
 
    "Vianna." the voice from behind the door called out. 
 
    "Come in I guess." Jonathan said. He hoped that she wasn't going to cause trouble because of the Tracker's 'demonstration'. The door swung open. Vianna stood there in a tightly fitting black leather outfit. It suited her much more than the cultish robes she was wearing prior. 
 
    "Are you busy?" Vianna asked. 
 
    "Not really." Jonathan said. "Look, I'm sorry about before. I didn't have control over what happened." 
 
    "Actually," Vianna approached "I'm not upset. I just wanted to um- try it." Vianna approached closer. "Again, I mean." Ah shit, Jonathan tossed up the virtues of restraint and then immediately tossed those virtues out the window when Vianna unlaced the back of her top revealing some absolutely exquisite breasts. 
 
    "If I must." Jonathan sighed as he approached and Vianna's half-naked body, hands outstretched. His hands were certainly tied on this one. Yup. Nothing he could do to fight this one. Vianna allowed Jonathan to take hold of her perky breasts. Immediately she went weak at the knees. 
 
    "My goddess, it feels so good. I don't believe it." Vianna dropped to her knees. "My skills are not as good as they could be but please let me suck on your thing..." Jonathan obliged he dropped his pants and thrusted his cock towards Vianna's eager mouth. Though it was strange, wasn't Vianna supposed to be the slutty one? It didn't matter, when Jonathan's cock was engulfed between those beautiful lips the only thing Jonathan could think was along the lines of 'fuck yes.' "Such a manly rod you have." Vianna looked up and smiled at Jonathan, she was surprisingly sweet. "Am I doing a good job?" 
 
    "Yeah. Keep sucking on the tip like that." Jonathan guided Vianna on how to best attend to his cock. Jonathan looked down at the beautiful faen as she lovingly obeyed. 
 
    "What in the goddess' name are you doing Kianna?" A voice came from the door. Jonathan looked up, it was Kianna, no wait. It was Vianna... That must mean. Oh no. She was wearing the same outfit as her sister. 
 
    "Just sucking our new recruits' dick, what does it look like? Don't pretend you haven't thought about it." Kianna said between working Jonathan's cock. 
 
    "You are such a slut oh my goddess. You have fiancé girl, you can't just go about sucking off randoms." Vianna complained as she approached to get a better look. 
 
    "It is not like he is here, plus I know he has been fucking that Inquisitor, I'm sure he wouldn't mind." Kianna attempted to slide Jonathan's rod down her throat somewhat successfully. 
 
    "Urgh, well then at least don't hog the new guy." Vianna moved up to Jonathan and planted a deep kiss on his lips. Identical twins, Jonathan was undoubtedly winning. "Oh yes... that is the stuff, like your first hit of gog-root." Vianna joined her sister on her knees in front of Jonathan. "Give me a turn." Vianna wrestled Jonathan's cock from Kianna's mouth placed it into her own. Kianna pouted but watched her sister's technique. She was taking notes with her eyes. 
 
    "Be sure to share girls." Jonathan said as he popped his cock out of Vianna's mouth and back into Kianna's. 
 
    "Urgh, but Kianna is so bad at this." Vianna grasped the back of Kianna's hair and forced her head down on Jonathan's dick. "See sis, you got to really get his cock deep inside your mouth. It's ok to make a bit of noise." 
 
    "Mmmh-" Kianna's words were illegible. After a moment she forced her head off of Jonathan's dick for a breath. Vianna pushed her back down. 
 
    "You like using my sister's mouth don't you, you damn pervert." Vianna grinned as she looked up at Jonathan. "Sorry her mouth isn't as good as mine." The sisters continued to take turns pleasing Jonathan. 
 
    "On the bed, both of you." Jonathan ordered the twins onto his single bed. The pair wasted no time removing their clothes. Kianna laid down facing the ceiling whilst Vianna positioned herself on top of her facing the bed. Their breasts pressed up against each other. Jonathan positioned himself to ready to slide his cock between their pussies. He pushed down Vianna's ass, sandwiching his cock between the twins' wet folds. He began to thrust, his member fully surrounded. 
 
    "Keep going please." Kianna moaned as she held onto her sister. 
 
    "I wonder which one of us he will choose to fuck first." Vianna asked her sister as she leaned in and kissed her. Kianna put up a token amount of resistance before returning her sister's affections. 
 
    "Oh-" Kianna gasped as she felt Jonathan's length enter her. She felt so lucky to be chosen first. 
 
    "So... good." Kianna continued breathlessly. Jonathan made sure to keep Vianna's pussy occupied with his fingers and he pumped into her sister. 
 
    "Me too. Fuck me too." Vianna demanded. Jonathan slipped his cock out of Kianna and straight into Vianna. They felt so similar, though it was clear Vianna had better technique, she pushed her ass back against Jonathan, satisfyingly clapping against Jonathan's body. Jonathan continued to swap between the greedy sisters. Each one demanding his attention. He was ready. He felt his ball ready to burst. 
 
    "Back on your knees." Jonathan ordered the girls to their knees. "And open wide." Kianna and Vianna were very accommodating to Jonathan's wishes. They got down on their knees and opened their mouths wide. Jonathan gently pushed their heads together so their mouths were right next to each other. With a grunt Jonathan unloaded his love into the girls' mouths, being sure to evenly spread his load. Vianna wanted more, she kissed her sister and attempted to gather as much of Jonathan's cum for herself. Kianna fought hard to keep it for herself. The girls then collapsed into a heap on the floor, exhausted. 
 
    "I fucking love this world." 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 54: Regroup 
 
    Talitha stopped running to allow Alistar and his men to catch up. They were far enough away from their pursuers that they could afford to rest and regain their strength. Alistar and his men caught up after a few minutes. 
 
    "Those vile Imperial scum." Alistar spat as he took a head count. "Only seven of us? Where is Hoarn?" His remaining men were looking worse for wear. 
 
    "Sir, I saw him fall to a brute, he was protecting Saikhi." One of Alistar's men piped up. 
 
    "Long may he rest." Alistar said solemnly as the rest of his men joined in chorus. 
 
    "Saikhi and Painsley are missing too. I saw Painsley take off in a different direction to us, but I didn't see Saikhi escape and if Hoarn is gone, that means Saikhi is still back there." Talitha said as she unattached her hatchet from her belt. "I'm going back to save her." 
 
    "They have us outnumbered and out equipped." Alistar held his sword out in front of Talitha to stop her from leaving. 
 
    "Then I will die for my family." Talitha knocked Alistar's sword out of the way and began to walk back the way they had came. 
 
    "Don't be ridiculous, you are no good to Saikhi or your chieftain if you are dead. I have a way to get both of them back." Alistar stabbed his sword into the ground. "If you are willing to hear it." These words stopped Talitha in her tracks. "But it requires patience." 
 
    "Patience?" Talitha turned back to Alistar, zealous flames flickered in her eyes. 
 
    "Yes, patience. We have a underground Sentinel lodge not far from here, if we push on we might even be able to make it there before morning. Last we checked, twenty of our finest men were stationed there. That should be more than enough to launch a rescue operation. My guess is that these Inquisitors also have Jonn, so we need to do this right." 
 
    Talitha's tightened her grip around her hatchet. She seethed as anger flowed throughout her body. She thought back to her last chieftain, her former tribe. She remembered how they were destroyed by the Empire. She couldn't let that happen again. Talitha soften her grip on her hatchet as she fell to her knees and let out a primal roar. She knelt there for uncertain what to do. She felt Alistar's hand on her shoulder. 
 
    "It's alright Miss Talitha, we are going to make those cren-shit soldiers pay." Alistar said as he helped Talitha to her feet. 
 
    The group made good time, before long, the rocky mountainous terrain gave way to green rolling fields. They waded through long grass that reached up to their waists. The night wind gently blew through those fields, causing the grass to ripple like the waves at a beach. Talitha would have appreciated its beauty more had the stakes not been so dire. Alistar took point, leading the group to a small grove of trees. He brushed away fallen leaves to reveal a wooden hatch. Alistar lifted the hatch and waved Talitha and the others down into the depths of the earth. Bioluminescent lights lined the passageway down. Talitha was worried she was entering another dungeon like the one in Sidim, she kept her hand firmly on her hatchet. The passageway ended in a single circular chamber with a metal door, light seeped out from behind it. 
 
    "Welcome to the North Sentinel Lodge!" Alistar announced as he pulled open the door to reveal a brightly lit pub, three buxom barmaids carried an unsafe number beers to over two dozen patrons seated at various long tables throughout the room, a mix of ashborn and humans. Talitha wondered how such a structure was even possible this far underground. 
 
    "Long may we drink!" The patrons within cheered as the group entered. Alistar jumped up on the nearest table and returned the cheer before launching into a speech. 
 
    "Sentinels, I bare grave news." the patrons quieted. "Our scavenging party was mercilessly hit by an Imperial Inquisition detachment. The valiant Sir Hoarn along with five other brothers have fallen in the line of duty. Long may they rest!" the room echoed Alistar's chant. "Further more, they have taken prisoner our good friend Saikhi, a sweet and kind ashborn, with tits so nice, they could sooth any ailment." The room erupted in whispers, "they have also likely taken prisoner two more of our friends, the sorcerer Jonn, who's power and deeds I have been told are great, and Painsley, lover of uh- beasts." Alistar grabbed a full pint of beer from the table he was standing on and unsheathed his sword. "We cannot let this stand, not whilst we stand!" 
 
    The patrons around the room stood up from their seats and unsheathed their own swords in unison. Together they raised their glasses and downed whatever liquid they had on hand. Talitha thought it an odd display, and yet she felt comforted by the comradery they showed. 
 
    "When do we go get the bastard?" One of the Sentinels yelled out after sculling their beer. 
 
    "We will start our preparations tomorrow, for now, drink and make merry for tomorrow we may die." With those words Alistar jumped down from his table. 
 
    "Are all of these men your tribe?" Talitha asked. 
 
    "Aye Miss Talitha, all of us Sentinels hail from the Southlands and Red Isles, former nobility turned freedom fighters. Joined by the bond of a common cause. While we are not as numerous as groups like the Resistance, each one of us has the spirit of a warrior." Alistar placed his Talitha's arm. "You must be getting tired Miss Talitha, let me show you to the guest quarters." 
 
    Talitha nodded, she had to admit that she was starting to feel a bit tired, both physically and emotionally. It didn't help that she was starting to miss her chieftain. She could feel the longing for him heating up her body. Even the simple touch of Alistar's hand on her arm had caused Talitha to think un-pure thoughts. 
 
    "Here we are." Alistar showed Talitha to one of the guest rooms. It was small but comfortable, a single feathered bed, a wardrobe, and a small side table. Like the pub, it was also surprisingly well lit. 
 
    "Where is the light coming from? I don't see any torches or lamps." Talitha scanned the room. 
 
    "Magical isn't it? A sorcerer placed a light enchantment on each one of our lodges. If you want the lights to turn off, all you need to do is clap twice." Alistar demonstrated by clapping twice. The lights in the room turned off. Alistar clapped twice again, turning the lights back on. 
 
    "That is impressive." Talitha admitted as she sat down on the bed. 
 
    "It is only the second most impressive thing in this room." Alistar smirked as he looked at Talitha's body. 
 
    "Didn't you get enough of me the other day? Surely there other women to capture and conquer?" Talitha arched her back in feline fashion, unintentionally presenting her breasts ogled. 
 
    "Ah, yes. I must apologize about that. The men were going through a rather intense dry spell and seeing a beauty such as yours, well, we just could not help ourselves. We would have released you, eventually." Alistar turned to leave. "I wish you a good night Miss Talitha." 
 
    "I didn't say leave." Talitha said as she relieved her breasts from their confining clothes. "If I am going to daddy and Saikhi I need to be focused." Alistar turned around and shut the door behind him. "And I am currently... very unfocused." Talitha pulled down her fur panties and flung them to the side of the room. 
 
    "I think I can help you with that Miss Talitha." Alistar approached the bed where Talitha sat, as he did so he unclipped his belt and let his pants drop to the floor. 
 
    "Good." Talitha reached out and took Alistar's hardening thickness into her hands, it was big enough that it required both of them to sufficiently stroke its length. She made sure to pay special attention each part Alistar's sword, rubbing it from tip to hilt. Cupping the balls as she diligently stroked. It wasn't her daddy's cock but she knew it would do just as well. "You're cock is beautiful." Talitha smiled as she looked up at Alistar. 
 
    "I have it on good authority, that my cock wishes to kiss you." Alistar smiled back. Talitha leaned her head in towards Alistar's rod and licked the tip of it. A moment later she had taken the tip inside her mouth, running her tongue around his glands. Talitha continue to stoke as she sucked on Alistar's cock. Talitha began to vibrate, purring with pleasure. In a moment she would slam Alistar down on the bed and ride him. But Alistar had other plans. With a strong, firm hand, Alistar position Talitha's body facedown on the bed, her ass exposed and hanging up in the air. 
 
    "Grrr." Talitha let out a low growl but didn't fight back. Instead she waived her toned ass around in preparation for what was to come. Alistar, continuing to hold down Talitha with one arm used the other to guide his cock inside of her. Slowly but surely he managed to fit his entire length into Talitha's awaiting pussy. "Oh forest-yes, take me Alistar! Fuck me just like that." 
 
    "Yes Miss Talitha." Alistar began to slam his cock inside of Talitha's wet and accepting folds. He could feel Talitha squeezing down on his cock as much as she could. Alistar moved his hands to Talitha's ass and grasped each cheek firmly pistoning her body back and forth against his. It reminded Talitha of how her old chieftain use to take her in front of the whole tribe, the only thing that could make this better would be onlookers. 
 
    "Yes- harder! Show me how strong you are!" Talitha demanded. Alistar didn't hesitate, he increased the speed and power of his thrusts. His body clapped against Talitha's ass, the lights in the room began to flicker with every second thrust. "Fill me up with your strong noble seed!" Talitha bit down on bedsheets to muffle a coming orgasm. Alistar was nothing but a gentleman, he didn't want to disappoint as so he poured his noble seed inside of Talitha. He made sure to get it in deep, forcing it in with consecutives thrusts of his cock. Talitha moaned loud enough that the whole lodge could hear. It almost made her sad remembering that heldra like her couldn't interbreed with humans or else she could have expected a mighty offspring. 
 
    After the two were done, they laid cuddling on the bed. Talitha gripped Alistar's cock tightly, not wanting to let him leave. She would fuck him again in the morning. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 55: Briefing 
 
    Jonathan found himself in yet another section of the labyrinth that was the Resistance headquarters. This particular room had a hewn stone round table in the middle of it, six chairs were placed equidistantly around its edge. A map of Adearath with many wooded figures representing various Empire and Resistance forces was pinned to the top of the table. Across from where Jonathan sat was King Hokk, Vianna and Kianna sat either side of the king. The twins had been doing their best to not look Jonathan, or each other, in the eyes, they were likely embarrassed about what happened the previous night. Of the two remaining seats, one of them was filled by a green scaled humanoid with crocodilian features, and the other was left empty. King Hokk had introduced the intimidating croc as Sar, a representative of the lizardfolk tribes who were part of the Resistance. He seemed nice enough but Jonathan could help but feel like he needed Steve Erwin to step in and help wrangle him away. 
 
    "Sadly, it seems that Pirate Union representative is unable to join us today. Vianna, be sure to take notes to send to their ambassador." Hokk cleared his throat, "So then let's get Jonn caught up on our situation before delving into the specifics of our plan. Kianna." Hokk motioned over to Kianna. 
 
    "Of course." Kianna stood up and gestured to the map of Adearath that was pinned to table. "As you can see, this is a map of the current state of Adearath. The areas shaded in red are under the control of the Empire." Jonathan saw that the entire map of Adearath was shaded red except for a small black circle on the east of the continent. 
 
    "Is that small circle what the Resistance controls?" Jonathan asked. 
 
    "Actually no, that is the area around the Dread Sorcerer Fade's tower. The Resistance territory is in green." Kianna waited a moment for Jonathan to survey the map in its entirety. He could see the names of the various cities and villages, he could even make out the path north through Talitha's forest and through the Traders-end Highway. What he couldn't see, was anything green. Which was a problem, because Jonathan was not red-green colour blind which meant- "As you can see, the Resistance does not hold any territory." 
 
    "Things are going well then?" Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. 
 
    "War is more than territorial gains." Sar spoke up in a disturbingly normal voice considering how he looked. 
 
    "Sar is correct. Any territory we hold militarily would be an immediate target for the superior Imperial forces and would be short lived. However, we maintain Resistance cells throughout the Empire. They are represented by these green wooden figures." There were quite a number of them scattered over the map, that was encouraging. "The red wooden figures are known garrisons and Empire military forces." There were a lot more of those, that was less encouraging. 
 
    "You are not filling me with a lot of confidence here." Jonathan admitted. 
 
    "Please hold your comments to the end of the briefing." Kianna continued. "Even though our forces look small, we have managed to double the number of cells we have operating in the past three years and we are continuing to grow. We also have infiltrated some of the highest positions of the Empire, for example, my fiancé." Kianna pointed to a few blue figures that littered the map. "These represent the other groups that are unfriendly towards the Empire, such as the Sentinels and several heldra forest tribes. Though they are not affiliated with us." 
 
    "It is a nice map and all, but why are you show this to me?" Jonathan scratched his head. He mind immediately went into wargaming mode at this point, he would have reloaded a save game rather than continue with such an untenable situation. 
 
    "Well Jonn." Kianna sighed. "We wanted to give you an overview on how difficult our situation is and how military force is not the answer. In fact, that is why we need you and your ability." 
 
    "I don't know how my ability will be help-" 
 
    "Shush, and I will tell you." Kianna held out her index finger. Jonathan kept quiet, Kianna had some real school teacher energy. "You touch and your seed has arousal controlling capabilities. This gives you a unique ability to cause chaos." Jonathan knew that, wherever he went, chaos seemed to follow. "That's an ability we can weaponize." 
 
    "You want to weaponize my ability? I'm just one guy." 
 
    "One guy with magical cum." Vianna chimed in. 
 
    "You want to weaponize my... cum!?" 
 
    "Pretty much." Kianna admitted. 
 
    "How?" 
 
    "Well, when I came to visit you last night, I actually had an ulterior motive. I needed to collect a sample of your seed. Which I managed to get a small drop of after... some help from Vianna." 
 
    "Slut." Vianna quipped. 
 
    "Whore." Kianna quipped back. "Anyway, after collecting a sample of your cum, we gave it to Sar who was able to extract the primary component that makes your cum special." 
 
    "I managed to isolate the magical strain and infuse it into this potion." Sar placed a purple flask onto the table. "Theoretically, anyone who drinks this potion will be effected as if they were under the power of your ability." 
 
    "These potions can be released into the water supply of key strategic Imperial cities and garrisons, if done so simultaneously, it will completely disrupt the Empire's command structure and allow Resistance cells all over Adearath to rise up and take over." 
 
    "If you have managed to replicate my power, why do you need me?" Jonathan was surprised at the level of ingenuity the Resistance was showing. They must have had some understanding of chemistry. 
 
    "It is no reproduceable." Sar said. 
 
    "We need to milk you for more." Vianna giggled. 
 
    "M- milk me? How much do you need." 
 
    "About 300 to 400 cumshots." King Hokk said in a solemn tone. 
 
    "At three milkings a day we could could have that done in 100 or so days." Kianna nodded. 
 
    "I'm sorry, but abso-fucking-lutely not." Jonathan stood up. "I am not going to be turned into some kind of sex slave for my seed. I've read that manga, it does not fucking turn out well." Jonathan slammed his hands down on the table. 
 
    "This is the only way we will be able to take out the Empire in the near future. Your cooperation could mean the Empire falls within the year. Otherwise, we are not going to be able to take them down for at least another decade." Kianna's words were clinical. 
 
    "Besides, you didn't seem to mind it when we milked you last night." Vianna bit her lower lip. King Hokk lowered his head and shook it in shame. 
 
    "That was completely different." Jonathan protested. 
 
    "How so?" Kianna asked. 
 
    "It- well... It- it just is different ok?" 
 
    "We have quite a roster of beautiful women if that's the issue." Kianna added. 
 
    "That's not the issue, you want to turn me into a withered cumless husk." Jonathan started to pace back and forth. 
 
    "You're balls will not cease to produce seed. That is not how human biology works." Sar added unhelpfully. 
 
    "But it is more than that. What you are proposing is going to cause a lot of damage, lots of people are going to get hurt." Jonathan sat back down in his chair. "A lot of innocent people are going to get hurt." 
 
    "Collateral damage is a sad reality of war." Kianna added coldly. 
 
    "This is insane." Jonathan sighed. 
 
    "Are you going to help us or not?" King Hokk asked. 
 
    "No. Not in that way, you're going to need to come up with another plan." Jonathan took a deep breath in and out. 
 
    "That is... unfortunate." Hokk stood up from his chair. "I was very much hoping you would help us willing, you could have been a hero. Instead we are going to have to do this the hard way." 
 
    "Wait, wait. You have forgot one thing." Jonathan looked around the enclosed room. There were fortunately no armed guards, at least not in the room itself. 
 
    "And what is that?" King Hokk asked, genuinely curious. 
 
    "To glove me." Jonathan gave Sar a firm slap on his back, his skin coming in contact with the lizardfolk scales. Sar let out a guttural bestial roar as his pink cock emerged from it's sheath. The lizardfolk jumped at Vianna ripping her clothes off of her body and sliding his rod against Vianna's skin. Jonathan then grabbed the purple vial and threw it directly at King Hokk, the glass breaking against his body and the liquid getting on his skin. 
 
    "What in the goddess' name are you-" Hokk stopped and looked over to Kianna. "My dearest daughter, come over here and give your father a kiss." His hands reached out and grasped Kianna's ass, pulling her closer to him. 
 
    "Father, no, it's the liquid you have gotten some on you." Kianna attempted to push off the King Hokk. 
 
    "See ya." Jonathan made a sprint for the door as two guards entered the room. With a swift motion he slapped them both in the face and continued on his way out the door. It was time to blow this joint. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 56: Debriefing 
 
    Vianna tried her best to push away the heavy lizardfolk who was trusting against her body. His sticky precum was lathering her body as he slipped his pink cock from stomach to cleavage.  "Get off of me Sar." Vianna demanded before finding her mouth filled with lizard-cock. To Vianna's surprise it actually tasted kind of sweet. Vianna's 
 
    Meanwhile, Kianna did her best to escape her father's grasp. She was a skilled archer but close combat was not Kianna's forte and she didn't want to hurt the king. Twisting her body, Kianna managed to get away from his immediate reach and dived towards the exit. 
 
    "Stop her!" King Hokk commanded the two guards who were slapped as Jonathan made his escape. Kianna was no match for two fully armed guards. One guard grabbed each of her arms and back towards the king. "Undress her." the guards complied and pulled Kianna's clothes from her body. 
 
    "Father stop this at once." Kianna demanded. 
 
    "I am the king Kianna, I will stop when I want to." Hokk took out his cock from beneath his royal robes. "I wonder if your pussy will compare to your mothers." Hokk grinned and ordered the guards to lower Kianna onto his cock. The guards lifted Kianna's light frame into the air. 
 
    "You must see that you are being control-" Kianna's words stopped as she felt her father's sceptre enter inside of her. "Oh-". 
 
    "You feel just like your mother used to, my dear." Hokk began to thrust into his daughter's pussy despite her trying her best to escape, the guards that flanked her held her still and they had begun to paw at her breasts. 
 
    "Kianna, we need to sound the alarm." Vianna said as Sar picked her up with a single hand and lowered her onto his dick. "Oh- fuck... I didn't know lizardfolk had such massive-". Vianna stifled a moan. 
 
    "There is an alarm level right on the wall." Kianna tried to reach out for it but she was an armlength too far. 
 
    "What's the hurry? Don't you want to make you father happy?" Hokk asked as he sucked on Kianna's nipple. "There's no rush, let's finish fucking first then we can go after Jonn." Hokk grabbed Kianna's ass tight and bounced her on his length. "Hey Sar, let's swap. I don't want to be seen playing favourites." 
 
    Sar looked over to Hokk and nodded his crocodilian head, he pulled Vianna off of his cock and threw her onto the table. He then picked up Kianna from the king's lap and pressed her against the wall as he entered her from behind. 
 
    "Come here Vianna." Hokk stood up and pulled Vianna's legs around his waist. It didn't take the king long to find his way inside of her. 
 
    "Damn, dad, buy a girl dinner first." Vianna complained as felt Hokk plunge deeper into her. The two guards were no longer satisfied with watching, they took their rods out and kneeled on the table, shoving their lengths down Vianna's mouth. She could barely fit both of their tips in her mouth as they fought for positioning. 
 
    "Sar, you big handsome lizard." Kianna decided she needed to use a new tact. "Please continue to fuck me over on that wall. I would be so happy for you to continue ravishing me there." Sar walked Kianna over to the wall with the alarm level, doing so without taking the girl off of his erect cock. He pressed Kianna's tits up against the wall as she reached out for the lever. She was almost there. "Oh fuck, actually... I am almost there. Oh fuck!" Kianna came on the lizard-cock as she pulled the alarm lever. She felt Sar unloading inside of her as the alarm bells rang throughout he complex. Kianna felt Sar fall on top of her and was pinned to the ground. "Great..." 
 
    "I hope you're ready to be filled up." Hokk said to Vianna as he continued thrusting into her experienced pussy. "I don't know why I didn't do this sooner. I'm going to have to fuck you, your sister, and your mother all at once." Vianna attempted to respond but her mouth was full of cock. All Vianna could do was stay still as three loads spilled into her from three different men. It would have not been that unusual for her, except that one loads of cum filling her up was her fathers. That bastard Jonn was going to pay. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 57: Painsley 
 
    Painsley stared at the night sky as she laid on the stony ground. All she had were the clothes on her back. Jonathan had given the tacky green set of overalls from his stash of wares. When it was done up, it covered her sorcerer's mark but a Painsley kept the overalls opened at the front, she liked to show off her cute freckled chest. Her body in this world felt like an upgrade from her one back home. Had she kept to being human, her new body would have likely identical to her old one. 
 
    However, choosing to be a faen had changed a lot: she had pointed ears, green eyes, short orange hair, and freckles, she loved her new freckles. She was hot and she knew it. Unfortunately, so did everyone else. It took all of a single day for Painsley to be harassed by the villagers at small town she had started in. Those first couple of days were rough. She had not known that the guidebook had money in it and so when Painsley threw it into the river, she was penniless. So she turned those villagers' affections into a lucrative business opportunity. She must have begrudgingly fucked every man in that small town within the week. 
 
    Painsley took the money that she earnt, purchased supplies and travelled into the wilderness. She wanted to seek out the exotic beasts of this world. With her power, she thought she could live out her fantasy of being an exotic creature collector and breeder, like a sluttier Pokémon trainer. Initially, she had quite a bit of success, her powers made her sexually desirable to most beasts so it was easy to lure them inside of her. Once they had mated with Painsley, the beasts would then be under her control which was awesome. She had been putting together a pack of small bipedal beasts when she thought to try her skills on goblins. Unfortunately for Painsley, her abilities didn't work on goblins, they were happy enough to fuck Painsley, but for whatever reason, Painsley didn't gain control over them afterwards. Perhaps the goblins were too smart to be considered beasts, that thought struck Painsley as ironic. She had been a goblin cumdump for at least a week before Jonathan had ultimately rescued her. Painsley didn't like owing people, it made her feel uncomfortable. She needed to pay Jonathan back, if she saved him she would consider them equal. She would also feel much better after kicking in that bitches' teeth for what she did to Jonn the Second. 
 
    It struck Painsley that her clothes were not actually the only things she had on her. She still had Jonathan's guidebook clutched in her left hand. She lifted the guidebook up above her and rotated the book around. The back cover had an unassuming faint outline of a compass. As Painsley rotated the guidebook, the head of the compass stayed stationary. Lily said that this compass pointed towards Jonathan, Painsley didn't trust the annoying fairy but it was the only lead that she to go on. Painsley sat up. She thought about opening the book to ask Lily more questions. She decided to give that idea a hard pass. 
 
    Thump thump. Something large was approaching Painsley. She turned around ready to run. The thing that was approaching her was hard to make out, it was shaggy, and slowly lumbering towards her. It was- "Stew!" Painsley jumped up and ran towards the cren, hugging into it's fur. "How are you doing girl?" Stew shook her body. "Jonn didn't even know you were a girl did he? He is a dummy isn't he?" Painsley scratched Stew behind the ear. 
 
    Painsley inspected Stew for any injuries. Fortunately it looked like Stew had escaped the attack unharmed. Not only that, Stew still had all the supplies that Jonn had purchased. There was enough food here to last Painsley for the foreseeable future. There were also a trove of trinkets and other goods that Painsley could sell, assuming she could find someone to sell them too. "You feeling up to do some more walking?" Painsley asked Stew. The cren clopped its hoof in agreement. Whilst Painsley couldn't directly communicate to beasts in their language, she could easily understand their body language. "Good, how about you take us north." Painsley climbed up on top of Stew and guided her to move in the direction the guidebook pointed. Stew lumbered forward as Painsley hung on tightly to the cren's fur. 
 
    If she was going to have any chance of saving Jonn, she was going to need to gather another pack of beasts, or at least another really big scary one, and it wouldn't hurt to buy a proper weapon. And who knows, perhaps the other's escaped too. If they did, she would join up with them along the way, if they didn't, well it was just more people she was going to have to save. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 58: Mother 
 
    'This place is a fucking maze! Where is the damned exit sign?' Jonathan's mind raced as he darted down the corridor. He wasn't going to be turned into some sort of collectable resource for the Resistance, although he would have been lying if he had said the thought of being pleasured by beautiful women three times a day didn't cross his mind. But he knew better than to trust people he had just met, especially when they thought employing biological warfare was a justifiable option. It didn't matter how hot the girls they sent were, Jonathan didn't want to be the cause of so much pain. 
 
    Jonathan brushed his hand against one of the walls as he ran, a maze-solving technique he had learnt when he was younger. If he kept one hand on pressing against the wall he would eventually find the exit. A lone faen guard gave Jonathan an odd look as he ran past. "Just looking for the shitter!" Jonathan shouted. The guard scrunched his face, that was too much information for him. Jonathan opened several doors as he ran, most led to empty room, some to a supply closets, one of them even led to the bathroom, although Jonathan didn't actually need it. The exit was still nowhere in sight. Alarm bells started blaring throughout the labyrinth. It looks like Jonathan's 'distraction' didn't hold for as long as he'd hoped.  
 
    "Hey quick, hide over here!" A feminine voice called out from a door Jonathan had just passed. He looked back to see an open door and a hand waving him inside. He could hear the sounds of guards closing in on him. He was going to have to roll the dice. Jonathan leaped into the opened door and quickly shut it behind him. He took deep breaths as he pressed his back against the it. The room was probably the fanciest he had seen since he arrived. A huge round bed with a purple drape sat at the back of the room, various statues and pieces of pottery decorated the room atop of stone pedestals. "Are you ok?" the woman in front of Jonathan asked as she reached past him and locked the door. Her pale skin was draped in a semitransparent white nightgown. Short braided black hair hid her ears and framed her thin exotic eyes. Was she Asian? She looked like she was in her late 30's or early 40's. However it was hard to tell as she had a thin white layer of powdered makeup spread across her face. It almost made her look like a geisha, or perhaps a clown? Jonathan had not seen anyone like her since he had arrived in Adearath, yet she looked strangely familiar. 
 
    "I think so." Jonathan looked down and could see the outline of the woman's body. She was lean. It dawned on Jonathan why she looked so familiar. "Are you Queen Yianna?" 
 
    "I am." Yianna smiled, despite the difference in complexion, the similarities to Vianna and Kianna were clear. "And you are Jonn. I have heard many things about you." 
 
    "Hopefully only good things." Jonathan panicked as he thought about how he violated both of Yianna's daughters last night. 
 
    "Actually yes." Yianna took a step back as the door rattled. 
 
    "Your Majesty can we come in? There is a prisoner on the loose." A voice from behind the door called. 
 
    "You may not." Yianna placed her index finger over her mouth and looked at Jonathan. "I'm currently indecent and wish not to be disturbed." 
 
    "But Your Majesty-" 
 
    "Unless you want to explain to King Hokk why you gazed upon his wife naked, begone." 
 
    "Yes Your Majesty, but please keep your door locked." The voice said timidly. Jonathan could hear the guards run off. 
 
    "Oh thank fuck." Jonathan let out all the tension that had been building up in his bones. "Why did you do that? Not that I am complaining, but aren't you worried about me?" 
 
    "Should I be?" Yianna asked as she walked over to her bed and sat down. 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Good. I want you to come with you."  
 
    "You want to leave?" the words surprised Jonathan who had still been glued to the door. "Why?" 
 
    "My reasons are my own." Yianna said as she slipped off her nightgown and threw it onto the bed. 
 
    "Look lady, thank you for covering for me, but if we are going to be working together, I need to know more about you. It doesn't matter how perfect your body looks." Jonathan looked at Yianna's curves, her frame was thin but like her daughters, she had perky breasts and a nice ass. 
 
    "Even if I let you have a taste of me?" Yianna presented herself on the bed. 
 
    "Yes, especially so." Jonathan retorted. "I tend to stick my dick in danger. It is a habit I'm trying desperately to kick." 
 
    "Well if you must know." Yianna stood up, undid her braids, and presented her ears to Jonathan. "As you can see I'm human just like you." 
 
    "But your daughters are." 
 
    "Half-faen. Though you wouldn't be able to tell from looking at them." Yianna started to braid her hair again, tucking her ears underneath. Jonathan didn't realise races in this world could crossbreed, that was something he would need to pay special attention to. "I was originally a concubine to King Hokk when his first wife was alive. The king purchased me from Pirate Union slavers when I was just a teenager." Yianna approached Jonathan. "He was always nice enough, and I am thankful for my two daughters, but it has been over a decade since I have seen the outside of this compound." 
 
    "That sounds terrible." Jonathan admitted as he shifted against the door, the alarms were still blaring outside. 
 
    "Yes. I want to leave, I want see nature again. I heard you are from across the Burning Sea, is that true?" 
 
    "Well..." 
 
    "I was born across the Burning Sea too, but I was too young to remember anything about it. Maybe you can help me connect with my heritage." Yianna was now so close to Jonathan that he could feel her breath on his neck. 
 
    "I'm afraid I don't really know much about-" Jonathan's words were cut short by Yianna's lips pressing against his. Yianna pushed her naked form against him as she breathed him in. Jonathan could feel Yianna's demeanour change as lust took over. She greedily grasped at Jonathan's pants before long she had Jonathan's cock free and was rubbing it between her thighs and folds. 
 
    "I've never had a human cock inside of me before, you're going to be my first." Yianna said as she bit down on Jonathan's neck. Jonathan ran his hands down Yianna back, ultimately resting them on her rear. He skin was smooth, as if she had never done a single day of work in her life. Yianna turned around and continued to hotdog Jonathan's cock. "Stick it in me." 
 
    "Guess there is no helping it." Jonathan slid his length into Yianna's pussy, it was surprisingly tight, Jonathan wouldn't have guess she had ever had children before. Jonathan pulled back on Yianna's arms providing leverage for his strokes. Yianna was almost light enough to lift off of the ground as Jonathan pounded away. 
 
    "That's it, fuck me like they do back in my homeland." Yianna demanded, Jonathan did not have the heart to tell her that he had no idea how they fucked across the Burning Sea and so he played along. 
 
    "Take it you naughty clown." Jonathan exclaimed as he imagined himself fucking Harley Quinn.  
 
    "Clown? What do you mean- Oh yes, right there." Yianna moaned as she felt Jonathan's tip plunge deeper inside of her. "Am I a jester?" 
 
    "Don't worry, it's how we talk dirty across the Burning Sea in Gotham." Jonathan was wondering if he had finally lost it. "Just call me 'Bats'." 
 
    "Fuck me Bats, fuck my... clown pussy?" Yianna ventured, her voice tinged with a mix of arousal and confusion. She was trying to keep up with Jonathan's fervent imagination, playing along with his strange, cross-sea talk. 
 
    "That's right, take my bat-cock Harley Yin," Jonathan growled, his mind thoroughly entangled in the web of his own lascivious delusions. The absurdity of the situation was not lost on him, but the excitement of the role-play was too potent to resist. 
 
    "Uhh- ok, I will take your bat-cock. Release your… bat-cum inside of me," Yianna complied, her words stilted yet earnest. She was far from certain about the script she was following, but she was determined to see this through, lust clouding her mind. 
 
    As Jonathan cock began to pulse, he let out a guttural, "Oh fuck." His body shuddered with the force of his release, pumping his cum into Yianna. She collapsed onto the floor, his seed slipping out of her. 
 
    'Whoops,' Jonathan thought with a wince, the fog of lust clearing just enough for him to realize his mistake. He had forgotten, yet again, the potency of his own abilities. Yianna lay unconscious, her body still quivering from the overwhelming pleasure. Jonathan sighed, knowing he would have to wait for her to recover. In the meantime, he would need to devise a plan to escape. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 59: Secretary 
 
    Saikhi was getting better at taking dick down her throat. In particular she was getting better at taking Garth's dick down her throat. Sucking the captain's cock was the closest thing she had gotten to rest in the past two days. It was much easier than being passed around by the rest of the men. Saikhi was surprised she hadn't passed out from the relentless pounding she had suffered at the hands of soldier and brute. She had lost count of how many times she had orgasmed and how many loads she had been covered in. It hadn't been wholly unpleasant, but Saikhi was beginning to miss her master and the way he feels inside of her. 
 
    "Damn it." Garth complained as he rifled through the various parchments on his table. "I can't make head or tails of these numbers." It probably didn't help that Garth was being distracted by Saikhi slurping down on his rod. The ashborn slut was good with her mouth. Saikhi was learning exactly the parts of Garth's cock that required the most attention, she knew that Garth liked it when she sucked on his tip whilst stroking his shaft and cradling his balls. She had to learn to multitask or else Garth might send her back out to get stuffed by his men. 
 
    "I could... have a look at it." Saikhi said as she lapped at Garth's cock. 
 
    "What do you know about numbers?" Garth peered down at the crimson skinned girl diligently servicing him. 
 
    "I used to work in a library... I have a good... head on my shoulders." Saikhi explained between bobs. 
 
    "You certainly do have a good head on you. Let's see if your brains match." Garth smirked." After you swallow my cum, you can take a look." 
 
    "Yes captain." Saikhi increased her speed, she was looking forward to doing something that did require stuffing something into one of her holes. She reached around Garth and pushed her head down to his hilt. Garth's girth reached the back of Saikhi's throat with ease. Saikhi couldn't help but feel impressed with how well she took it all down. The captain grasped the back of Saikhi's hair and began to relentlessly fuck Saikhi's mouth, thrusting his cock as deep down her throat as it could go. "Glugh. Glugh. Glugh." the sound of Saikhi glugging on Garth's cock was music to his ears. With a loud grunt Garth began to cum, his hot load coated the inside of Saikhi's throat and mouth as Garth continued to pump. 
 
    "That's it! Suck it down you ashborn whore." Garth yelled as he held down Saikhi's head. Saikhi did as she was told. Swallowing cum was another thing she was getting better at. After Saikhi had cleaned Garth's cock off of any remaining seed she proceeded to look at the piece of parchment that was causing the captain so much trouble. 
 
    The words were written in military shorthand but it looked they were movement orders from various garrisons around Rainfell and other parts of north Adearath. Each garrison had a departure time and an expected travel time to the rendezvous point that Garth's group had set up camp at. "These are troop movement orders correct?"  
 
    "Yeah, that's right." Garth said impressed the ashborn could read the coded shorthand developed by the Imperial military. "How did you work that out?" 
 
    "I have seen them before when I was asked to help archive some of the Empires documents back in Cliffside." Saikhi admitted. "It looks like you are receiving an extra 800 men and 20 brutes. The latest arrival should be a detachment from the Dread Tower Watch Garrison in one week and one day." 
 
    "So that is how long it is going to take them aey?" Garth sighed. "I couldn't work out the time zone conversion with the expected marching time." Garth looked at the naked ashborn, she was more impressive than he had first thought. "What was your name again?" 
 
    "My name is Saikhi." Saikhi said as she continued to pour over the captain's documents. 
 
    "Well Saikhi, looks like your talents go beyond sucking and fucking." Garth said as he reached down and grasped Saikhi's ass. "Perhaps I should give you some rest and let you do some of my paperwork." 
 
    "Thank you Captain Garth. I would like that." Saikhi said, she felt joyful. Someone besides her master had recognised her talents. 
 
    "You can just call me Garth, I think we are acquainted well enough now." Garth laughed. 
 
    "Uh yes, of course. Thank you Garth." Saikhi didn't even mind that Garth was squeezing her ass, she was just happy to have been noticed. "Um Garth." Saikhi noticed something odd in the movement orders. 
 
    "Yes slu- I mean Saikhi." 
 
    "These orders say you are to raid a hidden compound in Rainfell. A bandit compound. I thought your orders were to capture my master." Saikhi questioned. 
 
    "Curious one, aren't you? Tell me that you love the taste of my cock and I will tell you all about it." Garth squeezed Saikhi's ass. 
 
    "Unngh. I love the taste of your cock Garth. It is delicious and thick." Saikhi played along. 
 
    "Better than your master's cock?" 
 
    "... Yes." Saikhi lied. She didn't believe it but she knew it would make Garth happy to hear. 
 
    "Haha. Good. Alright then let me tell you the plan." Garth pulled Saikhi close and fondled her breast as he explained. "Yes, we were still planning on capturing your master but we just got word from the Tracker that he is dead by his hands. He will be here tomorrow with his head." 
 
    Saikhi's heart sank. "No." She felt tears welling up in her eyes. "That is not possible." The tears started to stream down. 
 
    "Oh don't be like that. He was a dirty sorcerer. Stay with me and I will keep you safe." Garth didn't let Saikhi's crying stop him from caressing her body. 
 
    "It cannot be true..." She sniffed. It just felt wrong to Saikhi she couldn't fully believe Garth's words. 
 
    "I am sure of it. The Tracker doesn't lie." Garth pondered for a moment. "I tell you what, if it turn out it isn't true I will let you go on your way back to Cliffside, no questions asked. But if the Tracker turns up here tomorrow with Jonn's head, you have to promise to be my personal secretary and bedwarmer for as long as I like." Garth presented the wager. 
 
    "Fine. I know Jonn is not dead, his soul still calls to mine." Saikhi agreed as she fought back more tears. 
 
    "Anyway," Garth continued, "Turns out there is a bunch of bandits hiding underneath Rainfell, we got word from a spy in the Pirate Union. Grand Inquisitor Zigarete said we might as well kill two forrins with one catapult while we are here. Problem is the Empire doesn't maintain a strong garrison up in Rainfell due to some deal the Emperor made with the Tracker back during the War of Conquest. So we got to wait here for more troops." Garth pulled Saikhi onto his lap. 
 
    "Now that I have got you all caught up, how about we go another round. I'm just about hard again." Garth wiggled Saikhi's hips against his length. 
 
    "Yes Garth." Saikhi agreed. "Can I sleep in your bed after?" Maybe after Garth got tired from fucking her she could finally get some proper rest. 
 
    "Sure this Saikhi but don't think that means you are getting out of morale duty permanently. I still promised the soldiers another wack at you and a captain's word is his bond." Garth was once again fully erect. He guided he cock into Saikhi's warm folds. 
 
    "I uh-" Saikhi let out a soft moan as the captain entered her. "I understand. But maybe I could do more paperwork later?" 
 
    "Sure thing." Garth bounced Saikhi up and down on his cock as he leaned back on his chair. He was starting to like the idea of having his own slutty ashborn to do his work and to drain his dick. That night Saikhi was finally able to get some rest. 
 
    The following day camp was called to parade. Captain Garth and his men lined up in formation, they all did their best not to leer at the half-naked Saikhi that stood near them. As the Tracker approached, it was clear to Garth that he had gone through hell, his clothes were torn and he was bleeding from several place all over his body. In one hand he carried a mace, and in his other he carried a small sack. The Grand Inquisitor and Rike greeted the Tracker as he approached. 
 
    "The sorcerer?" Zigarete asked bluntly. The Tracker threw the small sack he was carrying on the ground next to Zigarete and silently walked by her. A severed head rolled out, it looked just like Jonathan's. 
 
    "No!" Saikhi cried as she fell to her knees. 
 
    "Someone shut that ashborn slut up." Zigarete commanded. 
 
    "Sorry Saikhi, told you the Tracker never lies." Garth walked up behind Saikhi and covered her mouth as she sobbed. The Tracker got a good look at Saikhi as he walked past the parade. He continued wordlessly to the medical tent. 
 
    "Well I must say I'm disappointed I wasn't the one to do it but I'm glad it is over." Zigarete kicked the discarded head. "Rike, make sure the Tracker's wounds are tended to." 
 
    "Yes ma'am." Rike said as he hurried off towards the Tracker with one of the medics. 
 
    "Garth keep the men combat ready," Zigarete said, "and keep the prisoner inline or else." Zigarete walked back to her command tent with a prideful gate. 
 
    "It is not possible..." Saikhi could still feel Jonathan's soul calling to her, but she was now uncertain if that call was from beyond the grave. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 60: Armoury 
 
    After a few hours, the alarm bells finally quieted. Jonathan thanked his good fortune that no one had forcefully burst through Queen Yianna's door. There had been a few knocks but the guards had assumed their queen was sleeping. To be fair, they were right. Jonathan had some time to kill while he wanted for sleeping beauty to awaken so he searched the room. There was a lot of expensive junk but nothing useful. There was nothing that would be suitable as a weapon, no swords, no knives, not even anything sharp. The only clothing available was women's dresses and royal regalia, Jonathan didn't think he could pull that off so disguising himself was off the table. Jonathan really needed to get his equipment back, he missed his big cloak and shiny magic spear. 
 
    "What happened?" Yianna awoke, pulling herself off of the floor. 
 
    "I banged you into unconsciousness." Jonathan sighed. 
 
    "That's never happened before. It was intense." Yianna rubbed her eyes as she crawled over to her wardrobe. 
 
    "I wish I could say the same. Unfortunately, along with my touch causing people to go coo-coo-horny, my cum tends to make people who come in contact with it pass out." 
 
    "What a bizarre magic." 
 
    "You're telling me. I should have chosen something a bit more manageable." 
 
    "Picked something? Do sorcerer's have control over what power manifests within them? I was under the impression it was innate." Yianna clothed herself in a flowing blue and gold dress that looked easy to move in. 
 
    "Well, its complicated." Jonathan decided not to go into further, he had bigger things to focus on. "Anyway, how are we going to get out of this place?" 
 
    "I was hoping you had a plan." 
 
    "You don't? There isn't some sort of secret royal escape tunnel or something?" Jonathan had really hoped Yianna would be more useful that this. 
 
    "If I knew of a secret royal escape tunnel, don't you think I would have used it by now?" Yianna had a point. 
 
    "Fuck me." 
 
    "I just did." 
 
    "No, I mean we are in a lot of trouble." 
 
    "Another expression from across the Burning Seas?" 
 
    "Sure. Why not." Jonathan started to pace back and forth. 'Think damn it, think.' How was he going to get out of here? He clicked his fingers. "Where does the Resistance keep the stuff they take from prisoners?" 
 
    "Probably in the armoury." 
 
    "Do you know how to get there?" Jonathan's plan was starting to come together. 
 
    "Yes. It is just around the corner from here. But it is often watched by two guards." 
 
    "That's not going to matter." Jonathan ripped down a purple drape that hung over the bed and wrapped it around him, being careful to cover his face. "How do I look." 
 
    "Ridiculous. You look like one of my husband's concubines." Yianna looked Jonathan up and down. "Not a particularly attractive concubine either." 
 
    "Perfect! Now lead the way to the armoury. If anyone asks, I'm just a concubine." This was not one of Jonathan's most elegant plans but it would have to do. Jonathan explained the rest of the plan to Yianna. 
 
    "That just might work." Yianna nodded. 
 
    There were a lot fewer guards than Jonathan had expected, perhaps they were exploring the outskirts of the compound. Jonathan and Yianna reached the armoury unmolested. They approached the two guards standing outside of metal armoury door. Jonathan hoped the next part of his plan would go as well as the last. 
 
    "I need you to open the armoury." Yianna commanded one of the guards. 
 
    "What for Your Majesty?" The guard asked. 
 
    "My husband has left his favourite whip inside and his concubine has been an extremely naughty girl." Yianna repeated the words Jonathan had told her to say. 
 
    "Uh..." 
 
    "Are you question your queen!?" Yianna raised her voice at the guard. 
 
    "No of course not. Right away." The guard fumbled for his keys before finding the correct one and unlocking the armoury door. 
 
    "Eeeee!" Jonathan yelled out in the highest pitched staccato he could manage. "Escaped sorcerer!" Jonathan pointed down a distant corridor. "I just saw him, I just saw him." 
 
    The guards looked at each other puzzled. 
 
    "Well, what are you waiting for. After him!" Yianna commanded. 
 
    "Right!" the two guards raced down the corridor that Jonathan had pointed down. As they turned the corner Jonathan and Yianna slipped into the armoury and locked the door behind them with the key that the guard had most graciously left in the door for them. 
 
    "I can't believe that worked." Jonathan said stunned. 
 
    "What do you mean you can't believe it? It was your plan." Yianna said incredulously. 
 
    "Yeah, didn't mean I thought it would work." Jonathan laughed as Yianna looked at him jaw agape. The armoury was small but packed full of items. Weapons, armour, oh hey, there actually was a whip in here. It didn't take long for Jonathan to find recover his cloak and the Spear of Narcese. "You should probably take a weapon or two." Jonathan said to Yianna as he stuffed a few daggers into his belt. 
 
    "Fine but fighting is well below my station."  
 
    'So is fucking prisoners I would imagine, but you already crossed that bridge.' Jonathan thought to himself as he studied the ceiling.  
 
    Yianna grabbed a bow, a quiver of arrows, and short sword from the armoury's racks. "Be glad that my husband taught me how to use these." 
 
    "Oh thank god there is ink here." Jonathan picked up a vial of red-tinged ink and started scrawling words on a training mannequin that was standing wonkily against the wall. 
 
    "Jonn..." 
 
    "Yeah?" 
 
    "What does "Now I have a machine gun ho-ho-ho" mean?" Yianna read the words that Jonathan had written on the mannequin. 
 
    "A great hero of our people once said it." Jonathan smirked. "A hero called John McClane." 
 
    "Our people have some very strange sayings." 
 
    "We sure do, now let's get you lifted up into that air vent on the roof." 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 61: Scouting 
 
    Talitha prowled through the long grass. She had volunteered herself for the dangerous task of scouting the Empire's forces, partially because she wanted to check firsthand if Saikhi and Jonathan were alright, partially because she thought she was the only one skilled enough to not get caught. Alistar and his men were good at what they did: fighting and fucking, Alistar was particularly skilled at the latter, but they were much less practiced at the art of subtly. One would think that many years spent hiding from the Empire would have made the Sentinels experts and hiding, but it was clear to Talitha that their survival has had more to do with luck then it had to do with stealth. It had taken a whole day for the Sentinels to recover from their hangovers and even longer for them to agree to emerge from their hole in the ground.  
 
    "We are just waiting a little bit for the heat to die down. We don't want our hidden sanctuary to be compromised. Plus if they are chasing us they might pass overhead and then we can hit them from behind." Alistar had said. Talitha had demanded they go immediately. "If you want our help to save them, you're just going to have to wait." Talitha was not impressed, Alistar's speech had made it sound like they were going to leave at the first possible opportunity. Whilst they sat around doing nothing, all sorts of terrible things could be happening to Jonn and Saikhi. Despite her anxiety, Talitha agreed to wait, but no more than two days. Talitha decided to use the time to work off some of her nerves by riding on some of the Sentinels' cocks. It couldn't hurt to increase  morale. They could plunge themselves into Talitha before they plunged themselves into battle. 
 
    When Talitha started her scouting mission, she was surprised to see that the Empire had stopped to set up camp. Over twenty large tents had been erected in the open. Talitha would have thought that a tactical error if it wasn't out of necessity. The lands between Rainfell and Traders-end were dry grassland, barely a tree or hill in sight. The small patches of foliage that dotted the otherwise grass desert were not substantial enough to be useful for a military encampment. There was no doubting it, the Empire's forces had grown. There must have been over a hundred men now, and that wasn't even counting the brutes. Something wasn't right. Why were they gathering their forced? There were way more men than they needed to hunt down a half-dozen people. Did they know about the Sentinel Lodge? Or were they just playing it safe. No. If they were playing it safe, they still wouldn't want this many forces. At this size there is no way for them to maintain the mobility needed to give chase. They weren't preparing for a hunt, they were preparing for a siege. 
 
    Talitha's fears were confirmed when she spotted another detachment of Empire soldiers off in the distance to the east. Talitha and the Sentinels were growing more outnumbered by the minute. She turned away from the camp ready to head back to the lodge, but then stopped. She needed to know that her family was alright. Talitha watched and waited for the evening sun to dip below the horizon. Using the cover of darkness, she crouched lower into the grass and approached the Empire's camp, effortlessly stalking towards it on all fours. She approached the nearest tent, avoiding the bored and barely watching watchmen that had been walking around the outskirts of the camp. Torches placed throughout the camp provided illumination but also provided the shadows that Talitha used to stay hidden. The first few tents that Talitha crept by all housed resting and sleeping soldiers. She could see the shadows soldiers listlessly moving about inside. 
 
    Talitha heard a voice that made her heart jump. It was Saikhi's. She could never forget her family's sound. It was coming from deeper within the camp, a smaller tent. Possibly an officer's tent. She slipped from shadow to shadow, keeping her head down in the grass. As she approached the sound of Saikhi's voice she noticed that the sounds she was hearing were ones she had heard from Saikhi before. Two figures were silhouetted on the side of the tent, joined at the hip as Saikhi moans emanated from within. Saikhi's shadow bounced rhythmically on top of the other figure, her neck arched back as her breasts bounced along with her. 
 
    Talitha took her hatchet and silently cut a slit into the side of the tent, just big enough for her to peer through. She could now clearly see Saikhi's pleasure, her plump ass smacking against the laying man's waist. Talitha recognised him, it was the captain of the guard that had been chasing them. Talitha was glad that Saikhi was alive, but she needed to save her from this. Talitha's hand had slipped into her underwear and then inside of her. When did that happen? Talitha needed to stop and save Saikhi... In just one moment. Talitha dropped her hatchet onto the ground as her other hand grasped at her breast. It was nice seeing Saikhi taking such a thick cock. Wait. What? Talitha couldn't believe herself, where was her self-control? The captain slapped Saikhi's ass, she let out one of her cute squeaks. It was so hot. Talitha felt shivers of pleasure rush up her spine as she continued to finger herself. Her body began to vibrate and let out soft purrs. Saikhi had definitely improved her skills, she was riding the captain's cock like she needed it to survive. 
 
    "Ohh-" Talitha quickly covered her mouth as she let out a soft moan. It wasn't loud enough for anyone besides her to hear, at least she hoped it wasn't. She needed to get out of here. But she just couldn't stop watching now, Saikhi was just hitting her stride. She had placed both of her hands on the captain's chest and was rolling her hips as she kissed his chest. 'That's right, just like that. Take his cum from him.' Talitha's mind raced with dirty thoughts. A loud groan came from the captain as his hips bucked. Saikhi was being filled with the captain's love as she laid collapsed on the captain's chest. Talitha bit her bottom lip, maybe she could get a taste? 
 
    Crunch. The sound of footsteps approaching snapped Talitha out of her lustful stupor. There was no chance she was going save Saikhi, at least not whilst the captain's cock was still inside of her. She slipped away from the camp. 
 
    When Talitha returned to the Sentinel's Lodge, Alistar was briefing his men on various combat scenarios and tactics. Talitha walked straight towards him. 
 
    "Ah Miss Talitha, what report do you bring-" Alistar's words were cut short by Talitha's lips pressed against his. 
 
    "Take me now." She said as she cleared a table with one arm and leant back against it. It didn't take Alistar long to be deep inside her. The men around cheered as they watched their leader make the horny forestfolk scream with delight. 
 
    "Long may we fuck!" 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 62: Deal 
 
    Zigarete wiped her mouth stood back to her feet. The Tracker had wasted little time since he had returned. He had killed the sorcerer, so he deserved her body. Zigarete swallowed the remnants of the Tracker's cum as she redressed herself in her red and black inquisitorial robes. 
 
    "So that is our deal finalised then." Zigarete said as she felt the Tracker's cum sliding down her throat. "Don't expect this again." This was the last time she would have to deal with the Tracker's affections. 
 
    "Ha." the Tracker laughed. This wasn't good. The Tracker never laughed. "You are now my slut, for as long as I like." 
 
    "Our deal was for the duration of the hunt. The hunt is now over." Zigarete said as she glared towards the Tracker. Even dimly lit interior of the tent, the Tracker could see her silver eyes piercing him. 
 
    "My deal with you was for the duration of the hunt." the Tracker admitted. "That was not my deal with Tarthis." 
 
    "Your deal with the Emperor?" Zigarete's heart sank. A deal between the Emperor and the Tracker could only mean trouble for her. 
 
    "That's right." the Tracker leant, still naked, against the Grand Inquisitor's planning table. "If I captured, or killed the sorcerer, I get to keep the Grand Inquisitor as my personal slut whether she likes it or not." 
 
    "I was informed of no such deal." Zigarete reached for the Spear of the Red Isles. 
 
    "Uh uh uh." the Tracker interrupted, "I wouldn't do that if I were you." he reached out and grabbed a black piece of fruit from a bowl on the table, he bit into it with a loud crunch. "I'm sure you don't want to be whisked away to some Brute Legion breeding camp like your predecessor was. What was her name again? Aurra? Last I heard she had become a prime breeding slave for the legion. Even birthed your fellow Inquisitor Rike if I am not mistaken. Brutes do grow up so fast." 
 
    "Rike is..." There was a lot that Zigarete was trying to process. "Rike is a brute?" 
 
    "Puny one at that. Good warrior though." this was the most that the Tracker had said to Zigarete in years, and she did not care for it. 
 
    "Do you think I am just going to take your word for it? For all I know you just want a reason to get into my dress again." Zigarete couldn't believe the Grand Inquisitor would be sold out she was being, not for something as simple as capturing an escaped sorcerer. 
 
    "You don't need to take my word for it." as the Tracker said those words Inquisitor Rike walked into the tent as if on queue. He was fully armoured as always. "Show her the proclamation Rike." the Tracker demanded. 
 
    "I am sorry ma'am." Rike produced a scroll bearing the royal seal, Zigarete took the letter from his hand and opened it. "What the Tracker say is true." Rike removed his helmet to reveal the chiselled and horned bestial face of a legion brute. "I wear this armour to hide my heritage." 
 
    "No." Zigarete looked at Rike's face and then down to the words of royal scroll. "It says I'm to do whatever you say or risk dismissal." Dismissal was a common euphemism within the female ranks of the Empire for being exiled to the Brute Legion. "This is beyond unfair." 
 
    "You seemed to like me well enough a few minutes ago." the Tracker took another bite of his fruit. 
 
    "Because I had to be. Because it was temporary. I used you to get what I wanted, to kill the sorcerer." Zigarete looked back at her spear, the thought crossed her mind to pick it up and turn the whole command tent into a blazing inferno. 
 
    "Let me return the favour then." the Tracker said. "It's my turn to use you. Sure, you could pick up that spear you are looking so fondly at and set me ablaze with it. You might even manage to kill me before I can do anything. But then you would be a fugitive, on the run from the Empire, just like the sorcerers you hunt down, but worse then a sorcerer, you'd be a traitor." 
 
    "Fuck!" Zigarete screamed as her legs gave out from underneath her. She couldn't believe that the Emperor had done this to her. He had sold her out for a single sorcerer's head.  
 
    "You have seemed to have finally grasped your situation." the Tracker walked up to Zigarete and traced his finger along the bottom of her chin. "It is going to take you some time to come to terms with it. Don't worry, I have ordered Rike here to set up a faen custom to help you understand your new place." Zigarete defiantly shook the Trackers hand from her face. 
 
    "You are a real piece of cren-shit Tallik, I hope you know that." 
 
    "Rike, take the Grand Inquisitor to the shed." the Tracker turned his back on Grand Inquisitor. 
 
    "Yes sir. I'm sorry ma'am, Imperial orders." Rike hoisted Zigarete up and lead her out of the tent. She was glad that her men did not see her being escorted out, it was late enough that only the watchmen were awake and none of them were paying close attention to the command tent. If it wasn't for her current situation, she would have made a note to dish out discipline for their laxness.  
 
    Rike led Zigarete to a wooden shed. It looked hastily constructed. The wood looked like it was sourced from one of the supply wagons. It was small, just enough to comfortably fit a single person. A rickety door laid ajar. 
 
    "What is the meaning of this Rike?" Zigarete asked as Rike guided her into the shed. "Are you not an inquisitor? Are you not under my direct command?" 
 
    "I truly am sorry Grand Inquisitor. Emperor Tarthis sent me here to personally assist the Tracker, not you. You are to stay in here until tomorrow." Rike shut the door and the sound of a latch clicked on the other side. 
 
    "And what did he pay you to turn against your own?" Zigarete yelled as darkness enveloped her. 
 
    "If I follow orders, my mother gets to go free." Rike whispered through the door and walked away. 
 
    Zigarete banged on the door but it was no use, she was stuck there. This was an odd custom, one that she had never heard of before. If the Tracker thought that locking her up would cause her to become more compliant, he was sorely mistaken. She waited there for what seemed like hours, light began to shine through the cracks in the side of the shed. Light also shone through... three round holes, about waist height, one on each side of the shed. She peered out of one of the holes and saw her men wandering around. Rike was there too, ordering the men into a single file line. 
 
    "Approach the shed and stick your penis through the hole." Rike said, clearly embarrassed, "Leave it in there until the girl inside... deals with it." 
 
    "Who's in the box?" One of the soldiers questioned. 
 
    "Yeah how do we know it isn't some dude in there or some ugly wench?" Another one asked. 
 
    "It's a lady purchased at the inquisitions expense. This is mandatory, but I assure you she is quite beautiful. It is a gift in preparation for our coming battle." this seemed to appease the men. "Hold for one moment." Rike approached the shed, crouched down and whispered through the hole. "If you relieve the men they will not know it is you in the shed. I have the Trackers word." Zigarete remained silent. "However, he said if you don't deal with every man that comes up to the hole, he will open the door and parade you in front of them." Rike stood up and ordered the first three men forward. 
 
    Zigarete watched as three cocks poked through the three holes in the shed. She stared at them as she sat there silently. 
 
    "Come on slut." One of the men demanded. 
 
    "Urgh." Zigarete sighed as she willed herself forward towards the cock straight in front of her. She didn't want her men finding out about her predicament, they would never respect her again. She reluctantly grasped the man's dick and began to stroke it. 
 
    "There we go. Don't be shy, give it a kiss." 
 
    Zigarete pressed her lips around the tip of his cock. She had sucked cocks before, what was a few more in exchange for her dignity? She worked the tip of the man's rod with her mouth as she stroked it's length. 
 
    "Hey don't forget about us." the guy on the right of Zigarete complained. Zigarete started to think practically, this whole ordeal would be over three times as fast if she was able to please three men at once. She continued to suck the man in front of her as she reached out and took the other two soldiers' equipment in her hands. She worked their lengths as she moved her head from cock to cock, being sure to please them all equally. A few minutes of diligently sucking and she hears a knock on the wall. 
 
    "I'm going to cum!" the man said. Zigarete moved quickly to seal her mouth around the soldier's cock. She was not going to get her robes dirtied with cum. She gulped down the load as the soldier's dick went limp. "That's slut. I might come back for round two after breakfast." Immediately, his cock was replaced by another. Zigarete worked hard to swallow load after load as efficiently as possible. She must have swallowed thirty loads in the space of an hour. A moistness grew between her legs that she did her best to ignore. There was no possible way that she was enjoying this. 
 
    "Mmmmh!" Zigarete moaned as she slurped down another load. Maybe she could slip one of these cocks inside of her. What would be the harm? 'Stay strong.' Zigarete thought to herself as she focused her mind back to sucking. What was she up to now? 40? 50? She had lost count. It didn't matter, she would push on, even if she had to swallow every single one of her soldiers' cum. Zigarete started to plot her revenge as the first of the brute dicks barely pushed it's way through the hole. She continued to plot her revenge as she stood up and pushed the head of his cock against her wet pussy lips. As the monstrous cock entered inside of her, all she could think of between moans was how she was going to make the Tracker pay for this. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 63: Choice 
 
    "This is some bullshit." Jonathan complained as he continued to wiggle down the claustrophobia inducing air vent. Despite everything that western media and video games had thought him, crawling through a ventilation system was not easy. Jonathan had barely enough room to commando crawl and his arms and legs were starting to get cut up by whatever cold metal material the shaft was made out of. To add to his woes, he was lost. Surprising no one except for himself, there was no exit signs pointing him to safety. Not that he would be able to see a sign if there was one, the vent was almost pitch black, the only illumination coming from the infrequent openings that led backdown to the compound below. Because she went in first, Yianna, the runaway princess, had taken point. What little vision Jonathan had was taken up by Yianna's ass and legs. At least it wasn't all bad. 
 
    "I can't do this anymore." Yianna said and began to pant heavily. "It's too tight, I can barely breath." 
 
    "We've got to keep going." Jonathan said trying to sound encouraging. "It can't be too much further." 
 
    "I'm sorry, I'm getting out at the next opening." 
 
    "No!" Jonathan whispered as loudly as he could, but it was too late. Yianna slipped through an opening in front of her and fell to the ground with a thump. Jonathan froze in place, maybe they were lucky, the room below could be empty. But that hope was crushed when Jonathan heard a voice that wasn't Yianna's. 
 
    "Are you going to coming out too or are you going to continue crawling around up there aimlessly?" Jonathan didn't recognise the voice, it was feminine and sweet. 
 
    "Fuck." Jonathan gripped the Spear of Narcese, he was going to have to fight his way out of this one. He pulled is body forward and through the hole that Yianna went through. The liquid metal of the spear shifted and warped, softening Jonathan's decent to the ground and rotating him upright. He landed feat first next to Yianna who seemed to have been knocked out by the fall. 
 
    "A very fancy toy you have there." A purple-skinned succubus giggled. The leather straps that covered her body left little to the imagination. She was leaning against the wall of the large empty room, the room looked like it was still under construction. Pickaxes and other various excavation tools were haphazardly placed around the edges of the room. 
 
    "Who are you?" Jonathan pointed his spear towards the strange woman. 
 
    "You can call me Marra." The succubus smiled as her tail flicked behind her. "Queen Marra if you are so inclined." 
 
    'Great, more royalty.' Jonathan thought as he took a step back. 
 
    "No need to be scared, I don't bite... unless you ask nicely." Marra pushed herself off of the wall and stalked forward. Jonathan couldn't help but think that this woman was pulled straight out of a hentai.  
 
    "What do you want?" Jonathan wiggled the tip of his spear in an attempt to ward off Marra's approach. 
 
    "Oh my dear, it isn't about what I want, it is about what my master wants." Marra reached out towards the Spear of Narcese and firmly wrapped her hand around the shaft, right under the spear's tip. Marra began to rub her hand up and down the length of the spear suggestively. 
 
    "Back up." Jonathan pushed his weapon forward, the tip of the spear transformed into a rounded shield that pushed Marra away. 
 
    "That was rude." Marra sighed. "I was hoping we could have some fun before we got down to business." 
 
    "Lady, I don't have time to fuck you. Even if I did, there is a non-zero chance of you sucking my soul out or some other shit like that. That is something I can't risk right now." Even if Marra was exceptionally beautiful, Jonathan's mind was fixated on escape, not release. 
 
    "Fine. I will keep it short then. My master wants to meet you."  
 
    "Who is your master?" 
 
    "He's a sorcerer just like you." 
 
    "A sorcerer?" Jonathan lowered his spear a little. "Is he being hunted too?" 
 
    "Not currently, he has an understanding with the Empire." Marra smirked. "A truce of sorts." 
 
    "What's the catch?" Jonathan's eyes narrowed, this seemed too good to be true. 
 
    "No catch. Just a conversation." Marra materialised two small orbs and held one of them in each of her hands: one red, one blue. "My master said you might enjoy this choice. You touch the blue orb, the I'll leave, you can go back to being chased by the Empire, my master will leave you alone forever. You touch the red orb you'll come with me, my master and I will show you just how deep the gloryhole goes." 
 
    "Your master's a big Matrix fan then?" Jonathan lowered his weapon and rubbed the back of his neck. "If I go with you, what happens to my friends? I don't even know if they are alive or dead." 
 
    "You mean your harem? You will be happy to know that they are alive, at least that is what my latest reports have have mentioned. My master has very little interest in them." Marra pulled at a leather belt that covered her crotch. "We have plenty of holes for you to fill where we are going if that's the-" 
 
    "No dice. I'm a package deal." Jonathan raised his spear once more. 
 
    "Fine, if you choose the red orb, I will personally see to your friends' rescue." Marra whipped her tail. "It will take some time though." 
 
    "Also, I keep the spear." 
 
    "Of course." 
 
    "And Yianna comes with us too." 
 
    "Who?" 
 
    "Yianna, the unconscious woman on the floor." Jonathan pointed towards Yianna's slumped form. He hadn't known her long but Jonathan said he was going to get Yianna out of here and he was going to make good on that. 
 
    "Fine." Marra walked up to Jonathan, both orbs pressed against her chest. "Go on give one a grab." 
 
    Jonathan reached out. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 64: Meeting 
 
    Jonathan's hand closed around the red orb, and an electric tingle surged up his arm. The world around him warped and twisted, the stone walls of the Resistance's compound melting away into nothingness. When the disorientation ceased, Jonathan found himself standing in a vast, gothic throne room, the high vaulted ceilings disappearing into shadow above. Dark stone walls adorned with arcane symbols and torches that flickered with an eerie purple flame. At the far end of the room, upon a throne, sat a figure cloaked in shadow. 
 
    "Welcome, Jonn Nightmare," The figure's voice echoed through the chamber, its resonance bouncing off the stone walls. "Or should I call you Jonathan?"  
 
    "How do you know my name?" Jonathan asked as he took a step back. 
 
    "A fortunate guess. You were not allowed to use your own name on character creation, so I doubt you would be called John. Jonathan was the next logical guess. Though your name could have been anything." The figure lowered his hood. He looked… pretty average actually, besides his unusual hair. "I am Fade, the Dread Sorcerer." a grin of anticipation played upon Fade's lips. His white hair seemed to glow in the dim light, contrasting sharply with the dark purple of his robe. His cold, calculating eyes fixed upon Jonathan, assessing him with a mixture of curiosity and satisfaction. 
 
    Jonathan's grip tightened around the shaft of his liquid metal spear which had materialised in his hands after his teleportation. He glanced around the room, noting the absence of Marra. It seemed she had fulfilled her promise to deliver him, though the circumstances left a bad taste in his mouth. 
 
    "Where am I?" Jonathan's voice echoed slightly in the cavernous room. 
 
    "You are in my sanctuary, the Dread Tower," Fade replied, leaning forward with an air of casual arrogance. "A place where power is respected above all else." 
 
    Jonathan's mind raced as he considered his predicament. He was alone in the stronghold of one of the most feared sorcerers in Adearath, a man known for his ruthlessness and ambition. The weight of his situation pressed down upon him, but he refused to show any sign of weakness or fear. 
 
    "Why am I here, Fade?" Jonathan asked, keeping his tone steady. 
 
    "I have been watching you, Jonn Nightmare," Fade said, steepling his fingers in front of him. "Your abilities are... intriguing. There is much we can learn from each other. You are here because I require your cooperation. In return, I will ensure your survival against the Empire and the Inquisition." 
 
    Jonathan weighed his options. From what he had heard in his travels, Fade was a sorcerer of immense power who had somehow managed to forge an uneasy truce with the Empire. If anyone could keep him safe from Zigarete and her minions, it was likely Fade. But Jonathan worried about the cost of such protection. Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. 
 
    As Jonathan stood in silent contemplation, Fade rose from his throne, the fabric of his robe billowing out around him. He descended the steps of the dais with an air of regal authority, each movement deliberate and full of purpose. 
 
    "Come, Jonathan," Fade said, gesturing for him to follow. "Let us discuss the future over a meal. We have much to talk about, and I believe you will find my hospitality to your liking." 
 
    With a final glance at the empty space where Marra had once stood, neither her nor Yiarra where anywhere to be found. Jonathan took a deep breath and followed Fade towards the exit of the throne room. 
 
    Fade led Jonathan through the winding corridors of the Dread Tower, their footsteps echoing off the stone walls. The air was thick with the scent of incense and the faint hum of sorcerous energy. Jonathan followed silently, his hand never straying far from the hilt of his spear. 
 
    "You and I, Jonathan, we are the same, you know. Both of us were plucked from our mundane lives on Earth and thrust into this world of magic and mayhem. We are both outsiders here, trying to make sense of the chaos." 
 
    Jonathan listened, his expression unchanging. He was acutely aware of the potential danger Fade posed. But he also recognized the truth in Fade's words. They were both sorcerers, both strangers in a strange land, both fighting for their survival in a world that hunted them. 
 
    Fade continued, his tone almost wistful. "I remember the day I arrived in Adearath. The confusion, the fear... it was overwhelming. But over time, I learned to harness my abilities, to bend this world to my will. And you, Jonathan, have you not started to do the same?" 
 
    Jonathan nodded, acknowledging the similarities in their experiences. But his mind was elsewhere, consumed by thoughts of his friends. Saikhi, Talitha, Painsley, even Alistar... he could only hope that they were safe. And then there was Yianna, the runaway princess who had helped him escape the Resistance's compound. He hoped that Marra kept her promise to not leave her behind. 
 
    "Look Fade, you seem like a good dude." Jonathan lied, "but my friends... they're in danger because of me. I need to find a way to save them." 
 
    Fade paused, turning to face Jonathan. His eyes held a glimmer of understanding, a hint of empathy that took Jonathan by surprise. "I see," Fade said, his voice softening. "You carry the weight of their safety on your shoulders. It is a heavy burden, indeed." Maybe this Fade guy really wasn't all that bad. "Very well, Jonathan," Fade continued, resuming his walk. "Let us discuss your friends and what can be done to ensure their safety. I have many resources at my disposal, and connections that span across the continent of Adearath. Together, we may be able to devise a plan to rescue them." 
 
    Relief washed over Jonathan, tempered by a healthy dose of caution. He was not naïve enough to believe that Fade's help would come without a price. But for the moment, he was willing to play along, to leverage Fade's power for the sake of his friends. 
 
    They entered a grand dining hall, where a feast had been laid out upon a long, dark wood table. The aroma of roasted meats and freshly baked bread filled the air, mingling with the scent of exotic spices. Fade gestured for Jonathan to take a seat. Throughout the meal, Jonathan's thoughts remained with his friends. He would need to be cunning, to use every tool at his disposal, if he hoped to save them. And as he sat across from Fade, a powerful ally in his own right, Jonathan felt a flicker of hope. Perhaps, together, they could get out of this shit show. 
 
    "Did you appreciate my Matrix reference?" Fade asked as he chewed on a piece of spiced meat. 
 
    "It was refreshing actually. I have been making so many pop-culture references since I got here and barely anyone had been able to appreciate them. Well except for perhaps Lily, but I wouldn't say she enjoyed them very much." At the sound of Lily's name Fade stopped chewing. 
 
    "Lily can be hard to deal with. But I wouldn't be too hard on her she is stuck here just like us." Fade continued his meal. 
 
    "Stuck here like us? I thought she was sitting in a nice airconditioned office somewhere back on Earth looking down upon us mortals with sick amusement." 
 
    "No. In fact, she was the first one sent to Adearath." Fade words came as a shock. "It isn't something she talks about often." 
 
    "Damn…" Jonathan thought about how stressful it would have been to be the first person to come to this crazy world. "So she is your tutorial fairy too?" 
 
    "Yes. She is every Earth sorcerer's 'tutorial fairy'." That would certainly explain why she didn't have much time for Jonathan, Lily was needing to juggle helping a bunch of people. 
 
    "But enough about Lily." Fade wiped his mouth. "Marra, come here." Fade called for Marra to join them in the dining hall, the purple-skinned succubus entered, from the door behind him. "Jonathan, as a token of goodwill, I present to you Marra, my second-in-command," Fade announced, gesturing grandly towards the succubus, who now stood beside him. "Although you two have already met, you were unable to sample the pleasure she can provide. She is one of the many sluts I can provide you here in the Dread Tower. Consider her a gift, a plaything for your enjoyment." 
 
    "I appreciate the gesture, Fade," Jonathan said, with an uneasy voice. "But I'm pretty tired right now." Jonathan drummed up a tried and true excuse. 
 
    "Oh?" Fade raised an eyebrow, surprised by Jonathan's refusal. He had expected the young sorcerer to be easily swayed by the offer of a beautiful woman at his disposal. "Is it a matter of endurance? I believe you have already tried the x-viagra I developed. I could have some brought to you." 
 
    'So it was someone from Earth that had made the pills Aldo, the merchant, had sold me.' Jonathan thought. "No that's ok thank you." Besides, Jonathan didn't know if having sex with a succubus would be dangerous, didn't they steal people's life-force?  
 
    "Very well," Fade said, after a moment of contemplation. "If you will not partake, then I shall indulge in her charms myself." 
 
    Jonathan watched, somewhat reluctantly, as Fade rose from his chair and approached Marra. The succubus' body responded automatically to his presence, her arousal a conditioned response to the sorcerer's power. 
 
    Fade grasped Marra by the chin, tilting her face up towards his. The Dread Sorcerer's voice was a low growl as he spoke, "You know what to do, my dear." 
 
    With practiced ease, Marra sank to her knees before Fade, her hands deftly working at the fastenings of his robe. The succubus, once a queen, now a willing vessel of servitude, was about to demonstrate the full extent of her oral prowess. As Fade's robe parted, revealing the rigid length of his arousal, Marra's eyes gleamed with anticipation, her body aching with the need to satisfy. 
 
    Fade's cock was swiftly engulfed by Marra's eager mouth. With a well-practiced rhythm, she continued to pleasure Fade's rod, her head bobbing in sync with the silent music of their shared desire. The Dread Sorcerer's breathing hitched as the succubus' skilled tongue swirled around his shaft, her lips creating a tight seal that sent jolts of pleasure coursing through his veins. 
 
    Marra's hands, not to be idle, explored the firm contours of Fade's body, her fingers tracing the lines of his power. The air was filled with the lewd sounds of her lust, a testament to her unyielding dedication to pleasuring her master. With each thrust of her head, she lost herself further in the singular pursuit of bringing Fade to the brink of ecstasy. Jonathan couldn't help but watch the skilful display before him. It wasn't long until Marra received what she had been working for, Fade's cum filled her mouth as she swallowed each and every drop almost as soon as it arrived. 
 
    Fade, the Dread Sorcerer, watched with a sated smile as Marra, his loyal succubus, rose from her knees, her lips glistening with the evidence of her submission. He turned his attention back to Jonathan, who had been silently observing the exchange. 
 
    "Now, Jonathan," Fade began, his voice carrying the weight of his authority, "I could not help but notice the woman who was with you. Yiarra, was it not?" 
 
    Jonathan nodded, his eyes narrowing slightly. "Yes, Yiarra was helping me escape from the Resistance's compound. Is she here?" 
 
    "Yes she is." Fade confirmed. 
 
    "She's... she's a good person." Jonathan hadn't known Yiarra for long but she did right in his book. 
 
    Fade chuckled softly, his gaze lingering on Jonathan's face. "A good person, you say? In this world, such a description is a rarity. But tell me, is she your woman?" 
 
    Jonathan shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his mind racing. "No, she's not my woman. She's just someone who needed help, and I needed her help in return."  
 
    'Though we did bang.' Jonathan thought, but that wasn't really pretence to a relationship these days. 
 
    Fade nodded, a knowing smile playing upon his lips. "I see. Well, in that case, I will ensure that she is given comfortable lodgings here in the Dread Tower. She will be treated as a guest, not a prisoner." 
 
    Relief washed over Jonathan at Fade's words. The thought of Yiarra being treated well eased some of the tension that had been building within him. He knew that Yiarra deserved a safe haven. 
 
    "Thank you, Fade," Jonathan said, his voice sincere. "I appreciate your hospitality." 
 
    "Think nothing of it," Fade replied, waving away Jonathan's gratitude. "We are, after all, comrades in arms. It is only fitting that we look after one another." 
 
    Fade clapped his hands together, the sound echoing through the dining hall. "Now, let us discuss our next course of action. The Empire's forces seem to be on the move at a scale I have not seen for quite some time." 
 
    As Fade began to outline his plans, Jonathan found himself feeling a cautious sense of optimism. Despite the uncertainty of his situation, with Fade, he might be able to save his friends. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 65: Pack 
 
    "The fuck?" Painsley at the compass as it suddenly jumped from pointing north to pointing east. "Is this peace of junk broken or something?" Painsley asked Stew whom she was riding atop of, though she didn't expect the shaggy cren to answer. 
 
    Painsley's frustration mounted, she had been trailing northward for quite some time, the enchanted book serving as her only reliable beacon towards Jonathan's location. But now, it seems as though the compass suddenly had a mind of its own, changing position almost instantly. 
 
    Her journey had not been without its rewards, though. A chance encounter with a wandering trader, a wizened old man named, had led to the acquisition of a new weapon—a slender, well-crafted rapier. The merchant was, eager to depart the region due to "growing troubles with the Empire," had parted with the weapon for a bargain to lighten his load. He had also offered a hefty sum of money for Painsley to swallow his other "load", but Painsley had rejected the offer, she didn't have time for that. Fortunately, Painsley had been quite good at fencing in her old life so she knew how to use her new weapon. With a resigned sigh, Painsley adjusted her course, now veering eastward turning away from the dense canopy of Rainfell that loomed on the horizon. 
 
    As Painsley traipsed through the underbrush, her ears pricked up at the sound of rustling foliage. Emerging from the dense thicket was a pack of hulking creatures, their forms a blend of ferocious wolf and towering bear, with eyes glinting with predatory intent. 
 
    Painsley's heart raced as she recognized these beasts as the same species as Jonn the Second, perhaps they were his family. She dismounted Stew and with a deep breath, she readied herself to confront the half-dozen strong pack. These creatures, which Painsley decided to call Urnines, growled lowly, their muscles rippling beneath thick fur as they began to encircle her. Painsley stood her ground, her hand resting on the hilt of her newly acquired rapier. But she knew that fighting was not her preferred option. 
 
    It was time to put her talent to the test once again. Painsley's eyes locked onto the largest of the Urnines, its alpha presence undeniable. She released the clasp of her overalls, letting the garment pool at her feet, revealing her lithe, naked body beneath. 
 
    The Urnines paused, their predatory advance momentarily forgotten as they took in the sight before them. Painsley's confidence grew as she saw their eyes widen with primal interest. She sauntered towards the alpha, her hips swaying with each step, a clear invitation in her sultry gaze. 
 
    The alpha Urnine, unsure at first, sniffed the air, its nostrils flaring as it caught Painsley's intoxicating scent. The tension in its body eased, replaced by a palpable arousal that quickly spread through the pack. Painsley reached out, her fingers brushing against the dense fur of the alpha's chest, feeling its heartbeat quicken under her touch. 
 
    With a swift motion, she slipped underneath the beast, wrapping her legs around its muscular torso. The alpha's initial surprise gave way to a deep, guttural moan as Painsley began to grind against it, her body moving with an instinctual rhythm that seemed to speak directly to the creature's instincts. 
 
    The other Urnines watched, their own desires stoked by the spectacle unfolding before them. Painsley locked eyes with each one, her gaze filled with a promise of pleasure, ensuring they understood that there would be enough of her to go around. 
 
    As the alpha's thick, ribbed member emerged, Painsley guided it towards her eager entrance, her breath hitching in anticipation. The beast did not disappoint; with a powerful thrust, it entered her, its girth stretching her deliciously. Painsley's moans mingled with the alpha's growls. 
 
    The other Urnines, unable to resist the siren call of Painsley's arousal, approached one by one, allowing her to stroke and tease them until they too joined in the primal dance. Painsley found herself at the centre of a furious, bestial orgy, with each Urnine taking its turn to claim her tight pussy. Hours passed as Painsley tirelessly worked to tame the entire pack, her body becoming a vessel for their raw desires. Her holes being filled and stretched by their inhuman size. 
 
    Finally, as the last of the Urnines spent itself within her, Painsley dismounted crawled away from the pack, her body slick with sweat and other, more viscous fluids. She stood before the pack, a triumphant smile playing on her lips as she saw the adoration and loyalty shining in their eyes. 
 
    "You're mine now," she declared, her voice echoing with the authority of her newfound dominance. The Urnines bowed their heads in submission, their massive forms dwarfing her but their spirits now tethered to her will. "Good boys." 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 66: Inferno 
 
    Zigarete, her mind a maelstrom of determination and simmering resentment, led her squadron of the Empire's finest through the dense, soggy underbrush of Rainfell. The rain pelted relentlessly upon her crimson and onyx Inquisitor's garb, the water hissing into steam as it touched her flaming spear. The weapon, cast an eerie glow on the surrounding foliage, the flames licking the moisture from the air and leaving a trail of scorched earth in their wake. 
 
    She could not, however, burn away the memory of her recent degradation at the hands of the Tracker, her betrayer turned tormentor. Inside the wooden shed, with its holes bored at groin height, she had been reduced to nothing more than an object for the soldiers' pleasure. The taste of their cum, the feel of their cocks thrusting through the crude openings, had been a bitter draught to swallow, but swallow she did, for the sake of her pride. 
 
    With each step forward, Zigarete pushed those memories deeper into the recesses of her mind. Her focus now lay on the task at hand: to root out the Resistance's underground compound hidden somewhere within the heart of Rainfell. The rebellion had grown bolder, their actions a thorn in the side of the Empire, and it was her duty to bring them to heel. As the Inquisitor's spearpoint pierced the veil of the forest, the shadows seemed to retreat before her. The underbrush ignited at her command, the flames racing ahead to clear the way. 
 
    The men under her command, were much better than the men she had left Cliffside with, they had been hardened by fighting the beasts that wandered Rainfell's outskirts, and only the best were sent to keep watch of the Dread Sorcerer's tower. Those veterans where now with her. Much better than the bumbling Garth. They had unknowingly taken part in her humiliation, but fortunately the Tracker had kept his word, and the identity of the "woman in the shed" was kept a secret. 
 
    The first signs of enemy resistance came in the form of hastily erected barricades, crude but effective in their design. Zigarete did not hesitate; with a swift, practiced motion, she hurled her spear, the projectile slicing through the air and detonating upon impact in a brilliant explosion of fire and splinters. The path ahead was now clear, and the Inquisitor pressed onward, her men close behind, the embers of their resolve fanned by her relentless advance. The information provided by the Pirate Union spy had been precise, and now, as they navigated the treacherous terrain, the entrance to the Resistance compound loomed ahead. 
 
    The hidden door was cleverly concealed within a wall of tangled roots and moss-covered stones. Zigarete approached, her keen eyes scanning for any concealed traps. The door yielded to her touch, revealing a dimly lit tunnel that burrowed into the heart of the earth. She paused, her senses alert for the faintest whisper of movement. 
 
    As the Inquisitor and her men ventured into the tunnel, the air grew thick with the musk of damp earth and the metallic tang of blood. The passageway widened into a cavernous chamber, where the Resistance had clearly been preparing for this very confrontation. Faen and lizardfolk soldiers stood ranks, their weapons at the ready, their eyes burning with defiance. 
 
    The leader of the Resistance force, King Hokk, with a crown of woven ivy and a bow slung across his back, stepped forward. His voice echoed through the chamber as he declared, "You shall advance no further, Inquisitor. The Resistance will not yield." 
 
    Zigarete's response was swift and brutal. With a flick of her wrist, her spear ignited, the flames casting dancing shadows across the chamber. "Your defiance is futile," she announced, her voice a lash of ice. "Stand down, or face the consequences." 
 
    The faen leader, undeterred, loosed an arrow aimed straight for Zigarete's heart. The projectile, however, disintegrated upon contact with the spear's fiery shield. The chamber erupted into chaos as the Resistance forces surged forward, a tidal wave of steel and fury. The Inquisitor's soldiers, disciplined and battle-hardened, clashed with the Resistance ranks, the sound of steel ringing out against the stone walls. Zigarete moved with lethal precision, her spear a blur of motion as she cut a swath through the enemy lines. The rebels fought with the courage of the damned, their resolve fuelled by the knowledge that they were defending their home, their people, and their freedom but would it be enough? 
 
    As the battle raged on, Zigarete found herself face-to-face with Hokk. The two leaders locked eyes. The faen drew his longsword, the blade singing as it sliced through the air. Zigarete parried his strike with her spear, the impact sending sparks scattering across the cavern floor. 
 
    Their duel unfolded as battle raged on around them, a deadly dance of attack and counterattack. Zigarete's martial prowess was matched by old king's experience. The Inquisitor's spear thrust forward, the flames licking hungrily at the air, but the faen's sword intercepted its path, deflecting the attack with a resonant clang. 
 
    Despite the Resistance's resolve, the Empire's forces, slowly but surely gained the upper hand. The chamber filled with the clash of arms, the cries of the wounded, and the dying whispers of those who had fallen. As the last of the Resistance fighters were subdued, Zigarete stood victorious, her spear poised above the fallen faen king. He had fought well, but his age had gotten the better of him. Zigarete placed the spear at the kings throat, ready to end the upstart's life. 
 
    King Hokk lay on the damp stone, his sword arm aching, his crown askew. Panting heavily, he locked his gaze with Zigarete's, the Grand Inquisitor of the Empire. The fiery spear, now extinguished, rested against his throat. He knew this was the end; his rebellion had faltered, and his soldiers lay vanquished around him. Yet, within the well of his defeat, a spark of desperation flared to life. 
 
    "Wait," Hokk gasped, "I have information that may be of value to you, Inquisitor." 
 
    Zigarete, her breathing steady, her eyes alight with victory, did not immediately withdraw her spear. She regarded the fallen king with a mixture of curiosity and contempt. "Speak, and do so quickly." 
 
    Hokk swallowed hard, the cold edge of the spear grazing his skin. "The sorcerer... Jonn Nightmare... he lives," he began, knowing the weight these words carried. "We have been hiding him, we were going to use his power to... to further our cause." A ripple of surprise passed through Zigarete's sharp features. The sorcerer, was dead, the Tracker presenting his severed head as proof. Yet here was Hokk, offering a different truth, a revelation that cast doubt upon the Tracker's claims. 
 
    "Explain yourself," Zigarete demanded, her voice a low growl as she processed the implications of Hokk's claim. 
 
    King Hokk, sensing the sliver of hope his words had planted, related the tale of Jonathan's arrival and his integration into the Resistance. He spoke of the sorcerer's ability to manipulate emotions and how they were going to use his cum to fuel division within the Empire. 
 
    As the story unfolded, Zigarete's mind raced. If Jonn Nightmare was indeed alive, it meant that the Tracker had deceived her, had used her to further his own mysterious agenda. The Grand Inquisitor's gaze hardened, and her voice, when she spoke, was laced with venom. "Where is he?" she hissed, pressing the spearpoint more insistently against Hokk's throat. 
 
    "Down… below, in the holding cells." 
 
     "Good." Zigarete pulled her spear back and activated its fire. "Now time for your pitiful rebellion to end. A splash of blood filled Zigarete's sight. But… it wasn't the blood of the fallen king. Zigarete looks down to see a spear piercing her from behind. She dropped down to her knees, turning around, she saw the bodies of her men, none remained alive. Standing over her was… the Tracker. 
 
    "It is an shame we wont be able to spend more quality time together." the Tracker sighed. "I had so many things planned for you. But unfortunately my loud-mouthed father-in-law had to go run his mouth."  
 
    Father-in-law? Zigarete couldn't believe what she was hearing. She clutched the spear piercing through her as her flaming spear dropped to the ground. The Tracker stepped around Zigarete and looked down at King Hokk. 
 
    "Tellik, oh thank the-" Hokk's words were silenced by the Tracker's grave face. 
 
    "Don't worry, I won't tell anyone of your weakness, you will die a hero. The resistance and Kianna are in good hands." The Tracker mace crushed Hokk's head. He flicked the blood from his weapon as he walked back past Zigarete. 
 
    "You fucking traitor…" Zigarete grunted through clenched teeth. 
 
    "Traitor?" the Tracker turned around. "I have always been true. True to my people, and true to Adearath. I've always despised the Empire, but perhaps not as much as I have always despised you." 
 
    Zigarete tried to speak back but the pain was too much. 
 
    "As a parting gift to you, my love, I will let you bleed out here. Just as you have bled my people. Let your final moments be cold and alone." The Tracker left the chamber as Zigarete collapsed to the floor. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 67: Bedwarmer 
 
    In the dimly lit confines of Garth's tent, Saikhi knelt on all fours, her crimson skin slick with sweat, her white dishevelled. Captain Garth stood behind her, his rough hands gripping her ample hip and pulling her hair as he thrust into her. Saikhi's mind was elsewhere. She closed her eyes and let the rhythm of Garth's hips transport her to a different place, a different time, where it was her master's hands that roamed her curves, her master's cock that filled her to the hilt. With each thrust, she imagined the gentle touch and whispered words of the man she had sworn to serve, the man whose life she believed had believed to have been snuffed out by the Tracker. 
 
    Over the course of several days, Saikhi's new role with Garth had became well-established among the soldiers. She was no longer just the captured ashborn whore; she had become Garth's bedwarmer, his personal cum slut, a title that was uttered with smirks and lewd jealous grins. They could hear the sounds of her pleasure each night from the captain's tent. Garth would take her in every way he pleased. 
 
     Yet, despite the degradation and the constant reminders of her captivity, Saikhi found a strange solace in the act. It was in these moments of vulnerability that she could escape into her fantasies of Jonathan, allowing her body to be used while her mind thought to him. She learned to move with Garth, to arch her back properly and push back against his thrusts. But it was her master's name that she thought to. 
 
    As the days passed, Saikhi's initial resistance began to wane. She grew accustomed to the routine, to the feel of Garth's cock inside her, and to the way he would grunt and growl as he found he came. She knew that she was nothing more than a toy to him, a place for him to dump his seed, but she also knew that she was playing a dangerous game by allowing herself to become Garth's bedwarmer. Sure, she was safe for now, but how long until Garth grew tired of her? 
 
    Yet, even as she accepted her new role, a small flame of hope flickered within Saikhi's chest. She clung to the possibility that Jonathan was still alive, that he would come for her again, and save her. It was this hope that allowed her to endure. But for now, as Garth's pace quickened and his fingers dug into her ass, Saikhi could only surrender to the fantasy. 
 
    The Tracker arrived at the entrance of Garth's tent. His arrival was silent, yet it carried the weight of a thunderclap. Inside the tent, Captain Garth was caught in the midst of taking his pleasure from Saikhi, his body looming over Saikhi, who lay beneath him. Saikhi breaths ragged and her eyes glazed with a mix of pleasure and pain. 
 
    The Tracker cleared his throat, breaking the spell of the moment, his voice bludgeoning the air. "Captain Garth.", his tone carrying an edge that spoke of urgency and command. 
 
    Garth, momentarily disoriented, withdrew from Saikhi and turned towards the source of the interruption, his body still tense with unspent desire. "What is it?" he growled. "Can it wait?" 
 
    "Get your dick out of that whore and get dressed, we have matters to discuss." The Tracker was blunt. A few minutes later Garth was dressed and standing at attention, he didn't want to attract anymore ire from the deadly faen. 'I'm so over this…' his mind thought. 
 
    "Zigarete has fallen in battle," the Tracker announced, his voice devoid of emotion. "The Resistance put up a stronger fight than expected. I have assumed command of the military for the time being." 
 
    A heavy silence descended upon the tent, the gravity of the news settling over Garth like a shroud. He had no love for the stubborn bitch, she was the reason he had been sent away from his comfy post in Cliffside, but the loss of Zigarete, the Grand Inquisitor, was a blow that would reverberate throughout the Empire's ranks. Her death would not mean good things for Garth, and almost certainly meant more damned work for him to do. 
 
    The Tracker's gaze shifted to Saikhi, his eyes taking in her unclothed state, the glistening wetness between her legs. "It seems you've been keeping yourself entertained, Captain," he remarked, a hint of disdain in his voice. "If you have time to fuck, you have time to do a proper audit of our forces. Go on then." 
 
    "Yes sir." Garth grunted in response. He left the tent unsatisfied. 
 
    The Tracker turned his attention back to Saikhi, who had hastily wrapped herself in a sheet, her eyes wide with apprehension.  
 
    "You're more than just a plaything, aren't you?" The Tracker's voice was soft, yet it held an edge that could not be denied. "I've seen how you compose yourself, how you take in all the information around you and store it for later. You must have been a invaluable ally to the sorcerer." 
 
    Saikhi remained silent, as the Tracker stepped closer, his gaze piercing through her defences. 
 
    "I'm not your enemy, Saikhi," he said, his tone almost gentle. "I have my own reasons for doing what I do, for playing the part I've been assigned. But make no mistake, I am not blind to the suffering around me." 
 
    Saikhi's lips parted, a question forming on her tongue. "What do you want from me?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. 
 
    The Tracker reached into his pocket and produced a small, intricately carved wooden token. "This," he said, holding it out to her, "is a token of safe passage within the Empire's borders. It's not much, but with it, you could make your way out of here and to any safe harbour you wish." 
 
    Saikhi's eyes flickered to the token and then back to the Tracker's face. She could scarcely believe what she was hearing. Was this a trap, or was the Tracker truly offering her a way out? 
 
    "Why?" was all she could manage to say. 
 
    The Tracker's gaze was steady, his expression unreadable. "Let's just say we have a friend in common." 
 
    "My… master?" Saikhi reached out tentatively, her fingers closing around the wooden token. 
 
    "You'll need to move quickly and keep a low profile." the Tracker didn't confirm anything but Saikhi knew. "I suspect at most an hour before Garth returns to find you gone."  
 
    Saikhi nodded, understanding the implications of his words. 
 
    "Thank you," she said, her voice stronger now, filled with resolve. 
 
    The Tracker gave a curt nod, the ghost of a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Stay safe Saikhi." With that, the Tracker turned and left the tent. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 68: Relief 
 
    Saikhi slipped past the sentries, their attention focused on the perimeter rather than the heart of their own encampment; her freedom depended on her ability to disappear into the night. The wilderness beckoned her to come towards it. Saikhi did not falter; she ran with all the strength she could muster, the thought of Jonathan fuelling her to push on. As the lights and sounds of the camp faded into the distance, Saikhi allowed herself a moment of respite. She had made it. She was free. 
 
    Or so she thought. 
 
    The rustle of leaves and the snapping of twigs underfoot alerted her to the presence of others. Saikhi's heart sank as she realized she had stumbled upon a group of men, their silhouettes barely visible in the dim light of the moon. She was about to turn and flee when a familiar voice called out to her. 
 
    "Saikhi!" It was Talitha, her eyes wide with surprise and relief. 
 
    Saikhi's breath caught in her throat as she recognized her friend, along with Alistar and the Sentinels, their faces emerging from the shadows.  
 
    "You're safe," Talitha said, stepping forward and embracing her. 
 
    The embrace was brief but fierce, a testament to the bond that had formed between them. Saikhi felt a surge of emotion as she returned the hug. 
 
    "I thought I'd never see you again." Saikhi murmured, her voice breaking with the intensity of the moment. 
 
    "We never gave up on you," Alistar said, the men of the Sentinels nodded their agreement. 
 
    As the initial shock of their reunion began to fade, Saikhi felt a wave of desire wash over her. She had been running on adrenaline, but now her body was burning with desire. Without thinking, Saikhi reached out and pulled Talitha towards her, their lips meeting in a kiss, Talitha returned Saikhi's affection. 
 
    The Sentinels watched in silent approval, their eyes drinking in the sight of the two women lost in their passion for one another. 
 
    The kiss between Saikhi and Talitha deepened, their tongues dancing together as they explored each other's mouths with a hunger born of lust and relief. It was a moment of pure, unadulterated passion, a testament to the bond they shared. 
 
    As they finally pulled apart, breathless and flushed, the Sentinels erupted into cheers, their voices echoing through the forest. Alistar stepped forward, a grin spreading across his face as he clapped Saikhi on the shoulder. 
 
    "Welcome back, Saikhi," he said, his voice filled with warmth and respect. "We were just about to come rescue you. How did you escape?" 
 
    Saikhi smiled back at him before realising she had information that Talitha and the others did not. 
 
    "The Tracker gave me this." Saikhi held out the wooden pass that would grant her safe passage through Empire lands. 
 
    "The Tracker?" Talitha reached down to her hatchet. "Were you followed? If he was the one who let you go, this might be a trap." 
 
    "No. The Tracker… he is on our side, or at least not on the Empire's side. He said we had a mutual friend. I think he meant Master." Saikhi had not felt deceit in the Tracker's words. "He also said that Zigarete fell in battle against the Resistance." 
 
    "So my chieftain lives?" Talitha smiled hopefully. 
 
    "I think so." 
 
    "The Resistance base in Rainfell got hit hard according to my scouts." Alistar admitted. "Apparently, the leader of the Resistance, Hokk, and a representative of lizardfolk tribes, Sar, were killed. We could barely believe it." 
 
    "That is why we were going to save you and retreat to the East, past the Dread Tower. There is a place there where we can be safe." Talitha said as she held on to both of Saikhi's hands. "I will not lose you again my sister." 
 
    "What about Painsley?" Saikhi said as the thought crossed her mind. 
 
    "We haven't heard anything from her since the battle with the Inquisition forces a few days ago." Talitha admitted. "Though, I think if she is alive, she is will be alright. She seemed more resourceful than you would expect. Come, now that we have you, we must make haste." 
 
    They headed East, setting up camp later that night beneath the sprawling canopy of the forest. The air was filled with the symphony of nocturnal creatures, their calls echoing through the dense foliage. Saikhi lay in her own tent, her mind racing with the events of the day, she found herself unable to sleep. The inner lust that coursed through her veins had left her feeling restless, her body aching for release. 
 
    She slipped from the confines of her tent moving silently through the camp, her steps guided by a desire that she could no longer ignore. She approached Talitha tent. Her heart pounding in her chest as she heard the unmistakable moans of Talitha coming from within. 
 
    Saikhi quietly pushed the flap of the tent open. She paused at the entrance, her breath catching in her throat as she watched Talitha ride Alistar with a feline ferocity. The heldra's body moved with a fluid grace, her hips rocking back and forth as she impaled herself on Alistar's thick cock. The tanned, silver-bearded man lay beneath her, his hands gripping Talitha's hips tightly as he thrust upwards, his own thrusts matching Talitha's in its intensity. 
 
    Saikhi watched them, her own desire growing with each passing moment. She could feel overflowing and a longing for attention. She stepped forward, her voice barely above a whisper as she spoke. 
 
    "May I join you?" 
 
    Talitha turned at the sound of Saikhi's voice, her eyes meeting the ashborn's with a knowing smile. She did not stop her movements, did not halt the steady rhythm of her hips as she rode Alistar's cock, but she extended a hand towards Saikhi, an invitation for her to come closer. 
 
    "Of course, Saikhi," Talitha said, her voice thick with pleasure. "We've all been feeling a bit... on edge. It's good to have someone to fuck." 
 
    Saikhi accepted the invitation, moving to join them on the makeshift bed of furs and blankets. Her clothes were shed quickly, her body eager to feel the touch of another. Talitha stood aside and offered the Sentinel's cock to Saikhi. Saikhi straddled Alistar's body, her hands braced against his chest as she lowered herself onto his cock, her eyes rolling back in her head as she felt him fill her completely. 
 
    Talitha moved behind Saikhi, her hands reaching around to cup her tribal sister's breasts, her fingers teasing the sensitive nipples. She ground her own sex against Saikhi's back, her body finding a rhythm with Alistar's as they moved together to pleasure Saikhi. 
 
    Saikhi rode Alistar's cock with abandon, her body moving on its own, driven by the need that had been building within her since the moment she had escaped the clutches of the Empire. She could feel the pressure building within her. Alistar's fingers dug into Saikhi's supple hips, his knuckles turning white with the intensity of his grip. The anticipation of his climax building, ready to explode any moment. 
 
    With a throaty growl that rumbled from the depths of his chest, Alistar let go. His cock twitched violently, pumping burst after burst of thick, warm cum into Saikhi's welcoming depths. Each spurt filled her more, stretching her walls, until the excess began to seep out, trickling down his shaft and pooling onto the bedroll beneath them. 
 
    As they all stilled, their bodies satisfied, Alistar let out a chuckle, his hands gently caressing Saikhi's thighs. 
 
    "We should all do this more often," he said, a contented smile playing on his lips. "It's been a long time since I've had this much fun." 
 
    The others laughed, their bodies still entwined.  
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 69: Rest 
 
    Jonathan reclined against the plush pillows of his bed within the Dread Tower, his gaze drifting over the opulent furnishings of his quarters. The room was a testament to Gothic grandeur, high arched ceilings, dark stone walls, tapestries depicting scenes of debauchery, Fade's tower really had a certain cartoonish hentai villain vibe. A oval window overlooked the moonlit landscape of Adearath, he could see the top of canopies of the forests, and the large swaths of desolate wasteland that immediately around the tower. 
 
    Despite the luxurious surroundings, Jonathan's mind was preoccupied. He had been captured, rescued, and now found himself in an uneasy alliance, although it is likely he was still not truly free, did he just swap one jailor for another? He reflected on his time with Yianna and the daring escape from the Resistance's compound. The queen had proven to be an unexpected ally, and her guidance had been instrumental in his survival. He hoped she was alright, he had yet to see her since they had arrived. Even if her husband wanted to turn Jonathan into a weaponised-cum-factory, Yianna had been nothing but helpful. 
 
    Jonathan had been informed of his companions locations. According to Fade's flying spies, Saikhi, Talitha, Alistar, and the Sentinels were actually heading right towards the Dread Tower. That was good. Even though Saikhi had been a captive, she had somehow escaped. Maybe the Tracker had kept his promise. 
 
    Another piece of information made Jonathan feel mixed emotions, apparently Zigarete was dead. As much as she had been a constant thorn in Jonathan's side, and as much as Zigarete had wanted to kill Jonathan, Jonathan did not have the same malice toward her. She did remind her of his ex-girlfriend Margery after all. At least he wouldn't have to worry about being impaled by her anymore. 
 
    Yianna entered Jonathan's room, a soft knock heralding her arrival. Her once regal posture seemed to sag with an uncharacteristic weariness, and there was a certain dishevelment to her hair that hadn't been there before. Jonathan noticed the subtle changes in her demeanour; the slight limp in her gait, the way she winced as she lowered herself onto the edge of his bed. Although despite her sluggish motion, a smile adorned her face. 
 
    "Jonn," she began, her voice carrying the weight of gratitude. "I wanted to thank you. I know it was your request to Marra that ensured my safety." 
 
    Jonathan regarded her with a curious intensity. There was something about Yianna that seemed off, a certain something that didn't quite add up. Her legs appeared sore, the hem of her dress hitched just enough to reveal a hint of chafing around her thighs. Her hair, usually neatly braided, was now a tangled mess, as though she had been in a frenzied fight. 
 
    "Are you okay, Yianna?" Jonathan asked, concern lacing his words. "You seem... different." 
 
    Yianna offered him a reassuring nod. "It's nothing you need to worry about, Jonn" she replied, her tone gentle yet firm. "Just some... lingering effects from our escape." 
 
    Jonathan wasn't entirely convinced. The aura of recent sexual activity was hard to ignore, especially in a world where such encounters were as common as the air they breathed. But he chose not to press the issue. Instead, he shifted the conversation back to their shared circumstances.  
 
    "I'm just glad you're safe," he said, meaning every word. "We're in this together, after all." Jonathan awkwardly rubbed the back of his neck. 
 
    Yianna nodded, her expression softening. "Yes, we are," she agreed. "And I intend to repay your kindness, Jonn. You've given me a second chance at life, and I won't squander it." 
 
    As she spoke, Jonathan couldn't help but feel a strange sense of kinship with Yianna. Their shared escape had made the two feel closer than the time they had spent together would suggest. 
 
    Jonathan, feeling the weight of recent events, decided to broach a topic that had been nagging at him. With a sincere tone, he asked, "Yianna, how are you coping… with the loss of your husband." 
 
    Yianna's eyes, once alight with a fiery determination, now flickered with a melancholic hue. A sigh escaped her lips, a sound that seemed to carry the burden of her grief. "It's... difficult," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "Hokk and I had our differences, but he was still my husband, the father of my children. And my daughters... who knows what happened to them." 
 
    Jonathan, sensing the depth of her sorrow, reached out to gently squeeze her hand in a gesture of shared mourning but pulled his hand back after realising that a simple touch would turn the melancholy to desire. 
 
     "I'm sorry for your loss, Yianna." Jonathan didn't know what more to say. 
 
    "Thank you, Jonn, your kindness means a lot to me." 
 
    The two sat in silence for a moment, each lost in their own thoughts. Jonathan, couldn't help but wonder about the future of the Resistance. With their leader Hokk gone, what would become of them? Would they continue to fight against the Empire? 
 
    "I must go, I promised to help with… cooking, as a condition of my stay here." Yianna stood up. Her words seemed to be hiding something deeper going on but Jonathan didn't press further. 
 
    "Talk soon, get some rest." Jonathan said as he escorted Yianna out of the room. 
 
    "Yeah. Rest." Yianna gave Jonathan another soft smiled as she left the room. 
 
    Sometime later, Marra sauntered into Jonathan's chamber, her hips swaying with a predatory grace that was both mesmerizing and unnerving. The succubus queen wore a mischievous smile as she closed the door behind her, her eyes locked onto Jonathan with an intensity that left no doubt about her intentions. 
 
    "Jonn Nightmare," she purred, her voice a sultry whisper that seemed to fill the room. "I've come for what I desire." 
 
    Jonathan, reclining on the bed, raised an eyebrow at her straightforwardness. He had been expecting a visit from Marra at some point, but this was sooner than expected. He sat up, as he regarded the demoness with a wary gaze. 
 
    "What can I do for you?" Jonathan knew what she wanted but it didn't hurt to ask. 
 
    Marra approached the bed, her every movement exuding confidence and raw sexuality. She climbed onto the mattress, her gaze never leaving Jonathan's as she straddled his lap. Her hands rested on his chest, her fingers tracing the contours beneath the fabric of his shirt. He was caught off-guard, fortunately he was yet touch Marra's skin, so he might be able to get out of this.  
 
    "I want you to fuck me, Jonn," she said bluntly, her eyes gleaming with unabashed desire. "I want to feel the power of your sorcery firsthand." 
 
    Jonathan's cock stiffened from Marra's words and pressed against his pant's fabric, his body responding instinctively to her proximity. Yet, he hesitated. 
 
    "I'm not so sure about that," he admitted, as he shifted awkwardly underneath her. "I've heard... things about succubi. About how they feed on the life force of others during sex." 
 
    A chuckle escaped Marra's lips, a sound that held both amusement and a hint of exasperation. "Oh, Jonn," she said, shaking her head slightly. "You've been listening to too many old wives' tales. I assure you, I am more than capable of enjoying a good fuck without you coming to any harm." 
 
    Jonathan studied her for a long moment, searching for any sign of deception. When he found none, he let out a sigh of resignation. 
 
    "Alright," he conceded, a hint of reluctance still present in his voice, if he didn't get this over with then Marra would just continue hounding him. "But I have one condition." 
 
    "Oh? Don't worry, I always swallow." Marra lips curving into a knowing smile. 
 
    "Not that. I mean, that would be good but I am more talking about afterwards," Jonathan continued, "I get to rest. No interruptions. Just... sleep." 
 
    Marra's smile widened, her eyes twinkling with mirth. "Agreed," she said, leaning forward to capture his lips in a searing kiss. 
 
    Jonathan's heart pounded in his chest as Marra's lips moved against his. Her hands roamed his body, pulling at his clothes with an urgency that was both exciting and a little terrifying. Her eyes glowed when she touched him, as if the desire she felt was powering her. 
 
    As their clothes fell away, Marra's gaze darkened with lust. Her fingers danced over his skin, tracing the lines of his chest, his abdomen, and lower, until she wrapped her hand around his throbbing cock. Jonathan groaned, his head falling back against the pillow as she began to stroke him with a practiced ease. 
 
    "You're quite impressive, Jonn Nightmare," Marra murmured, her voice husky with desire. "Your power is intoxicating. I'm not sure if I am going to be able let you go." 
 
    Marra's eyes locked onto Jonathan's as she descended upon him with grace. Her lips parted, revealing the wet, warm sanctuary of her mouth that was eager to envelop his manhood. With a sultry moan that vibrated along his shaft, she took him in, her head bobbing in a rhythm that was both maddening and mesmerizing. Her hands, deft and demanding, worked in tandem with her lips, stroking and squeezing. Jonathan's body tensed, a groan escaped him as Marra worshipped his cock. Her desire was a palpable force, and he wasn't even sure if she had been affected by his ability. 
 
    Marra, with the fluid motion of a succubus well-versed in the art of carnal pleasures, mounted Jonathan's eager manhood, her hips bounced as she impaled herself upon his thick length. Jonathan was straddled. Marra's hands splayed across his chest, not merely to balance herself but to exert a dominating pressure, a silent declaration of her control over the rhythm. Each downward plunge sending shivers up her spine. Jonathan's hands gripped the sheets beneath him as he held on for dear life. 
 
     "Tell me," Marra inquired, her voice punctuated by the rhythm of her hips, "have you been deliberately guiding your comrades into compromising situations?" 
 
    Jonathan's eyes snapped open, a flicker of surprise—and a hint of guilt—crossing his features. 
 
    "I... I don't know," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "Maybe... subconsciously." 
 
    Marra's eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear. "Tell me the truth, Jonn," she whispered, her power compelling him to obey. "Why do you seek out these naughty situations for your women?" 
 
    Jonathan's breath caught in his throat as the truth spilled from his lips, a confession that he had already known. "I... I love watching them," he admitted, his cheeks flushing with a mixture of shame and arousal. "Seeing them give in to their lust, watching them surrender to the desires that they've tried so hard to suppress... it's so fucking hot so see them act like sluts and take cock after cock." Why did he just admit that? 
 
    Marra chuckled, her hand still moving rhythmically over his length. "Oh, Jonn," she said, her voice filled with dark amusement. "You're more depraved than I thought. But I must admit, it's refreshing to see someone embrace their baser instincts so wholeheartedly." Marra giggled, her fingers trailing along Jonathan's chest as she rode him with an expert's ease. "Oh, Jonn," she said, her voice dripping with amusement and satisfaction, "you truly have no idea, do you?" 
 
    Jonathan's eyes narrowed, a sense of unease creeping into his mind. He was about to ask what she meant when Marra leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered a revelation that sent a jolt of surprise through his body. 
 
    "Yianna," she purred, her words a sultry caress that seemed to echo in the room, "has already given in. She's fucked Fade, as she needed to deal with the lust you gave her." 
 
    "Oh fuck." Jonathan almost came right there and then. The thought of Yianna succumbing to her desires was almost too much for him to handle. He remembered Yianna's sore legs, her tangled hair, and the subtle signs of recent sexual activity. It all made sense now. 
 
    Marra, sensing Jonathan's inner turmoil, grinned wickedly, her eyes gleaming with dark delight. "Didn't you notice?" she asked, her tone teasing as she ground her hips against his, her walls clenching around his shaft. "The way she walked, the flush on her cheeks... Yianna has been thoroughly fucked, and she loved every moment of it." 
 
    Marra's laughter filled the room, a sound that was both beautiful and cruel. "Don't look so shocked, Jonn," she said, her hips still moving in that maddening rhythm. "You've been turning all the women around you into insatiable cock-sluts. Yianna was just quicker than expected." 
 
    Jonathan's breath hitched as Marra's words sank in. He had always known that his power could have profound effects on those around him, but he had never stopped to consider the full extent of its influence. And now, Yianna—a woman who had risked everything to help him—had fallen prey to the same lustful cravings that he had unwittingly unleashed upon Saikhi, Talitha, and even Zigarete. "You may not want to admit it, Jonn Nightmare, but deep down, you're just as depraved as I am." 
 
    As Jonathan surrendered to the relentless onslaught of pleasure, his mind filled with images of Yianna, of Saikhi, of all the women whose lives he had irrevocably altered with his touch, he couldn't help but wonder if Marra was right. Was he truly no better than a sex-demon. Using his power to manipulate and control those around him for his own twisted desires? And as he reached his climax, spilling his seed deep within Marra's welcoming depths. The answer, he feared, was yes.  
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 70: Scheme 
 
    Jonathan awoke from a sleep so deep and restful that it bordered on the unnatural. The morning sun struggled to pierce the perpetual gloom that shrouded the Dread Tower but a few light rays still managed to find their way into the window of Jonathan's room. 
 
    As he stirred, the sheets that covered his naked form slid away, revealing his body to the chill air of the tower, it had been a long time since Jonathan had been able to sleep in a proper bed.  
 
    The sound of a gong reverberating through the tower snapped him out of his reverie. No sooner had the gong rung than Marra had entered Jonathan's room and announced that Fade required his presence in the war room. Jonathan rose from his bed, got dressed, and made his way through the labyrinthine corridors of the Dread Tower guided by Marra until they arrived at the imposing double doors that marked the entrance to the war room. Two brute guards, their faces obscured by the darkness, stood sentinel on either side of the door. 
 
    Upon entering the war room, Jonathan was immediately struck by the sight that greeted him. A vast table dominated the centre of the room, upon which was spread a detailed map of the Empire, marked with an array of colourful pins, flags, and lines that no doubt represented various strategic points and troop movements. At the head of the table stood Fade, his white hair catching the light of the flickering candles that provided the room's only illumination, his piercing gaze fixed upon the map. Yianna crawled out from under the war room table and rushed past Jonathan, wiping a white liquid from her mouth as she passed. She avoided making eye contact. 
 
    "Jonathan," Fade greeted him, his voice carrying an undercurrent of excitement. "I'm glad you could join me. There is much to discuss." 
 
    As Jonathan approached the table, Fade began to unveil his plans, his fingers tracing the lines that represented roads, rivers, and mountain ranges with practiced ease. He spoke of secret alliances, covert operations, and strategic manoeuvres, all designed to weaken the Empire's grip on Adearath and draw the Emperor Tarthis out from the safety of his fortified capital. Plans that look like they were being planned for years. 
 
    "The key to our success," Fade explained, his eyes meeting Jonathan's, "will be your return from the dead. With Zigarete out of the picture, and the Tracker outed as a traitor, the Emperor will not be able to resist the opportunity to capture—or kill—you himself. And when he does, we will be ready to strike." 
 
    Jonathan listened in silence, absorbing the enormity of Fade's plan and the role that he was expected to play in it. As a pawn in the grand game of power, he would be bait, luring the Emperor into a trap from which there would be no escape. 
 
    "I kind of want to avoid letting the Empire know I am still alive. Being bait is not exactly the safest job." 
 
    "Your current safety is merely temporary, sooner or later the Empire will learn of your survival and your head will be back on the chopping block. With my plan, we will be able to cut the head off of the snake. You, your friends, and all other sorcerers will be free from the Empire and its Inquisition. Final mission cleared." Fade grinned. 
 
    "I assume you would use this turmoil to take power?" 
 
    "Adearath needs order, and who better than me? Who better than us?" Fade's words reminded Jonathan of a bond villain's speech. 
 
    Despite his reservations, Jonathan knew that he had little choice but to play his part, at least for now. He needed to survive and he needed to save his friends. Whether that meant going all-in with Fade, or seeking out another path, remained to be seen. 
 
    "For now though, we will wait, let Tarthis get high on his own supply of success against the Resistance. With any luck the Resistance and Empire will continue to weaken each other, making our job much easier." 
 
    "You don't want to work with the Resistance?" Jonathan asked, "Don't your goals align with theirs?" 
 
    "No, the Resistance's alignment "chaotic stupid". Working with them would do more harm then good." 
 
    "I guess that makes sense, I mean they did want to turn me into a human bioweapon." Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. 
 
    "Yes, see, they might have similar goals to me, but they are some seriously dumb NPCs." Fade emphasised the last word. Calling people NPCs did not bode well in Jonathan's mind. 
 
    As Fade concluded his strategic oration, he leaned on his war table, the flickering candlelight in the room seemed to grow brighter, lending an almost theatrical glow to the scene. He turned to Jonathan with a sly, almost playful smile, a stark contrast to the gravity of their earlier conversation. 
 
    "Jonathan, there is something else I wish to discuss with you," Fade began, his fingers tapping rhythmically on the map-strewn table. "I've managed to establish contact with Saikhi, Talitha, and Alistar." 
 
    Jonathan's eyebrows shot up in surprise at the mention of his friends' names. The corners of his lips twitched with the beginning of a hopeful smile. Fade's smile widened at Jonathan's reaction, pleased to deliver such welcome news. "They are sceptical, naturally. My reputation of being a dangerous sorcerer has proceeded me. But once I assured them of your... resurrection, they seemed willing to hear me out." 
 
    Jonathan couldn't blame his friends for their wariness; they were dealing with one of the most notorious sorcerers in all of Adearath, after all. 
 
    "Once they lay eyes on you," Fade continued with uncharacteristic warmth in his voice, "they'll understand that the game has changed. The Emperor may have hunted you like a dog, Jonathan, but with me, you're a knight, or even a king." 
 
    A small laugh escaped Jonathan as he shook his head. "A knight or a king in your grand game, huh? I suppose there are worse fates." 
 
    Fade gave a slight nod of acknowledgment, understanding that trust had to be earned. 
 
    "When can I see them?" Jonathan asked, the anticipation clear in his voice. 
 
    "They should be arriving at the tower's gates later today. Provided, of course, they do not run into any trouble along the way. And I believe," Fade said, turning his attention to a wall-mounted timepiece, "in a few hours you are expected to join me to welcome them." 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 71: Healing 
 
    Zigarete's vision blurred as she lay sprawled on the cold, hard floor of the decimated Resistance compound. Each ragged breath she managed to draw felt like swallowing shards of ice, the searing pain in her side a stark reminder of the treachery she had suffered.  
 
    'I'll kill him…' Zigarete thought, her teeth clenched against the chill seeping into her bones as her body started to lose its heat. She closed her eyes, surrendering to the creeping darkness that promised sweet oblivion. 
 
    When consciousness returned to her, it was unwelcomed. Zigarete's eyelids fluttered open, and she braced herself for the agony that consciousness, and her injuries would bring. But to her astonishment, the gaping wound that had marked her end was gone. A red scar and a dull ache left in it's wake. 
 
    Slowly Zigarete propped herself up on her elbows, her silver eyes scanning the desolate surroundings. This was an unfamiliar place: cavernous, dark and dry. Where was she? 
 
    It was then that she saw him. 
 
    The Drakken, the red scaled beast that Zigarete had encountered underneath Sidim was crouched beside her, his red scales catching the dim light that filtered from a far off point. His reptilian eyes held a strange sort of warmth as he regarded her with an almost tender expression. 
 
    Recognition dawned upon Zigarete. She had heard once from her former mentor Aurra that the Drakken's saliva had healing properties. It is why they were almost hunted to extinction. Memories of their previous encounter flooded back to her; the raw power that had coursed through her veins as he had taken her with such primal ferocity. It was a memory that she had tried to suppress, to attribute to the heat of battle and the peculiarities of this savage world. But now, as she lay recovering from what should have been a fatal wound, she could not deny the connection that she shared with this beast. 
 
    In the dimly lit cavern, the Drakken maintained his vigil over Zigarete, the beast carefully applied his saliva to the Grand Inquisitor's former wound, each application bringing her warmth and further accelerating the healing process. The dull ache fading more and more into memory. Yet, despite the comforting heat that now suffused her, a cold fury was brewing within her heart. 
 
    She though back to the Tracker, to his betrayal, the searing pain of the spear he pressed through her flesh, the cold stone she collapsed onto, her certain death. But here she was, alive, thanks to this creature that should have been her enemy, yet seemed to be her unlikely saviour. 
 
    She turned her gaze to the Drakken, locking eyes with the beast. There was an understanding there, a silent acknowledgment of a debt that she now owed him. Zigarete, ever the proud and defiant leader, found herself grappling with the implications of such a debt. She had always been the one to protect others, to uphold the laws of the Empire, to hunt and capture those who dared to wield sorcery. Now, she was the one in need of saving, and it was this creature, this Drakken, that had extended his clawed hand to her in her hour of need. She reached out and rested her hand on the Drakken's face. 
 
    "Thank you." She whispered. 
 
    Zigarete's thoughts turned to vengeance. The Tracker's betrayal was a wound far deeper than any physical injury he had inflicted. She vowed that she would see the Tracker pay for his treachery. She would hunt him down, just as she had hunted so many sorcerers before. This time, however, it was personal; this time, it was for her own honour. 
 
    For now, though, she was forced to bide her time, to regain her strength and allow her body to heal. The Drakken's continued care was both a balm and a reminder of her vulnerability. As she lay in the dark, with only the rhythmic breathing of the beast beside her, Zigarete silently plotted her revenge. 
 
    She was Zigarete Silverspear, the Grand Inquisitor, and her will was as unbreakable as the finest steel forged by the Empire's blacksmiths. No matter how long it took, she would reclaim her position and her pride. The Tracker, and all who had underestimated her, would soon learn the folly of their actions. But for now, she rested, gathered her strength, and waited for the moment when she could emerge from the shadows. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 72: Reunion 
 
    The heavy iron-wrought gates of the Dread Tower creaked open, revealing the silhouettes of Jonathan and Fade against the backdrop of the imposing gothic structure. A short distance from the tower, amid the brambles and thorns of the surrounding wilderness, a group of battle-worn figures emerged. 
 
    Talitha lead the way ever vigilant and ready for combat if it arose, Saikhi followed close behind the heldra, her glowing eyes filled with hope. Alistar and his Sentinels were not far behind the pair. 
 
    The two parties approached each other, the distance gradually dwindling until only emotions separated Jonathan and his companions. Time seemed to slow. 
 
     "Tali? Saikhi?" Jonathan ran towards them. "Conievo." He said as he captured the two in a massive embrace. Talitha nuzzled into Jonathan's neck taking in the scent of her chieftain. Saikhi's eyes welled up and tears began to stream down her checks. 
 
    "I thought you were…" Saikhi couldn't finish the sentence. 
 
    "I know, I know, I thought I was a goner too." Jonathan stepped back. 
 
    "Kept them safe for you Jonn." Alistar smiled and crossed his arms in a traditional Southlands salute. 
 
    "You have my thanks Sir Alistar." Jonathan smiled back at him. Undoubtedly, Alistar had kept the girls "warm" for Jonathan too. 
 
    Fade stood by, a silent observer, as the group's reunion unfolded, his presence becoming increasingly potent with each passing moment. A sly smirk played upon his lips, the kind that promised mischief and mayhem in equal measure.  
 
    "You are welcomed to take refuge in my humbled abode." Fade broke his silence and gestured towards his anything-but-humbled tower. "In fact, I insist." 
 
    The group looked to Jonathan for his reaction. 
 
    "It's alright, we are on the same side." Jonathan admitted, not fully believing his own words. "And the Dread Tower is the only place in Adearath that this free from the Empire's reach." 
 
    Talitha narrowed her eyes as she considered Fade. "I don't trust him." She said bluntly. 
 
    "Good." Fade replied, "Scepticism can be a powerful ally. Just know that I rescued your chieftain from that mess at Rainfell." 
 
    "It's true Tali. If it wasn't for Fade, I would probably be in the Empire's hands right now. Head on a pike and all that." 
 
    Talitha's gaze softened and she finally sowed her weapons. 
 
    "Are the stories about you true Mr. Fade?" Saikhi asked, her quill and parchment at the ready. 
 
    "It depends which stories you speak of dear. I am often vilified in any official Empire narrative but the stories of my power and virility are as true as they say." Fade chuckled. "But there will be time to discuss such things later, come, I will get you set up in your lodgings." 
 
    With a flourish of his hand Fade invited the group to step inside the Dread Tower. The tower's dark stone walls absorbed the fading light of day, casting an eerie yet somehow comforting gloom over the interior. 
 
    The group hesitated at the sight of the imposing edifice. Jonathan, however, nodded in reassurance, his reservations about Fade momentarily set aside. 
 
    "Follow me," Fade commanded, leading them deeper into the tower. 
 
    Their footsteps echoed off the high ceilings as they traversed the winding corridors lined with flickering torches. The tower was a labyrinth of shadow and stone, a monument to Fade's dominion. Fade snapped his fingers and various female servants dressed in maid uniforms, including Yianna,  
 
    "These ladies will lead you to your accommodations, I trust you will find them to your liking." The maids directed each person to their own quarters. Each room was spacious and lavishly furnished. More purple fabric than most of them had seen in their entire lives. 
 
    It didn't take long for Tali and Saikhi to find their way to Jonathan's room for some much needed reconnection time. Since their reunion, a hunger had been building in the girls, a hunger which needed and outlet. 
 
    Saikhi, her crimson skin aglow in the dim light, locked eyes with Talitha, whose tattooed body danced in the flickering shadows. They stood before Jonathan, their hunger for him palpable, their need to reaffirm their bond through the act of shared ecstasy. 
 
    Jonathan, reclining on the plush bed, watched with heavy-lidded eyes as the two women approached him, their movements fluid and charged with anticipation. His cock, already hard, twitched in response to their nearness. 
 
    Talitha was the first to reach him, her hand closing around his shaft, her grip firm yet tender. She guided him to her entrance, her own arousal making her slick and ready. With a moan that echoed off the stone walls, she lowered herself onto him, her tightness enveloping him. 
 
    Saikhi, not to be outdone, positioned herself above Jonathan's face, her pussy hovering just inches from his lips. Jonathan needed no invitation; he pulled her down, burying his face between her legs, his tongue darting out to taste her. Saikhi leaned forward to lock her own lips with Tali, completing the lustful triangle. 
 
    The room filled with the symphony of their pleasure, the sound of skin slapping against skin punctuated by the breathy gasps and moans of the women. Talitha moved atop Jonathan with reckless fervour, her hips bucking against Jonathan's waist while Saikhi ground herself against his mouth, her fingers tangling in Tali's hair. 
 
    They switched, Saikhi now impaling herself on Jonathan's cock, her inner walls clenching around him, her body trembling with need. Talitha, in turn, straddled Jonathan's face, her nectar dripping onto his tongue as he eagerly lapped at her. 
 
    Their pace quickened, their bodies slick with sweat as they chased their release. Jonathan's power pulsed through them, heightening their sensitivity, turning their very beings into conduits of pleasure. 
 
    Jonathan slapped Saikhi's ass and gave it a firm squeeze as he thrusted deeper inside of her, his climax building with each passing moment. Saikhi broke her kiss with Talitha, crying out as her orgasm washed over her, her body convulsing around Jonathan's manhood. 
 
    Talitha, feeling Saikhi's climax, followed suit, her own screams of pleasure mingling with Saikhi's as Jonathan's relentless tongue pushed her over the edge. 
 
    Jonathan, overwhelmed by the sensation of their simultaneous orgasms, let out a deep, guttural growl, his cock pulsing as he began to release his seed into Saikhi. She immediately dismounted, her mouth, joined by Tali's opened wide and ready. 
 
    Jonathan's cum shot out in thick ropes, coating their tongues, their lips, their faces. They swallowed every drop, the salty tang of him filling their mouths, the power within his essence making them feel more alive than ever. 
 
    Yet, as the last of his climax subsided, an unexpected sensation took hold. Despite the intensity of their orgasms, despite swallowing Jonathan's potent seed, they found themselves still aching with desire, their bodies crying out for more. Their eyes met, a shared understanding passing between them, their hunger from sated but Jonathan was nevertheless spent. 
 
    "Thank you Master. We will let you get some rest, you have been through a lot." Saikhi looked to Talitha and gestured towards the door. The pair left, not bothering to get dressed. 
 
    Jonathan laid there for several minutes in a post-coital coma. As expected, his companions had waisted little time getting his pants off but it was clear that the pair had grown accustomed to his power, the cum that had once made them pass out with pleasure had barely sated them. 
 
    Sometime later, Jonathan, his body still humming from the intense reunion with Saikhi and Talitha, rose from his bed, eager to check on his friends and ensure they had settled into their new quarters. As he made his way through the winding corridors of the Dread Tower, he couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and satisfaction in the strong bonds he had formed. 
 
    As he approached Alistar's quarters, Jonathan heard the unmistakable sounds of erotic revelry emanating from within the room. He pressed his ear against the door. 
 
    "Fuck me harder please." The unmistakable voice of Saikhi moaned. Immediately muffled by something hard and long being thrust within. 
 
    "Breed me boys." Talitha purred. "Fill me with your strong seed." 
 
    Jonathan's mind raced and his dick grew hard once again imagining the pleasure Saikhi and Talitha were enduring at the hands of the Sentinels. 
 
    "You know we can watch them." A sultry voice from behind Jonathan informed. 
 
    Jonathan turned to see Marra standing dangerously close behind him. 
 
    "Watch?" Jonathan imagined that opening the door might startle them. 
 
    "Yes. Watch." Marra pointed in the air in front of them and drew a circle. The air crackled with energy and a viewport opened in front of them, allowing them to see into the room. 
 
    Marra's hand, cool and confident, found its way to the bulge in Jonathan's pants. A knowing smirk danced across her lips as she felt the outline of his manhood, hard and eager. "You can't hide your arousal, Jonn." she giggled, her eyes twinkling with mischief. Marra expertly lowered his pants, releasing his erection into her waiting hand.  
 
    "Fuck," Jonathan murmured under his breath, his eyes locked on the erotic spectacle unfolding before him. 
 
    Through the portal, the scene was a frenzy of carnal desire. Saikhi and Talitha were in the throes of ecstasy, their bodies glistening as they were passed around the group of Sentinels. Saikhi was suspended in the air, impaled on the thick cock of one man while another filled her mouth with his own member. Her glowing blue eyes rolled back in pleasure as she was bounced back-and-forth, her body a vessel for their lust. 
 
    Talitha was on all fours, her ass raised high into the air as she was taken from behind by Alistar. His large hands gripped her hips tightly as he thrust into her, his silver beard matted with sweat and exertion. Talitha's cries of passion were muffled as she took another soldier's cock into her mouth. 
 
    Jonathan watched, his own desire stoked by the unbridled lust of his companions. Marra's hand worked in rhythm with the thrusting of the men in the vision, her grip tightening as she sensed the growing intensity of Jonathan's arousal. Her touch was electrifying, sending jolts of pleasure through his body with each stroke. 
 
    "You see your women, getting the pleasure they crave," Marra whispered, her voice a sultry caress in his ear. "They are true sluts, taking what they need from these men." 
 
    Jonathan's mind reeled. The sight of Saikhi and Talitha, so uninhibited, so free with their desires, was intoxicating. 
 
    "Watch them, Jonn." Marra commanded, her voice laced with a dark, compelling tone. "Feel their pleasure, their hunger, their need. And know that it is you who have given them this gift." 
 
    Jonathan's hips bucked of their own accord, thrusting into Marra's hand as he watched Saikhi switch positions, now riding one of the Sentinels whilst another man filled her from behind. Talitha, her mouth freed, let out a series of primal moans as she was passed from one man to another, her body giving in to their desires. 
 
    Jonathan felt his own pleasure grow to the point of bursting, Marra, sensing the shift in Jonathan's demeanour, quickened her pace, her hand working furiously as she whispered dark promises in his ear. "Let go, Jonn. Give in to the pleasure. Give in to your women being the playthings of other men." 
 
    With a final thrust, Jonathan felt the dam break. His cock pulsed in Marra's hand, his seed spilling forth in hot, thick spurts. The vision of Saikhi and Talitha, caught in the throes of their own climaxes, was etched into his mind's eye as he rode the wave of his own release. 
 
    As the last of his climax subsided, Jonathan's legs shook, his body spent. Marra released his softening member triumphantly. She gazed upon the aftermath of their voyeuristic escapade. 
 
    "You see, Jonn." she said, her voice that of a tutor imparting wisdom. "You have made these once innocent women into depraved whores. The least you can do is let them enjoy their new corruption." Jonathan continued to watch as Saikhi and Talitha took load after load of Sentinel seed, their bodies willing cum receptacles. 
 
    "Live life to it's fullest. Live without fear." Marra whispered. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 73: Custom 
 
    Jonathan wasn't able to sleep that night, he had too much on his mind. He wasn't the only one who could sleep though, his companions had been awake a night but that was less due to a sense of wistfulness and more due to them getting thoroughly fucked, it seemed that Fade had offered the Sentinels firestokers as a welcome gift and they were putting those pills, and his companions, to good use. 
 
    Jonathan wasn't thrilled that Fade and Marra had a way to spy on him whilst he was in the Dread Tower, Jonathan needed to be careful with what he did and with what he said. 
 
    He wandered into the throne room, the two brute guards taking no heed of him. The room seemed less intimidating without Fade's presence. Jonathan was surprised he was allowed to wander around unattended in the Dread Tower, maybe Fade wasn't all that bad. 
 
    A leather bound book resting on the thrones armrest caught Jonathan's eye. 'It couldn't be, a Fade's guidebook?' It was. Curiosity overtook sense. Jonathan approached the throne and gingerly opened the book. 
 
    Name: Just Fade 
 
    Age: 31 
 
    Gender: Male 
 
    Occupation: Sorcerer 
 
    Special Abilities: 
 
    Monster Compell - Low intelligence creatures will follow your commands. Limit of 10 creatures simultaneously. Does not work on most humanoids. 
 
    Upgrade - Unlimited Duration - Creatures you command will remain under your control until you take a hostile act against them or until you hold a nullification stone. 
 
    Upgrade - Increased Capacity 1 - Limit increased to 100 creatures simultaneously. 
 
    Upgrade - Increased Capacity 2 - Limit increased to 1000 creatures simultaneously. 
 
    Upgrade - Increased Capacity 3 - Limit increased to 5000 creatures simultaneously. 
 
    "Upgrades? You can get upgrades!?" Jonathan didn't remember seeing that option in his own guidebook. 
 
    "Well yeah, duh, this is a game after all." Lily appeared standing on to of the pages of Fade's guidebook. "Though that would require you to RTFM. You know, actually read."  
 
    "Lily? Fancy seeing you here." Jonathan said, a hint of sarcasm in his voice. 
 
    Lily was not wearing her usual semi-transparent robe, instead she was wearing small pasties that barely covered her nipples and a small cut out piece of fabric that covered her crotch. It left even less to the imagination than her usual outfit did. 
 
    "Aren't you a bit cold?" Jonathan asked. 
 
    "You getting a good look pervert?" Lily crossed her arms. 
 
    "Hey, you are the one being the exhibitionist here not me." Jonathan pointed to her exposed ass. "Would it kill you to wear some pants?" 
 
    "I'll have you know my outfit is customised by the player and not by me." Lily pouted. 
 
    "No way, so I can dress you up like a llama and you just have to deal with it?"  
 
    "Fortunately, without your guidebook you can't dress me up as anything." 
 
    "Damn, I will have to find my guidebook again then. Shame I dropped it." Jonathan smirked. 
 
    "You can just say "recall guidebook" and it will return to you." 
 
    "You know, for a tutorial fairy, you sure leave out a lot of crucial information." Jonathan sighed. 
 
    "You're feedback has been noted and will be thrown into the nearest trash can." Lily sat down on the page and looked up at Jonathan in a huff. 
 
    "Thanks." 
 
    "Also, leave it to you to team up with the only other player who is as big a pervert as you are." 
 
    "Fade?" 
 
    "No, Painsley. She goes through monster dicks like they are tic tacs. Also, she is somehow more frustrating than you which I didn't even know wad possible." 
 
    "You wouldn’t happen to know where she is right now?" Jonathan asked hopefully. 
 
    "Can't say. Like literally can't, rules and all that. I can say she has your guidebook though and she may or may not be using it to find you." Lily probably said more than she should have. 
 
    "Well that is reassuring." Although if Painsley was using his guidebook, he best not recall it just yet. Though Jonathan was keen to see what kind of upgrades he could unlock, it would have to wait. 
 
    "Jonn." Lily's face turned uncharacteristically serious. "Fade is bad news. I can't tell you why but I wouldn't trust him." 
 
    "I don't trust him, but he did save me from being turned into a head on a stick so he can't be all bad." 
 
    "Fade doesn’t give anything out of the goodness of his heart. He always has an ulterior motive. He is using you." Lily's voice was filled with genuine concern. 
 
    "Who isn't these days?" Jonathan smiled, trying to break the tension. 
 
    "Well, don't say I didn't warn you." Lily stood up once again, her curves jiggled without any form of support. 
 
    "Fade mentioned you were the first one sent here." Jonathan changed the subject. 
 
    "Obviously. How else would new players find their bearings without yours truly to guide them?" Lily did a little spin and mimed a curtsy. "I'm invaluable." 
 
    "But why?" Jonathan asked. 
 
    "Why what?" 
 
    "Why do all that for Isekguy Studios?" Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. "Does it pay well?" 
 
    "Not really…" Lily pouted. 
 
    "Then why?" 
 
    "Well, let's just say my body back home was on its final legs. Moving here was a… better alternative." Lily's face grew sullen. 
 
    "Does that mean your body back home is gone? What happens to our bodies when we come here?" 
 
    "Oh here we go with all the questions again." Lily forced a smile. "You know I can't tell you stuff like that." 
 
    "But it doesn't make financial sense either, how does Isekguy get any sort of return on their investment from sending people to another world?" Things didn't add up, maybe the Tracker was right in thinking the real threat was the "Shapers", the Isekguy Studio developers. 
 
    "I'm not really a business kind of gal. I just work here." Lily smile grew more genuine. "Though I'm sure there is a lot of money in interdimensional travel, if such a thing existed of course." 
 
    "Of course." Jonathan nodded. 
 
    "So you snooping around Fade's guidebook to try and find his weakness or something?" 
 
    "I'm not snooping, I'm just, examining. Though knowing thr limits of his sorcerer ability might come in handy. Also "Just Fade"? I thought I'd messed up with my name…" 
 
    "Ha! Yeah, he got as frustrated as you did during character creation it was funny as hell. "Fade" was too short of a name so he went with "Just Fade" almost feel bad for him." Lily chuckled. At least Jonathan wasn't the only one who found the character creation process annoying. 
 
    "Wait." Jonathan said as he realised he and Lily had be talking for quite sometime. "Shouldn't you have disappeared by now? I think this is the longest you've ever stuck around." 
 
    "You got Fade to thank for that, the more upgrades you acquire, the longer I can manifest for." 
 
    "How do I get these upgrades?" Jonathan might need the power boost going forward. 
 
    "Once you have used your ability enough, upgrade options become available to select in your guidebook. Considering just how much fucking around you have done, I am sure you have at least one or two upgrades ready to be selected." Lily's words surprised Jonathan, he was not used to actually getting answers to his questions. 
 
    "So just recall the guidebook and select them?" Jonathan confirmed. 
 
    "Yup." 
 
    "Damn. Alright then." Jonathan teetered on the edge of recalling his guidebook so he could unlock these upgrades but if it was being used by Painsley, he would have to wait until she found him. Or so he thought. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 74: Upgrade 
 
    Painsley stared at Jonathan's open guidebook, looking at the same compass for hours on end was starting to get to her so she decided to flip through the mostly empty pages. The words "Two Upgrades Ready for Selection" caughted her eye. A long list of various modifications to Jonathan's ability appeared in ethereal glowing writing. The whole thing was flashing and annoying. There were a lot more options than Painsley was willing to read through. So she just picked the two that sounded most interesting:  
 
    Upgrade - Lustful Gaze - When making eye contact with someone, if you think a sexual thought they are effected by your power as if you had touched them. Limited range of 50 metres. 
 
    Upgrade - Contagious - When someone who is under the effect of your ability, touches someone that is not under the effect of your ability, the arousal effect is passed on. These new targets do not themselves pass on the arousal. 
 
    The list stopped flashing and disappeared. 'Much better.' Paisley thought as she flipped back to the compass and continued on her way. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jonathan sat on his bed and dwelled on what Lily had told him about Fade. Was he worse off here than when he was on the run? It didn't seem like it. They had all eaten breakfast together this morning and it felt normal enough. Even when Fade clearly checked out and flirted with Saikhi and Tali (who could blame him, they were exquisite) they were at least they were safe from the Inquisition. 
 
    Jonathan's thoughts were interrupted by a peculiar sensation that coursed through his veins like a spark of static electricity, a tingling shift in his core. His heart raced, and a sense of unease settled over him. He felt an itch, a crawling under his skin that he couldn't scratch away. Something within him had undeniably changed, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it.  
 
    Jonathan closed his eyes and focused on the pulsing sensation that now throbbed in time with his heartbeat. It was as if his power, his Arousal Control, had expanded, become more potent. A fleeting thought of Painsley, fumbling with his guidebook, flashed across his mind. 'What did she do?' 
 
    A knock at the door. 
 
    "Come in." Jonathan said without thinking. 
 
    Yianna entered the room in full maid attire, although Fade's uniform designs included a cleavage window and hip cut outs. Not very practical. Yianna was carrying a tray with tea and biscuits. Behind her was another maid, a shy girl with dark hair and fringe that covered her eyes. 
 
    "Would you like some tea Jonn?" Yianna smiled. She seemed to be enjoying her new vocation. 
 
    Jonathan looked into Yianna's eyes 'I wonder how much extra service she has been getting up to.' He smiled back. "Sure, I'd love some." 
 
    "Oh my goddess." Yianna's face went flushed red as she dropped to her knees, the tray of tea and biscuits crashing to the ground. Yianna covered her mouth as she let out a muffled moan. 
 
    'The hell?' Jonathan thought as he quickly stood up from the bed. Yianna looked aroused, it was as if Jonathan had touched her. That couldn’t be right. Was it related to feeling he had earlier? 
 
    "Are you ok Yianna?" The other maid bent down to help Yianna up, as she touched her hand, she too was overcome with lust. She toppled onto of Yianna and pinned her down. "Let me help you." Their lips intertwined. 
 
    Stunned, and afraid he would just make things worse, Jonathan watched as Yianna and the maid embraced the lust that had inexplicably taken hold of them. They were oblivious to Jonathan and to the spilled tea and broken biscuits scattered across the floor. Yianna's hands roamed under the other maid's uniform, her fingers dancing over her lace underwear, while the other maid's own hands fumbled with the buttons of Yianna's blouse, desperate to reveal what lay beneath. 
 
    The raw, unbridled desire in their eyes was something he had seen before in those he had touched, but never like this—never without physical contact. The pair kissed passionately, and their bodies writhed on the floor in a tangle of limbs and discarded clothes. 
 
    Jonathan's initial shock gave way to curiosity. He approached the writhing figures and crouched down beside them, studying the scene with an analytical eye. The maid's uniform was now in disarray, and Yianna's breasts were exposed, her nipples hard and inviting. Jonathan could feel his own arousal growing, but he pushed it aside, determined to understand what was happening. 
 
    He reached out a hand, but hesitated just before his fingertips would have touched the Yianna's leg. What if his touch made things worse. Maybe he should just reverse the effects with 'conievo'. 
 
    As Jonathan pondered these thoughts, Yianna, with her eyes still closed, moaned out his name. The sound of his name on her lips, amidst her moans of pleasure, sent a jolt through him. 
 
    Jonathan cleared his throat loudly, causing both women to pause in their heated embrace. They looked up at him, their eyes glassy and their cheeks flushed. "Ladies, I think it's time we all cooled down a bit, don't you agree?" Jonathan said, trying to keep his tone light and steady despite the whirlwind of emotions and questions swirling inside him. 
 
    They paid him no mind, their bodies moving with a desperate urgency that left no room for modesty or restraint. Yianna's hands were everywhere, exploring the other maid's body with an insatiable hunger, her fingers finding their way inside of her. The other maid responded in kind, the two feeling the innermost depths of each other. 
 
    Jonathan body responding to the erotic display before him, his cock hardening despite his efforts to maintain a semblance of control. He knew he should look away, knew that watching these two women fuck on the floor of his room was, at best, inappropriate. But he couldn't tear his eyes away from the sight of Yianna's body arching beneath the other maid's touch, her moans of pleasure filling the room. 
 
    Then, Yianna turned her head and looked at him. "Jonathan," she begged, her voice husky with need. "Please, I need you. Join us." 
 
    Jonathan hesitated for a moment, torn between his desire and the little scrap of sexual decency he had remaining in his body. But it was no use. He knelt beside them, Yianna reached out and wrapped her hand around his hard bulge, guiding him towards her. It wasn't long before Jonathan felt the heat of Yianna's body envelop him, her tight, wet pussy welcoming him eagerly. He began to move, his hips thrusting in as the other maid helped guide Yianna's motions. Yianna's body trembled beneath Jonathan, her fingernails digging into his back as she clung to him, the other maid's hand joined Yianna's on his back, guiding him deeper into Yianna's welcoming warmth. 
 
    As he slipped out of Yianna, the other maid took Jonathan's throbbing cock into her mouth. His hips rocked back and forth slightly as she bobs up and down on him. The other maid was skilful, her mouth twisting and squeezing down on him as she deepthroated him over and over. 
 
    Jonathan cock throbbed and twitched, eager for the maid's delicate, wet mouth. He could feel his own pleasure mounting as the maid's talented tongue swirled around him. Suddenly, he pulled out, and the maid looked up, her big eyes surprised and questioning, as a strand of saliva connected his cock head to her lips. Jonathan pushed her down, so she lay back on the floor. Jonathan laid down between her legs and took the maid's lace panties to the side. Her wetness glistened in the low light and he admired her pink pussy lips and clit. She whined in disappointment that she could no longer suck on his cock. 
 
    Jonathan tongued the maid's clit at the same time he pumped two fingers inside of her. She tasted wonderful. Her soft, feminine noises filled the room. Yianna lifted the maid's legs high over her head and pushed them back towards her head. Jonathan eagerly slammed his fingers hard into the maid, as her juices squelched and dripped down. Jonathan stared up Yianna as she held the maid's legs spread. His tongue pushed deep into the maid's slit, as she writhed and quivered to the tongue fucking Jonathan was giving her. He kept that up for a good while before he finally stood up and towered above the maid whose cheeks flushed with embarrassment.  
 
    Jonathan moved around behind the maid moving her over to the bed and grabbing her hips. He plunged his hard cock deep inside of her. Her lips wrapped tight around him as her wet pussy walls rhythmically clenched down on his cock. Instinctively, she rested her head and arms on the bed to stabilise herself as Jonathan pumped in and out of her, grabbing her hips and pulling her tight against him. Jonathan thrust into her faster and faster as she whimpered and moaned into the mattress. As she took Jonathan's cock over and over she felt like she was going to be split in two. 
 
    Jonathan withdrew from the maid, his cock covered in a sheen of her slick juices, and positioned Yianna over her. Without a moment's hesitation, he plunged into Yianna's waiting pussy, relishing the tight grip of her walls around him. He took pleasure in the way her body responded to his every thrust, the way she pressed down her breasts against the other maid's. 
 
    The two women moved in tandem, their bodies pressed together, as Jonathan took them from behind, his cock sliding effortlessly between their wet folds. He relished the feel of their soft skin beneath his hands, the sounds of their moans and pleas filling the room. He could feel his own pleasure building, an onslaught of sensations that threatened to overwhelm him, and yet, he wanted more. The bed creaked beneath them as their bodies moved in unison. Jonathan could feel his control slipping as his hips pistoned back and forth between the two women. 
 
    Jonathan felt his climax approaching. With one final, powerful thrust, he came, his warm cum spirting out and covering both women's asses. 
 
     The sensation triggered the women's own orgasms, they she cried out, their bodies shaking uncontrollably as waves of pleasure washed over them. As Jonathan pulled out, his cock now spent, the two women collapsed onto the bed, their bodies intertwined, their breasts still pressed together. They lay still, their chests rising and falling with each breath. Jonathan stood over them, taking in the sight of their naked, sated bodies. 
 
    He dressed in silence, his mind racing as he tried to process what had just transpired. It was familiar yet different. 'How did Yianna get effected without being touched?' Jonathan thought as he finished buttoning up his shirt. 'And how did the other maid get affected at the same time?' He pulled his cloak on and turned to leave the room he was going to work this out. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 75: Council 
 
    In the opulent war room of the Imperial Palace, Emperor Tarthis sat at the head of a long, polished table. His golden hair caught the light from the ornate chandeliers above, casting a regal glow around him. To his right sat the Tracker, his lean form draped in black leather, a stark contrast to the emperor's white and gold attire. On the left, Inquisitor Rike, now Grand Inquisitor Rike, bulky frame filled his chair, his helmet resting on the table before him. At the far end, Sister Sala perched uncomfortably, black bands around her wrists a reminder of her recent fall from grace. 
 
    Tarthis's voice boomed across the room, "The Resistance continues to gnaw at the edges of our empire, and sorcerers continue to run rampant through my lands. What do you propose we do about this?" 
 
    The Tracker leaned forward, his dark eyes glinting. "I suggest we focus on eliminating the sorcerers first, particularly those who are helping the Resistance. Without their magic, the remnants of the Resistance will crumble." 
 
    Rike nodded in agreement. "The Tracker speaks wisely. Our forces are spread thin chasing shadows. If we concentrate on key sorcerers, like Fade, we will be able to take them on in detail." 
 
    Sala shifted in her seat, her voice soft but steady. "Perhaps we could use the Sisterhood's network. Many still trust us, despite recent... events." Sala looked over to the Tracker with resentment. "We could gather intelligence on sorcerer movements." 
 
    Tarthis' eyes narrowed at Sala her presence at this council as military research adviser was tentative at best. "Why should we trust you or your sisters after your failure in Sidim?" 
 
    Sala bowed her head. "Your Majesty, it is precisely because of that failure that we wish to prove our loyalty. We have eyes and ears in places your soldiers cannot reach and our research beneath Sidim has yielded promising results." 
 
    Tarthis steepled his fingers, a faint smirk playing on his lips. "Very well, you will have your chance to redeem yourself, Sister Sala. But for now, get under this table and service me while we continue our planning. " 
 
    Sala's eyes widened at the command, but she knew better than to refuse. She smoothly rose from her seat, her white robe flowing around her. With a graceful movement, she sank to her knees beneath the table, reaching up to slowly caress the emperor's manhood through his fine silk pants. Her soft fingers soon had him erect, and she peeled back the fabric to take him into her mouth, her lips parting easily to accommodate his girth. 
 
    The emperor moaned softly, closing his eyes as he leaned back. The other occupants of the room tried to maintain their composure as they heard Sala's slick, sucking noises. 
 
    "So," Tarthis continued, his voice steady despite the pleasure he was experiencing, "It seems the Dread Sorcerer is no longer satisfied with staying in his tower. He has been building his strength unchecked for long enough." Tarthis knew it had been his own fault that Fade's power had been able to grow, he should have killed him when he had the chance but he still harboured feeling for his corrupted queen. "Rike, gather your Inquisition, and prepare to storm his Dread Tower. You will also be given access to the imperial armoury, and any artefacts you deem necessary. Tracker, I will have you gather and prepare the Northern and Dread Tower Watch Garrisons for battle. Unfortunately we will be unable to use the Brute Legion for this battle due to Fade's sorcerery. We cannot afford to have them mind controlled like last time." 
 
    "Actually your Majesty," Sala released Tarthis' cock from her mouth and spoke from under the table as she continue to stroke the Emperor's length. "During the Cult of Sisters experiments on the brutes we had in our care, we found a way to temporarily block mind affecting sorcery." Sala went back to diligently deepthroating her emperor, her loyalty was important to display. 
 
    "Good. In which case, Rike, as your mother is now the prime breeding bitch of the Brute Legion, I will have her position as an Inquisitor temporarily reinstated. She will lead the Brute Legion in the coming fight alongside the Legion's commander. If she does well, she will earn a full pardon for her past deeds." 
 
    "Thank you, your Majesty." Rike's usually stoic face cracked with emotion. 
 
    Sala, cheeks hollowed as she bobbed her head, sensed the emperor's arousal peaking. His grip tightened on the arms of his chair, and his breath quickened. With a final thrust, he filled her mouth with his seed, grunting in satisfaction. She savoured the taste as she swallowed, knowing this act helped secure her position and her sisters positions. 
 
    As she took her seat, wiping her lips discreetly, Tarthis turned his attention back to the council. "The Resistance has caused more trouble than expected, the loss of Zigarete was truly unfortunate. We need to make sure there are no more rebellious upstarts while we deal with Fade and the other sorcerers." 
 
    The Tracker's expression remained neutral, his eyes fixed on Tarthis. "We must double wilderness patrols and random contraband checks within Imperial cities." 
 
    Tarthis nodded. "Agreed. We must also uncover the traitor within our ranks. Someone has been feeding the Resistance information, and I want them found. Tracker, hunt this traitor down. Leave no stone unturned." 
 
    Sala ventured a suggestion. "With your permission, Your Majesty, the Sisterhood can assist with the hunt for the traitor, our value extends beyond… sexual services. Our Interrogation methods have proven to be more effective than even the Inquisitions." 
 
    "Your offer is accepted, Sister," Tarthis said, a slight smirk on his lips. "But make no mistake, your value to me is not just as an adviser. Your service beneath this table is not one I intend to do without anytime soon."  
 
    A faint blush crept across Sala's cheeks, and she lowered her gaze, arousal churning within her. Tarthis allowed himself a moment of amusement at her reaction before turning his attention back to the matter at hand. 
 
    Rike spoke up, his voice deep and steady. "It is only a matter of time before we eradicate these rebels, Your Majesty. The Resistance will fall, and any surviving members will be hunted down and brought to justice."  
 
    The Tracker inclined his head, his face expressionless. "Indeed, and I look forward to delivering that justice personally." His voice held a subtle menace, and the others in the room exchanged glances, knowing the Tracker took great pleasure in such tasks. 
 
    Tarthis smiled. "Once this is over, we will celebrate a new era of peace and prosperity in the empire. And perhaps," he paused, a glint in his eye, "I will invite Sister Sala to join us for those celebrations." 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 76: Testing 
 
    Jonathan was eager to determine how his power had chanced and decided to enlist the help of Saikhi and Talitha. They ventured to the Dread Tower's training room, a spacious chamber filled with various contraptions, not all of them for combat. 
 
    His power seemed to activate when he looked into Yianna's eyes. Jonathan directed his companions to either side of him and told them to stand several paces away. 
 
    "What is this about Master?" Saikhi asked curiously. 
 
    "I just need to test something. Look into my eyes." 
 
    "Ok." Saikhi did not question her Master further, she trusted him completely. 
 
    With that, Jonathan looked into Saikhi's eyes. Nothing happened. 
 
    "Are we having a staring contest? I am quite good at those!" Saikhi smiled. 
 
    'Why isn't it working?' Jonathan thought, 'at this point Yianna was begging to be fucked.' With that thought Saikhi's lust overcame her. Her body started to ache with desire. 
 
    "Master… I need cock please." Saikhi admitted through heaving breaths. 
 
    "Just one moment Saikhi." Jonathan looked over to Tali who was watching intrigued. 'Maybe it was the lewd intent that activated my power?'  
 
    "Would you like me to lend sister a hand?" Tali asked, Saikhi had started to touch herself, her legs shaking. 
 
    "Not yet." Jonathan still needed to test his theory. He looked into Tali's eyes and imagined her getting railed from behind by Alistar's thick cock. 
 
    "Oh~" Tali purred. "My chieftain, why do you make us wait for pleasure?" Jonathan's suspicions were confirmed. 
 
    Jonathan smirked, pleased with the results. "It seems my powers have definitely levelled up." 
 
    The doors to the training room opened and a hulking figure entered the room. It was one of the brutes that served Fade, its massive body covered in scars. It was a good opportunity to test his next theory. 
 
    "Saikhi, I want you to touch that brute on the arm." Jonathan commanded. 
 
    "Just the arm Master?" Saikhi pouted. 
 
    "Just the arm." Jonathan confirmed. 
 
    Saikhi walked over to the brute and did as her Master commanded. She placed her hand on the brute's arm and that sent the brute into a frenzy. He began to grasp and grope at the much smaller ashborn's curves. Tali move to join them. 
 
    "Hold on." Jonathan stopped Tali from approaching as the brute began to undress Saikhi. "Conievo." Jonathan touched Tali, removing her lust from her… to an extent, whilst the magical lust had dissipated, the natural lust Tali felt was still there. "Go touch the brute's arm." Jonathan commanded. 
 
    Tali walked over to the pair as Saikhi grasped at the huge bulge underneath the brute's pants. Tali touched the brute as requested but her desire did not grow any more than expected. 
 
    "Tali please touch Saikhi now." 
 
    "With pleasure daddy." Tali reached out to Saikhi and caressed her face, immediately Jonathan's power activated. Tali pressed her body against the brute's muscular form, the two girls sides rubbing up against the brute's impressive member. 
 
    'So it is now contagious, but only contractible from someone I have personally effected. Interesting.' Jonathan thought. He looked into the brute's eyes and thought the word 'Conievo.' It had no effect, the brute continued to strip Saikhi and Tali of their clothing. 'Guess it doesn't work the other way around then.' Jonathan thought. This new upgrade was powerful but if he wasn’t careful it could lead to even more trouble, now he didn’t even need to touch someone to fill them with lust, merely look into their eyes and think naughty things. 
 
    Tali and Saikhi, lust-filled and in need, both eyed the brute's huge length. In an orchestrated motion, both women dropped to their knees and took hold of the brute's cock, stroking it to full hardness. Jonathan watched as his two most trusted companions got to work, servicing the monstrous brute. Saikhi, who was the more experienced and skilled of the two when it came to cock sucking, took the lead. She engulfed the thick pole, making sure to make eye contact with the brute. 
 
    Tali was eager to learn from Saikhi, watched closely and took note of the noises the brute made when Saikhi did certain things. Tali wanted to be useful, so she focused on the brute's balls. There she licked, sucked, kissed and even nibbled every now and then as Saikhi continued her work. Jonathan was very much enjoying the show, his pants beginning to tent as he watched his companions. 
 
    The brute was very much enjoying himself. Its rough hands touched and caressed the two girls as they pleasured it. It pulled Saikhi off by her hair, needing some air and took Tali's head with its other hand, guiding her to its cock. Saikhi, never one to neglect her service, began to suck on its balls as Tali continued to deepthroat the huge member. The brute's hips begin to move, fucking Tali's mouth, slowly at first, but soon its momentum picked up. 
 
    "Mmm, Chieftain..." Tali purred between globs of spit and pre-cum. "Bet you like watching your two sluts choke on this cock." She winked at Jonathan, removing her mouth from the cockhead as strings of saliva stretched between her lips and the engorged glans. 
 
    "Does it make you happy, Master? Watching us service this random brute?" Saikhi chimed in, her voice dripping with desire. She ran her hand through the brute's muscular chest, scratching down to his tight abs. "Admit it, Master. You love seeing us debase ourselves for this enormous cock."  
 
    Jonathan watched the two vixens with desire, his power to control their lust taking on a life of its own. He had created insatiable sluts, and witnessing their performance only stoked his hunger. His cock strained against his pants. 
 
    Their words, dripping with lust and filth, fuelled his growing arousal. The brute seemed to enjoy it too. Its hips began to move in a more urgent rhythm, fucking Saikhi's mouth as she gagged and Tali moaned, cupping Saikhi's ample tits. Jonathan took a step forward, his hand reaching for his belt, but before he could free himself, the brute let out a growl, hips thrusting wildly as it shot its load down Saikhi's throat.  
 
    Cum oozed from Saikhi's mouth as she struggled to swallow, moaning in delight at the taste and texture. Tali looked up at the brute, continuing to jack it off as it unloaded on Saikhi's face, coating her in a thick, white mess.  
 
    Jonathan's cock twitched, pre-cum beading at the tip. He knew he wouldn't last long. As soon as Saikhi and Tali finished milking the brute, they'd turn their hungry gazes on him. Those lustful eyes, the mouths that knew how to work a cock... they'd be on him in a flash, devouring him with the same passion they'd shown the brute.  
 
    Saikhi's eyes, full of mischief, met his. She wiped a glob of cum from her cheek and licked it off her finger, a devilish smile on her face. "Now, Master... It's your turn for some special treatment." 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 77: Missive 
 
    Aurra's body rocked rhythmically under the Brute Commander's relentless thrusts, her enormous breasts bouncing wildly with each powerful push. The tent filled with the sounds of their coupling; grunts, moans, and the slapping of flesh. Her once high-ranking status in the Inquisition felt like a distant memory as she lay beneath the sheer physical dominance of the Brute Commander, his muscle-bound form an ever-present reminder of her new position in the Empire. 
 
    Yet, amid this constant debasement, there had come a shift, a familiar hunger that clawed at her each time the Brute Commander claimed her. It was a dark, twisted pleasure that twisted her insides and sent shivers of guilt-ridden delight racing down her spine every time his thick, throbbing cock filled her. She despised herself for it, but her treacherous body craved the domination, the primal affirmation of life that surged through her with every raw, possessive drive of his hips. 
 
    As they fucked, the flaps of the tent burst open. A breathless messenger, dirt-smudged and weary from travel, stumbled inside, clutching a rolled parchment sealed with the Empire's emblem. His gaze was averted, but not before he glimpsed the naked, former Grand Inquisitor in the throes of her duty. 
 
    The Brute Commander barely paused in his rhythm, his lust and power in this moment far outweighing any sense of decency. "Speak!" He barked, his voice a thunderous rumble that echoed around the tent. 
 
    "S… sir." The messenger stuttered, trying desperately to keep his eyes fixed on the dirt floor. "A dispatch from the Empire. It bears the royal seal and is addressed to Aurra." 
 
    The Brute Commander withdrew from Aurra and snatched the missive from the trembling courier's hands, tossing it onto the bed beside Aurra, who had propped herself up on her elbows, curiosity piqued. 
 
    Ignoring the fresh wetness that now slickened her thighs, Aurra reached for the scroll, her elegant fingers breaking the seal. The Brute Commander watched, his breath heavy, his cock still hard and gleaming, as she scanned the contents of the message, her eyes dancing over the words. 
 
    Then, to the Brute Commander's surprise, Aurra began to read the missive out loud, her voice betraying no emotion, her tone as cool and even as if she were relaying a simple weather report. 
 
    "To Aurra, former Grand Inquisitor," she began, her voice clear and resonant in the stillness of the tent. "By the authority vested in me by Emperor Tarthis, it is hereby decreed that you shall be reinstated as an Inquisitor. Your previous transgressions have been weighed, and the value of your experience in the field and your prowess in managing special situations have been recognized as an asset to the Empire." 
 
    The words hung in the air like a thick fog, heavy with implication. Reinstatement meant escape from this never-ending cycle of physical submission. It meant the return of some semblance of power, a chance to reclaim the life she once knew—a life that was no longer centred around the unyielding demands of the Brute Legion. The never-ending cycle of impregnation and birthing brute cubs. 
 
    And yet, there was a moment of hesitation, a flicker of something that might have been reluctance in Aurra's eyes as she processed the news. She glanced at the Brute Commander, at the raw lust etched into his inhuman features. 
 
    But there was no time for reflection now. Without missing a beat, the Brute Commander resumed his position above her, his cock sliding back into her welcoming heat, his pace picking up once more as Aurra finished reading the proclamation. 
 
    "With this reinstatement, you are to assume command of the Brute Legion," she continued, her voice maintaining its icy composure even as her body bucked and writhed beneath the renewed onslaught. "Report to Grand Inquisitor Rike with the Brute Legion at the Dread Tower Watch garrison." 
 
    Her duty was clear, yet as the Brute Commander's thick shaft slammed into her, over and over, her body couldn't help but arch into his, her betraying flesh growing more responsive to his every touch, each thrust driving her closer and closer to an inevitable peak. 
 
    The messenger, sensing his dismissal, backed slowly out of the tent, leaving Aurra to face the paradox of her situation: in the throes of physical surrender to the Brute Commander, she was now his superior and an Inquisitor once more. And as her climax finally broke, a wave of pleasure washing over her even as the reality of her new circumstance began to sink in, Aurra knew that the game had changed in ways she had yet to fully comprehend. But for now, she allowed herself to indulge in the raw physicality of the moment. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 78: Occupied 
 
    Jonathan and his companions had been guests of the Dread Tower for quite some time now and Jonathan found himself getting into a routine. He would awaken, enjoy breakfast, take some time to practice his fighting skills in the training room and spend the evening with Saikhi and Talitha. He could see himself getting used to this. His companions also seemed happy, though they were often hard to find during the day. Fade mentioned that they would set their trap for the Emperor "when the time was right", when that was exactly remained confined in Fade's head. 
 
    After breaking his fast with a hearty meal, he set out to find Alistar and the Sentinels before his morning practice, curious about their activities and well-being. 
 
    As he wandered through the labyrinthine corridors, Jonathan couldn't shake the feeling that something was amiss. The usual sounds of the morning—clanging swords from the training rooms and the distant murmur of conversations—seemed subdued. 
 
    Jonathan's footsteps echoed off the cold, dark walls as he made his way towards the Sentinels' quarters. The door was slightly ajar, and as he pushed it open, he was met with a not wholly unexpected sight. 
 
    The room was a scene of utter debauchery. Alistar and his Sentinels were in the midst of an orgy with Marra and the maid staff, including Yianna. 
 
    Marra, with her confident demeanour, was the epicentre of the display. She rode atop one of the Sentinels, her hips slithering with a serpent's grace, while another knight buried his face between her tits. Her wings fluttered with pleasure. 
 
    Alistar was engaged with Yianna and another maid. Yianna's eyes were glazed over with lust, and her body writhed in ecstasy under Alistar's skillful touch. The other maid, a petite faen with emerald eyes, was eagerly pleasuring Alistar's member with her mouth, her eyes watering with the effort. 
 
    The Sentinels were lost in their own carnal desires. They took turns with the maids, their armour discarded and forgotten in the corner of the room. The women, for their part, seemed to revel in the attention, their bodies used and abused in every conceivable way. 
 
    Jonathan lingered in the doorway for a moment, his gaze sweeping over the scene before him. His presence barely registered, as if he were nothing more than a ghost, a specter of chastity amidst a sea of unbridled lust. With a deep, steadying breath that did little to quell the fire burning within his loins, Jonathan turned away from the spectacle. He needed to clear his mind, to focus on something—anything—other than the carnal acts that surrounded him almost constantly. It was time to check on Tali. 
 
    He made his way through the dimly lit corridors of the Dread Tower, his thoughts turbulent. The image of Alistar's cock disappearing into the warmth of Yianna's pussy was seared into his memory, and despite his best efforts, he couldn't shake the vividness of the tableau. 
 
    He arrived at Tali's door, his hand poised to knock, but the sound of her voice, husky, desperate, begging for more, stilled his movements. He quietly pushed the door open, his eyes widening at the sight before him. 
 
    There, in the centre of the room, was Talitha, her toned body straddling atop a brute. The brute's muscles bulged and flexed with each thrust of his massive cock, which was buried to the hilt inside Tali. Her legs were wrapped around his waist, her hands clawing at his broad shoulders as she rode him with the fury of a huntress fighting her prey. 
 
    The brute's eyes were lost with pleasure, his tusks glistening with saliva as Tali's lips worked their way down his neck, leaving a trail of hot, open-mouthed kisses in their wake. His hands gripped her hips tightly, guiding her movements as she ground herself against him, her cries of pleasure reverberating around the room. 
 
    Jonathan stood there, transfixed by the raw, animalistic display of lust unfolding before his eyes. His pants grew uncomfortably tight as he watched the brute's cock slide in and out of Tali's dripping wet pussy, his shaft stretching her apart. 
 
    Jonathan was vaguely aware of the fact that he had been standing there for several minutes, his presence unnoticed by the pair locked in their passionate embrace. It was only when Tali threw her head back and screamed out in ecstasy, her body shuddering with the force of her orgasm, that the brute's gaze shifted and locked onto Jonathan's. The brute's full of possessive satisfaction was clear. And then, as if coming to his senses, Jonathan stepped back, pulling the door shut with a soft click. 
 
    He stood there for a moment, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew he should feel jealous, should feel angry at the sight of Tali fucking as she pleases, but all he felt was a strange sense of satisfaction. It was clear that she was enjoying herself, that she was revelling in the pleasure that the brute's massive cock was providing her. With a sigh, Jonathan turned and walked away, leaving Tali to her devices. 
 
    Jonathan made his way to Saikhi's quarters, hoping to find solace in her company her room was vacant. She was likely elsewhere in the tower. Jonathan finally decided to investigate the throne room. 
 
    As he approached the door to the throne room, he could hear the faintest sounds of pleasure. He pressed on, pushing the door open to reveal yet another scene of erotic indulgence. 
 
    There, in the midst of the opulent throne room, sat Fade upon his dark throne. His robe was open, revealing his stiff, throbbing member, which was being eagerly serviced by none other than Saikhi. Her crimson breasts wrapped around his length which barely poked up from between them. 
 
    Fade leaned back against his throne, a look of pure, unadulterated pleasure etched across his face. His fingers threaded through Saikhi's hair, his hips thrusting into the soft embrace Saikhi supplied. She serviced Fade with an eagerness and enthusiasm that bordered on reverence. 
 
    Saikhi, her glowing blue eyes sparkling with a mix of desire and gratitude, gazed up at Fade. "Thank you, my lord, for granting my Master safe harbour," she licked the tip of Fade's cock happily. 
 
    Fade chuckled darkly. "You are most welcome, my dear," he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "I trust you are finding your accommodations... to your liking?" 
 
    Saikhi let her saliva drip down between her breasts mixing with Fade's pre-cum, providing better lubrication. "Oh, yes, my lord," she cooed, her voice thick with desire. "The Dread Tower has so many books to read." 
 
    Jonathan, standing just inside the threshold, felt a pang of something akin to jealousy course through him as he watched Saikhi, revel in the pleasure of Fade's cock. And yet, there was something about the way she looked at Fade, the sheer gratitude in her eyes, that stirred a sense of pride within him. He had led her here, to this place of safety and security, and in turn, she was doing what she could to ensure their continued welcome in the Dread Tower. 
 
    Fade, catching sight of Jonathan standing in the doorway, raised an eyebrow in silent inquiry. "Ah, Jonn," he said, his voice carrying across the room, "Do come in. Your companion here was just expressing her... appreciation for my hospitality." 
 
    Saikhi, her attention now drawn to Jonathan, turned to face him, her face flushed. "Master," she said, her voice soft, "I hope you don't mind. I wanted to show our host just how grateful we are for his kindness." 
 
    Jonathan, stepping further into the room, nodded slowly, taking in the sight before him. He knew that his power, the Arousal Control, had a hand in the rampant displays of sexual fervour that had taken over the tower, but he couldn't deny that there was a certain beauty in the way his companions embraced their desires, in the way they expressed their gratitude. 
 
    Saikhi continued to titfuck Fade with fervent enthusiasm. Her breasts glided up and down his length, her movements fluid and deliberate. 
 
    "You truly are a fortunate man, Jonn Nightmare," he said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. "To have such loyal companions at your side... it is a rare thing indeed." 
 
    Saikhi, her glowing blue eyes locked onto Fade's, nodded in agreement, her breath hitching as she momentarily broke her rhythm to speak. "Master has always treated us with kindness and respect," she said, panting slightly as she resumed her task. "We would do anything for him." 
 
    Fade chuckled softly, his fingers threading through Saikhi's hair once more. "I can see that," he said, his hips subtly thrusting upwards to meet Saikhi's descending breasts. "And I must admit, I am quite eager to sample the delights of your other companion. The heldran, Talitha, yes?" 
 
     Jonathan had no claim over Tali, nor did he wish to. If Tali chose to indulge in Fade's bed, it was her choice to make. 
 
    "Talitha... she has been rather preoccupied as of late," Jonathan said, his voice steady despite the images that flashed through his mind. "She seems to have taken quite the liking to your brutes." 
 
    Fade's eyes gleamed with interest at this revelation. "Is that so?" he mused, his attention momentarily torn away from the mesmerizing sight of Saikhi's breasts as they worked their magic on his throbbing member. "Quite the size queen that one. Well, I suppose there's no harm in indulging her preferences." 
 
    Saikhi, still dutifully servicing Fade, let out a soft moan of agreement, her body shuddering with pleasure as she felt Fade's cock twitch between her breasts. "Tali has always been... adventurous," she said, her voice filled with a mixture of pride and lust. "I have no doubt that she would welcome your... attentions, my lord." 
 
    Fade, his breath growing increasingly ragged as Saikhi's pace quickened, turned his gaze back to Jonathan. "I must say, Jonn, you have done well in choosing your allies," he said, his voice strained with pleasure. "I look forward to seeing what the future holds for us... as allies, and perhaps even as friends." 
 
    With a final, desperate thrust of his hips, Fade let out a low, guttural moan, his cock pulsating as he reached his climax. Saikhi, her mouth open wide with anticipation, moaned loudly as she felt Fade's hot, sticky seed spurt out over her breasts and tongue. 
 
    "Your seed, tastes like candy." Saikhi said surprised. 
 
    "Magically modified for your pleasure." Fade laughed. 
 
    With Fade's seed still glistening upon her crimson skin, Saikhi climbed onto his lap with an eagerness that spoke volumes of her submission. Her hands, steady despite the anticipation coursing through her veins, guided the Dread Sorcerer's still-hard member towards her waiting entrance. There was no hesitation in her movements, no hint of second thoughts. This was what she wanted, what she needed. 
 
    Locking eyes with Fade, Saikhi sank onto his cock with a satisfied sigh that turned into a breathy moan as she felt herself being stretched to accommodate his girth. The Dread Sorcerer's manhood slid into her effortlessly, thanks to the copious amounts of slick arousal that had gathered from servicing him. The feeling of Fade's cock filling her was intoxicating. Saikhi began to ride Fade's cock with slow, deliberate movements, savouring the delicious friction as she rocked her hips back and forth. 
 
    Jonathan, still observing from the doorway, felt his own arousal surge at the sight of Saikhi impaled upon Fade's manhood. As Saikhi continued to ride Fade, her moans growing louder and more desperate with each passing second, Fade could not help but marvel at the sight before him. He had anticipated her eagerness to please, her willingness to bend to his desires, but this... this was something else entirely. 
 
    Fade, his hands gripping Saikhi's hips tightly as he guided her movements, could feel his own release building within him once again. His gaze locked onto Saikhi's, a silent promise passing between them. He was not finished with her—not by a long shot. 
 
    Jonathan left the two to their enjoyment. If his own meat spear wasn't going to be worked he might as well work his metal one. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 79: Lottery 
 
    Captain Garth, his gut protruding over his worn-out leather belt, sighed heavily as he sat in his tent, the flap closed to the outside world. His men had grown restless of late, their usual diversion, warm holes to fill, had come to an abrupt halt. The ashborn slut, Saikhi, had managed to slip through their fingers like sand, leaving behind nothing but a lingering scent of her arousal and the memory of her tight, willing body. The camp had grown quiet. 
 
    Garth's thoughts were interrupted by the sound of approaching footsteps, heavy and purposeful. He looked up just as the tent flap was thrust aside. It was Lieutenant Sten, fresh out of breath. 
 
    "Captain Garth!" Sten barked, snapping to attention. "The Brute Legion has arrived, sir! They're here with a force larger than anything we've seen before. At their head is Inquisitor Aurra." 
 
    Garth's eyebrows raised at the mention of Aurra's name. The woman was a legend within the Empire, a former Grand Inquisitor who had been reduced to a breeding slave due to her treacherous protection of rogue sorcerers. Now she was commanding the very beasts that had once used her. She was a symbol of resilience and strength, and if rumours were true, a very busy and desirable woman. 
 
    With a grunt of effort, Garth heaved himself to his feet, his aging muscles protesting the sudden movement. He stepped out into the harsh light of day, his eyes immediately drawn to the sight of the approaching legion. 
 
    The ground trembled beneath the weight of their advance, the air filled with the sound of heavy boots striking the ground. At the head of the massive force rode Aurra, her back straight and her head held high. Her red and black armour gleamed in the sunlight, and could barely contain her ample figure. Her forrin was fully barded in matching armour. 
 
    Garth couldn’t help but be mesmerised by the blue-haired beauty. He hoped that she was more amicable than Zigarete had been. Maybe if he was lucky he could get a taste of her. She was, at the very least, experienced. 
 
    As the Brute Legion came to a halt, Aurra dismounted from her forrin, her movements fluid and graceful. She surveyed the camp with a critical eye before her gaze landed on Garth. A small, knowing smile played upon her lips as she approached him, her hips swaying with each step. 
 
    "Captain Garth," Aurra greeted him, her voice as smooth as silk. "I hear you and your men have been in need of some morale boosting activities." 
 
    Garth swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. "And what might those be, Inquisitor Aurra?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. 
 
    "I think it's time we reminded your men about the benefits of serving the Empire," Aurra said, her voice carrying a note of command that brooked no argument. "And I believe you and I can come to an agreement that will benefit us both." 
 
    Garth's heart pounded in his chest as he considered her words. He had always been a man who put his own needs above those of others, and with Aurra's arrival, it seemed he might just get what he so desperately craved. The prospect of once again indulging in the pleasures of the flesh, especially with a woman as formidable as Aurra, was almost too much to bear. 
 
    Aurra, with a confident stride, walked through the sea of men, her armour clinking softly with each step. Her eyes scanned the faces of the men, meeting the hungry, desperate glances with an air of unspoken promise. 
 
    "Men! The Brute Legion and I have come bring you respite," her voice, clear and regal, rang out amongst the ragged tents and cooking fires. As one, the Imperial soldiers assembled, standing at attention like iron-clad stones. "While we fight for the cause of our great Empire in these lands, we soldiers have certain appetites that need sating." 
 
    A murmuring wave swept through the rank and file, a wordless desire that seemed as tangible as the grit beneath their boots on the packed earth. 
 
    Aurra's voice echoed throughout the camp, silencing the murmurs and whispers of the men. "As a token of goodwill and to boost the morale of our tireless soldiers, I, Inquisitor Aurra, have brought with us a bevy of the Brute Legion's finest pleasure slaves, each one eager to attend to your desires. They are yours to claim as you see fit." The announcement was met with appreciative cheers and applause, the pent-up tension of the recent days finally finding a release valve. 
 
    Behind her, a formation of heavily muscled soldiers marched forward, guiding a group of near-naked pleasure slaves into the camp. Each slave wore a simple harness of black leather, their bodies groomed and oiled for the pleasure of the soldiers. Their expressions varied from fearful apprehension to brazen invitation, each one bearing the mark of their purpose on their ass: an intricate, tattoo that signified them as property of the Empire. 
 
    As the men took in the sight of the pleasure slaves, Aurra continued. "But that is not all, loyal soldiers." She paused for a moment, letting the anticipation build. "I believe in rewarding dedication and valour. So, I have decided to personally reward some of you through a lottery, the winner of which will have the privilege of indulging in my less official duties." A rowdy cheer erupted from the men, excitement and lust thickening in the air. 
 
    The Brute Legion soldiers began to circulate amongst the Imperial soldiers, distributing small wooden tiles for the lottery, each one marked with an identifying symbol. Garth watched as his men jostled for position, eager to claim a tile and their chance at carnal bliss with Aurra. Even some of the Brute Legion soldiers seemed to hold her in high regard, stealing glances at their commanding officer with respect and a hint of hunger. 
 
    Sten approached Garth, handing him a wooden tile. "Quite a generous offer, isn't it, sir?" he asked, his gaze lingering on the retreating form of Aurra as she oversaw the distribution of the lottery tiles. 
 
    "Indeed," Garth replied, his own attention divided between the pleading eyes of the pleasure slaves and the tantalizing promise of Aurra. "The men certainly could use the distraction, and it seems our gracious Inquisitor has provided just the thing. I could get used to having her around." 
 
    Garth watched as one by one, his soldiers eagerly claimed the Brute Legion pleasure slaves, their faces lighting up with unabashed pleasure as they were led away to private tents and secluded corners. The camp had transformed in the span of mere moments: from a place of regimented discipline to an almost carnivalesque atmosphere of lust-fuelled celebration. 
 
    As the lottery selections began, the flicker of hope that the night might hold something memorable for Captain Garth stirred within him, his hand closing around the lottery tile. 
 
    The lottery drawing was quite the spectacle each soldier's anticipation palpable as their hands gripped their wooden tiles with desperate hope. The air was thick with tension. Then, in a sudden flurry of activity, the first winner was drawn: Captain Garth was to be the first one to indulge in the pleasures promised by Inquisitor Aurra. 
 
    A cheer erupted from the gathered soldiers, a mixture of genuine excitement for their captain and a not-so-subtle envy at the fortune that had befallen him. Garth felt a surge of adrenaline as he made his way through the crowd, their congratulatory slaps and lewd jokes washing over him like a tide. 
 
    Aurra welcomed Garth into her rapidly assembled yet luxurious campaign tent, an oasis of comfort amidst the stark martial surroundings. Silken drapes sectioned off areas of repose and strategy, while cushions and furs were strewn about invitingly. Garth's eyes, however, were drawn not to the opulence of his surroundings, but to the woman who stood before him with an air of command and an undertone of sensuality that was impossible to ignore. 
 
    "Welcome, Captain," Aurra smirked, her voice a sultry melody that seemed to resonate with the very core of Garth's being. She moved with a mature grace, her armour clinking softly with each step she took towards him. "I trust you are pleased with the outcome of our little lottery?" 
 
    Garth swallowed hard, his gaze raking over Aurra's form. "I... yes, very pleased," he stammered, the gravitas of his usual demeanour momentarily forgotten in the face of her allure. 
 
    Aurra's stepped closer, her presence enveloping Garth like a warm embrace. "I'll let you in on a little secret, Captain," she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "The lottery was... how should I put it? Rigged. I needed to ensure that the first man to join me in this tent would be someone of influence and respect amongst the troops. A crucial team-building exercise, if you will." 
 
    Garth's eyes widened in surprise at her admission, but any indignation he might have felt was quickly supplanted by a growing sense of arousal. He was a man who appreciated power and control, and the fact that Aurra had manipulated the situation to her advantage only heightened his desire for her. 
 
    "Now, Captain," Aurra continued, her hands deftly unbuckling the straps of her armour, "let us put on a show for your men. They deserve to know that their captain is being well taken care of, don't you think?" 
 
    As the last piece of her armour clattered to the ground, Aurra stood before Garth in all her glory, her full breasts rising with each breath, her nipples already pert with arousal. She was a vision of feminine power. Garth could hardly believe his luck. 
 
    Aurra stepped forward, pressing her body against Garth's. She could feel his erection straining against his trousers, and she smiled at the effect she had on him. With deft fingers, she undressed him, her hands exploring every inch of his body. Garth groaned with pleasure, his hands cupping her breasts as she ground her hips against his. 
 
    Aurra straddled Garth, her hips wrapped around his. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, "Remember, Captain, working together with me is much more pleasurable than working against me." With a powerful thrust, Aurra impaled herself on Garth's cock. The sounds of their passion quickly filled the tent, their moans and cries of pleasure no doubt audible to the men outside.  
 
    Garth was very much going to enjoy working "together" with Aurra. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 80: Tensions 
 
    Fade stood at the head of the war room's vast table, his fingers lightly tracing the contours of the map spread before him. The flickering blue candlelight cast an eerie glow upon the faces of those gathered: Jonathan, Alistar, Marra, Saikhi, Talitha, Yianna, and a handful of maids who usually tended to the tower's less strategic needs. However, today they were present for a very different purpose. 
 
    "The Empire has been mobilizing its forces. Their spies are like bugs, scuttling around in the dark, desperate for a scrap of information." Fade announced. 
 
    Jonathan's gaze swept across the room, taking in the unusual sight of all the women in attendance completely nude. Fade had decreed it so, claiming that the removal of feminine clothing allowed for a more open and honest dialogue, stripped of the pretensions and barriers that clothing represented. 'Yeah, sure…' Jonathan thought. 'He just wants them naked and ready.' 
 
    Alistar, ever the seasoned warrior, stood with his arms crossed, his expression one of stoic concentration as he listened to Fade's words. Marra, reclined languidly in her chair, her long legs crossed and her tail swishing thoughtfully behind her. Saikhi sat on Talitha's lap upon Tali's own insistence. Yianna, moved about the room, serving drinks and snacks, her movements fluid and graceful despite the vulnerability of her nudity, Jonathan noticed the former queen's breasts were at least a cup or two sizes larger than they used to be. 
 
    The maids, for their part, seemed unperturbed by their lack of attire, their faces impassive as they went about their duties. Jonathan couldn't help but notice the subtle glances exchanged between them, a silent acknowledgment of their shared state of undress. 
 
    Fade continued, "We must be vigilant. The Empire's forces are vast and it looks like they have the brought the Brute Legion to our doorstep and have reinstated Aurra to the Inquisition. As such, we will need to move up the schedule for our trap." A murmur of agreement rippled through the room. "In two days we will send word of Jonn's survival to the Empire along with a message taunting Tarthis. We will then broadcast his location, which will be a small outpost just shy of the Dread Tower borders. When Tarthis arrives we will activate a forcefield, compliments of an allied sorcerer's power. This forcefield will surround Tarthis and block any reinforcements from arriving. Then, Marra and my minions will attack, eliminating Tarthis and his forces." 
 
    "Won't that put Master right in the way of danger?" Saikhi asked worriedly. 
 
    "Fortunately not." Fade smiled. "I will be the one meeting Tarthis in Jonn's stead. Another of my allied sorcerers, the same fleshshaper who gave Marra her deliciously sexy body and Yianna her new set of breasts, will temporarily form my face into that of Jonn's." 
 
    "So I won't be bait after all?" Jonathan asked relieved. 
 
    "You will still be needed." A ebony skinned man with long dreadlocks said as he entered the room. 
 
    "Ah, you have finally arrived." Fade gestured to the man. "Let me introduce to you Flankinstein, he is the aforementioned fleshshaper." 
 
    'Another sorcerer?' Jonathan noticed the man's sorcerer symbol glowing beneath his light clothing. 
 
    "As I was saying." Flankenstein continued. "This is no simple breast augmentation and my powers have their limits. To maintain a convincing disguise, I will need Jonn to be within 500 metres of Fade, as I will be constantly channeling his appearance to override Fade's own." 
 
    "Damn, and here I'm thinking I got out of this scott-free." Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. 
 
    "The Sentinels and I will join you in the comming battle." Alistar declared. "I have managed to get word to some of our other cells and they should arrive in time to help." 
 
    "Good, we will need all the manpower we can muster." Fade smirked. 
 
    "I'll fight too." Tali stood and placed her hands on the war table. "For my forest and for my chieftain." 
 
    "No." Fade lifted his hand. "I need someone here to protect the Dread Tower if things don't work out. You and Saikhi should stay here." 
 
    "I agree, I can't afford losing you both again." Jonathan nodded. 
 
    "Fine." Tali sat down unhappy with her role in the backlines. 
 
    "When you are ready Jonn, Flankenstein will prepare a tincture for you to drink, it will help you prepare for the procedure." Fade's words seemed sinister, but to be fair, most things out of his mouth sounded evil and he had yet to steer Jonathan wrong. 
 
    "I am as ready as I will ever be." Jonathan admitted. 
 
    "Well then, before we thrust ourselves into danger, I believe we should enjoy some light entertainment, don't you?" Fade clapped his hands. 
 
    At Fade's signal, the maids set aside their trays and approached the various men standing around the war room. Their hands moved with rehersed ease, unfastening belts and tugging down trousers to reveal the rapidly hardening cocks. 
 
    Alistar watched, his eyes darkening with desire as a maid with high cheekbones and a thin body sank to her knees before him, her fingers deftly wrapping around the base of his thick shaft. He let out a low groan as she took him into her mouth, her lips gliding over his skin with expert precision. 
 
    Jonathan, too, felt the familiar pull of lust as a petite maid with fiery red hair and a scattering of freckles across her nose moved toward him. She was young, perhaps no more than nineteen, but there was a confident glint in her eye that went beyond her youth. Her small hands cupped his balls, gently massaging them as her tongue darted out to lick the head of his cock. 
 
    Talitha, meanwhile, was lead towards the head of the war table by Fade himself. She cast a glance back at Jonathan, her eyes wide with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. Fade, however, paid no mind to her lingering gaze. His focus was solely on the huntress, his eyes roving over her toned body with an appreciative glint. 
 
    "Bend over the table." Fade commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. Talitha obeyed, her hands splaying across the cold surface of the war table. The map beneath her fingers crinkled softly as Fade positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock nudging against her wet entrance. 
 
    With a single, powerful thrust, Fade buried himself inside of her, eliciting a sharp gasp from Talitha. She could feel the sorcerer's power pulsating within her, his thrusts growing more and more frenzied, just the way she liked it. 
 
    Jonathan watched as Talitha was taken by Fade, her body rocking back and forth on the table with each thrust of his hips. The sight of her exctasy, coupled with the warm, wet heat of the maid's mouth around his own cock, was almost too much for him to bear. 
 
    Saikhi watched with longing eyes as Fade claimed Talitha upon the war table. The sight of her friend's pleasure and unbridled ecstasy excited Saikhi. Her gaze wandered from the erotic spectacle before her, drawn to the enigmatic Flankenstein. His dark skin seemed to absorb the dim candlelight, lending an air of mystery to his already compelling presence. 
 
    With a determined stride that mixed with her trembling anticipation, Saikhi approached Flankenstein. Her hand reached out, her fingers brushing against the fabric of his robe. "I wish to join them," she said, her voice barely above a whisper, yet the certainty in her tone was unmistakable. "Will you take me, here, next to Talitha and Fade?" 
 
    Flankenstein regarded her with a slow, assessing gaze, his eyes taking in the sight of her. A slow smile spread across his lips as he nodded in agreement to her request. 
 
    "As you wish," he said, removing his robe with a flourish, revealing the powerful form that lay beneath. Saikhi's gasped at the sight of his cock, already thick and heavy with arousal. 
 
    Flankenstein guided Saikhi to the war table, positioning her so that she lay beside Talitha, their bodies parallel to one another. Saikhi could feel the heat radiating from Talitha's skin, the tremors that coursed through her friend's body with each of Fade's powerful thrusts. 
 
    Flankenstein's hands roamed over Saikhi's body, his touch igniting a trail of fire wherever it lingered. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they stood taut and erect. Saikhi let out a soft moan, her back arching, her body seeking more of his exquisite touch. 
 
    With a gentle push, Flankenstein parted Saikhi's legs, settling himself between them. The head of his cock teased at her entrance, the sensation causing Saikhi to whimper with need. She was more than ready for him, her body slick with desire, her mind lost in the throes of pleasure. 
 
    "Watch them," Flankenstein murmured into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "Let their passion fuel your own." 
 
    Saikhi turned her head, her eyes locking onto the sight of Fade and Talitha. Fade's pace was relentless, his hips snapping forward with a raw intensity that sent Talitha into a state of blissful delirium. 
 
    The sight was intoxicating, a visual feast that heightened Saikhi's arousal to a near-unbearable degree. And then Flankenstein was inside her, his cock sliding into her depths with a smooth, unyielding thrust that filled her completely. 
 
    Saikhi's moan mingled with Talitha's cries of pleasure. Flankenstein set a rhythm that matched Fade's, their bodies moving in tandem. 
 
    As the two sorcerers claimed their chosen partners upon the war table, the maids continued their service to the other men present, their skilled mouths and hands bringing each of them to the brink of release. The room was alive with shared desire. 
 
    Saikhi felt herself nearing the edge, her body coiling tight with the impending force of her climax. She reached out, her hand finding Talitha's, their fingers intertwining as they rode the waves of pleasure that threatened to sweep them away. 
 
    And then, with a final, powerful thrust, Flankenstein sent Saikhi spiralling over the edge, her orgasm crashing over her in an overwhelming rush of sensation. Talitha, too, found her release, her scream of pleasure echoing through the room as Fade joined her in ecstasy. 
 
    As the last tremors of pleasure subsided, Saikhi lay panting upon the war table, her body sated and her mind blissfully free of thought. She turned her head, meeting Talitha's gaze and passionately kissed her as the warmth of Flankenstein cum filled her body. 
 
    The sight of his companions lust sent Jonathan over the edge and he unloaded his seed into the freakled red haired maid sucking his cock. She swallow his love down before passing out on the ground. Yianna quickly moved to take her place, cleaning Jonathan cock thoroughly with her tongue. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 81: Traitor 
 
    Being the head of an investigation is much easier when you know who committed the crime. However, it got a bit more complicated when you are the culprit. The irony was not lost on the Tracker. He was tasked with finding the traitor, and he was going to give Tarthis one. Initially he was thinking of framing Garth, but that idiot was too useful to him to throw away just yet. Rike being the traitor was unbelievable, especially with his mother's freedom on the line. Sala didn't have the means to betray the Empire, well, betray them anymore than she already had in any case. But one of Garth's lieutenants… they would make the perfect target. It didn't take the Tracker long to plant the evidence of Lieutenant Sten's treachery. Messages hidden in secret compartments, extra crowns lining Sten's pockets, a drawing of a relative supposedly killed by the Empire. By the end, the Tracker almost had himself believing Sten was the traitor. He did not require the "help" that Sala and her Sisters promised to provide, and that was for the best. 
 
    When Rike arrived at the camp, all it took was a small push in the right direction for him to find some of Sten's compromising evidence. Within the hour, he was shackled and sent to the Southland mines. Where he would be worked to the bone. Easy. With that, most of his loose ends had been tied up. The Tracker decided to check on Rike and Aurra after the whole ordeal unfolded to make sure there wasn't any lingering suspicions. 
 
    The Tracker had always admired Aurra's ability to adapt and take control of any situation, before her fall from grace, the Tracker had worked with Aurra closely. As he lifted the flap of her command tent, he expected to find her in full battle regalia, strategizing for the upcoming assault on the Dread Tower. Instead, he was greeted by a sight that would have made the least pious blush. There, in the dimly lit tent, sat Aurra, her body moving rhythmically atop her son's lap. Rike's helmet was off and his eyes closed in a mixture of pleasure and something akin to pain. His cock was sliding between Aurra's thighs and pussy, their bodies joined in an act of taboo passion. Aurra's fingers were tangled in Rike's hair, pulling just hard enough to elicit a growl of approval from deep within his chest. Her ample breasts were barely contained by the thin fabric of her shirt, the peaks visible through the nearly transparent material. 
 
    The Tracker stood there for a moment, observing the forbidden spectacle before him. Aurra had been quite chaste when he had last met her, it seems that her time as a Brute Legion pleasure slave had changed her. It was not unusual for brutes to be somewhat incestuous, they barely shared any of their mother's heritage and mostly bred by a sort of reverse parthenogenesis with the mother merely acting as a vessel to bare children. 
 
    Aurra opened her eyes, locking gazes with the Tracker. There was no shame, no sense of guilt or regret in her gaze. Instead, there was a challenge, a silent dare for him to judge her for her actions. But the Tracker was not one to cast stones, especially when he had his own secrets to hide. He simply nodded in acknowledgment, his expression unreadable. Rike, finally realizing they were no longer alone, tensed beneath his mother. There was a feral quality to his gaze, a raw need that he had not seen in the chivalrous brute's eyes. 
 
    The Tracker cleared his throat, breaking the tense silence that had settled over the tent. "I see you've found a unique way to celebrate your return to the Inquisition," he said, his voice steady despite the unexpected display he had just witnessed. 
 
    Aurra smirked, her pace never faltering as she continued to ride her son. "We all have our ways of relieving stress, Tracker. Surely you, of all people, can understand that." 
 
    The Tracker allowed himself a small smile. "Indeed. I simply came to discuss our next move. I trust you've been briefed on the situation with Sten?" 
 
    Rike grunted in affirmation, his hands gripping his mother's hips tightly as he thrust upwards to meet her downward movements. "The traitor is being dealt with. My men are rounding any other suspected conspirators as we speak." 
 
    "Good," the Tracker replied. "We need to present a united front as we move against the Dread Tower. The last thing we need is to be undermined from within." 
 
    Aurra leaned down, her lips brushing against Rike's ear as she whispered something that the Tracker couldn't quite make out. Whatever it was, it caused Rike to buck his hips wildly. 
 
    The Tracker took that as his cue to leave. He had seen enough and had other matters to attend to. "I'll leave you to it, then. We'll reconvene once you've finished here," he said, turning on his heel and exiting the tent before things could get any more intimate. 
 
    As he stepped back into the cool night air, the Tracker couldn't help but feel a grudging respect for Aurra. She was a woman who knew what she wanted and wasn't afraid to take it, even if it meant crossing lines that others wouldn't dare to touch. It was a quality that he admired, one that he shared in many ways. After all, they were both playing a dangerous game, and only time would tell who would emerge victorious. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 82: Trap 
 
    Fade, the Dread Sorcerer stood before Jonathan with a vial clasped between his fingers. The liquid within swirled with an unnatural luminescence, a potion concocted by the arcane arts that promised to play a pivotal role in their audacious plan to ensnare the Emperor. Beside Fade, Flankenstein, the fleshshaper, watched with a detached curiosity, his eyes never leaving the vial. 
 
    Jonathan's heart pounded in his chest, a staccato rhythm that echoed the uncertainty of the impending operation. He knew that the success of their plan hinged on the convincing portrayal of Fade as the bait, a decoy that would lure Emperor Tarthis into their trap. Yet, the thought of swallowing the unknown contents of the vial made his stomach churn with apprehension. 
 
    "This is it, Jonathan," Fade said, his voice a low rumble that reverberated through the chamber. "Are you ready?" 
 
    Jonathan swallowed hard, his gaze locked onto the glowing tincture. "Let's do this thing," he replied, the resignation in his voice barely masking the underlying fear that he felt. 
 
    Flankenstein stepped forward, his eyes meeting Jonathan's in a rare moment of solidarity. "You are not alone in this. We have prepared for every eventuality, and this will ensure that the Emperor believes his prize has been captured." 
 
    With a nod of acknowledgment to Flankenstein, Jonathan reached out and took the vial from Fade's outstretched hand. The glass was cool to the touch, a stark contrast to the warmth of his own trembling fingers. He brought the vial to his lips, the liquid inside casting an eerie glow upon his face. 
 
    "Bottom's up…" Jonathan muttered, more to himself than to the others in the room. 
 
    As the potion passed his lips, a wave of bitter cold washed over him, seeping into his very bones. His vision blurred, the walls of the chamber melting away into a kaleidoscope of colours that swirled and danced before his eyes. The last thing Jonathan saw before the darkness consumed him was Fade's smile, a menacing grin that seemed to mock him even as unconsciousness claimed him. 
 
    When Jonathan's senses returned to him, he found himself bound in chains, the rough iron digging into his wrists and ankles. The air was cool against his skin. He was no longer within the confines of Fade's domain; instead, he appeared to be in a dank and musty cell inside a wooden structure. 
 
    "Welcome back, Jonathan," Fade said, his voice laced with an undercurrent of dark amusement. "The day of our grand performance has finally arrived. Let us hope that you can play your part convincingly." 
 
    "What the fuck Fade?" Jonathan pulled against his restraints. 
 
    "Unfortunately, Flankenstein's abilities are a bit more limited than we led you to believe. He can't actually disguise people as others, some kind of bullshit limitation when he chose his ability." Fade sighed. "So you will be taking back over the role as bait." 
 
    "You could have asked you know." Jonathan's eyes narrowed. 
 
    "I really couldn't. You see, I'm not going to attack Tarthis directly with my forces, I do not have the numbers to do so and it seems the Cult of Sisters have found a way to block my ability. It would be a slaughter, and I would lose. So instead, I'm gonna blow Tarthis up. Unfortunately, you will need to valiantly sacrifice yourself. Alistar and the Sentinels too." 
 
    "You son of a bitch." Jonathan spit. 'I should have listened to Lily.' 
 
    "Don't worry, you will be remembered fondly, and your sluts will be taken good care of. I promise to fuck them each and every day in your memory." Fade produced Jonathan's liquid metal spear from his robe and swung it around. "Also, thank you for the artefact, I've been meaning to get myself one of these." 
 
    Marra made her entrance from a door behind Fade. 
 
    "Everyone is in position, and I have sent the message to Tarthis. It shouldn't be long now." Marra crouched down to Jonathan's level. "Such a shame we couldn't harvest your power, it was intoxicating, I will miss it." 
 
    "Have the explosives been set?" Fade asked as he steepled his fingers. 
 
    'Motherfucking cartoon villain.' Jonathan thought to himself. 
 
    "They have, they will explode on your order and so will this region of the forest." Marra's tail whipped happily. 
 
    "Good. We will wait here until Tarthis and his forces arrive. Once they have engaged the decoy force we will leave and I trigger the explosives." Fade sat down on a chair in the corner of the room. "Oh it is going to be so good being the new Emperor. The anticipation is killing me." 
 
    "Why did you even need me?" Jonathan asked. "You could have just lied to the Emperor and left me out of this." 
 
    "Perhaps. But that wouldn't have worked. I needed proof you were alive. That is why I sent them a miniature homunculus of you." Fade laughed. "Think of it as your very own action figure that proves you are alive. It is kind of like a real-time voodoo doll that only works one way. You to it. For example, if I cut off one of your fingers, your homunculus would also lose the same finger." 
 
    "How did you make a-" Jonathan stopped as pieced together everything. "The tincture." 
 
    "Bingo!" Fade pointed to the sky. "That tincture was the homunculus creation potion." 
 
    The next few hours were spent in silence as Fade surveyed the surrounding forest through a magical view portal, like the one Marra had created in the tower. Alistar, the Sentinels and some sacrificial brutes laid in wait for the Imperial forces, oblivious to their sacrificial status. 
 
    The ground began to shake, evidence of a vast military approaching. 
 
    "Tarthis sighted. Well Johnathan my boy, that's our cue to leave. I hope you enjoy your final moments. I'm still working out which one of your sluts I'm going to console first. Any suggestions?" 
 
    Jonathan looked up at Fade, staring him directly in the eyes. "I do have one suggestion." 
 
    "Oh, go on, I'm listening." Fade laughed. 
 
    "Why don't you go fuck yourself." Jonathan's words sent fire down Fade's spine. 
 
    "What… the hell." Fade's breath began to heave with desire. "But you didn't touch-". Fade looked over to Marra. 
 
    "My lord?" Marra didn't comprehend what was going on. "We really must go now if we want to escape the explosion radius." 
 
    Fade's eyes darkened, the air around him pulsating with a raw, unbridled power. The walls of the chamber trembled, not from the approaching army, but from the sorcerer's wavering control over his own desires. Marra, her body pinned against the wooden wall, looked back at Fade with a mixture of surprise and defiance, her cries unheeded in the face of his overwhelming lust. 
 
    The Dread Sorcerer, his thoughts clouded by an insatiable hunger, paid no heed to the chaos rapidly unfolding outside their cell. His focus was solely on Marra, and sating his lust by thrusting into her, the sound of her flesh slapping against the wall filled the room. Marra found herself caught in the whirlwind of Fade's passion, her own traitorous body responding to his forceful advances, despite her desire to resist Jonathan's power overwhelmed her. 
 
    Fade's hand gripped Marra's throat, his fingers digging into her soft skin as he claimed her. His other hand roamed her body, groping and kneading her breasts, as though by dominating her, he could regain some semblance of control over the situation. Marra, her breath coming in ragged gasps, began to moan in ecstasy. Jonathan watched the scene unfold, looking for an out. Some way for him to escape the cell he found himself in. 
 
    As Fade's movements became more frenzied, Marra's initial resistance vanished, her body succumbing to the relentless onslaught of pleasure that coursed through her veins. Despite the gravity of their situation, the succubus found herself swept away by the tide of Fade's lust, her own desires awakened by the raw power that flowed through her. 
 
    The ground shook once more, a stark reminder of the impending doom that was rapidly approaching. Yet, Fade remained oblivious to the danger, his mind and body ensnared by the web of desire that held him in its thrall. It was as though time itself had slowed to a crawl, the world outside their cell fading into insignificance as the Dread Sorcerer and his second-in-command surrendered to their basest instincts. 
 
    Jonathan continued to struggle against his restraints. But it was no use. They were inescapable without some sort of assistance. The rumbling sounds grew louder as the far wall of the wooden structure crumbled inwards. A pack of wolf-bear hybrids looking creatures bursting through the gap. A top of the pack's alpha, a small familiar faen sorcerer with a filthy mouth stood triumphantly. 
 
    "Hey Jonn, did you miss my ass?" Painsley grinned. She ordered the alpha to break Jonathan's chains. It reached down with its claws and shattered the metal links like clay. 
 
    "Painsley. I'm so happy to see you." Jonathan smiled as he discarded his broken bindings and retrieved his spear. 
 
    "What's up with those two?" Painsley pointed to Marra and Fade who had barely registered that half the building was gone. They were still going at it. 
 
    "Long story and we don't have time right now. We need to get out of here and warn Alistar and the Sentinels, they are in danger." Jonathan looked at Painsley's pack. "Just how many beasts do you have following you?" 
 
    "About fifty, give or take. I've been a busy girl." Painsley giggled. 
 
    "Why am I not surprised? Let's get the hell out of here." Jonathan turned around to Fade. "Just one thing left to do." He shaped his spear into a metal hammer and wacked that asshole in the back of the head. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 83: Battle 
 
    Emperor Tarthis, atop his forrin, surveyed the battlefield with a mixture of disdain and curiosity. How could this upstart sorcerer, Jonn Nightmare, continue to elude his forces? The reports of his demise had been greatly exaggerated, the Tracker would have much to answer for. But for now the Emperor's army, alongside the Inquisition and the Brute Legion, prepared to clash with the sorcerer's forces. 
 
    The air was thick with the tension of impending warfare, the sky above filled with the cries of ravens, as if they too anticipated the bloodshed that was about to unfold. Tarthis, his golden hair catching the light of the morning sun, drew his ancient sword, an artefact of incredible power, its blade shimmering with a spectral energy. Beside him, Captain Garth, tightened his grip on his own artefact weapon, a warhammer that thrummed with electricity. Aurra rode alongside them, her spear gleaming with a fire that seemed to burn with an unquenchable fervour. Her son, Rike, brandished a double-headed axe that could cut through stone. 
 
    The ground shook as the combined might of the Inquisition, the Brute Legion, and the Imperial army advanced, their battle cries echoing across the plains. The sorcerer's forces, a motley collection of creatures and rebels, stood defiantly against the Empire's onslaught, their determination fuelled by the belief in their cause. 
 
    Alistar positioned his Sentinels strategically, their swords and shields at the ready. They fought not only for their freedom but for the future of their homeland. Their battle cries punctuated by the rallying chant, "Long may we stand!" 
 
    The battle was fierce, the clash of steel and the roar of magic filling the air. The Inquisition, their faith in the Empire unwavering, cut through the sorcerer's forces with precision and fury, their artefact weapons glowing with energy as they sought to purge the land of all who dared to oppose them. The Brute Legion, their bodies enhanced by the Empire's dark sorcery, fought with a savagery that was both terrifying and awe-inspiring. Their strength was unparalleled.. 
 
    Amidst the chaos, Aurra and Garth found themselves locked in combat with a group of sorcerous beasts. Aurra's spear danced with flames, her every movement a testament to her martial prowess, while Garth's hammer crushed bone and sent shockwaves through those he hit. 
 
    Rike, his eyes burning with the thrill of battle, led a contingent of brutes against the Sentinels, his axe cleaving the land and causing the ground beneath the Sentinels to shatter. The Sentinels, however, refused to yield, their swords deflecting the brute's attacks. 
 
    As the battle raged on, Emperor Tarthis watched from his vantage point, his mind racing with strategies and calculations. He knew that the true test of his rule was not merely in the strength of his army, but in his ability to outmanoeuvre his enemies. The sorcerer, and Dread Sorcerer Fade, had proven to be a formidable adversary, but Tarthis was confident that victory would ultimately be his. 
 
    The Emperor spurred his forrin forward, his blade singing a song of death and destruction as he joined the fray, his every action a grim reminder of the power he wielded. The battlefield was his canvas, his sword swings were his brushstrokes. 
 
    The Emperor's forces pressed on, their might unrelenting, yet the Sentinels held their ground. The clash of metal upon metal reverberated through the air, mingling with the cries of the fallen. Alistar, his blade coated in the ichor of his foes, roared a battle cry that rallied his men, their spirits unbroken despite the overwhelming odds. 
 
    But the Sentinels began to falter. Their lines, once solid and unyielding, started to buckle under the relentless onslaught. The Brute Legion, their muscles rippling with every swing of their weapons, pushed forward, their lust for victory as palpable as their physical strength. Rike, at the forefront, cleaved through the Sentinels' defence, his axe a blur of motion and destruction. 
 
    As the Sentinels' ranks thinned, a thunderous roar erupted from the flank of the Empire's forces. Through the dust and chaos came a stampede of monstrous Urnines, their hulking forms a terrifying sight to behold. At their lead, astride the largest of the beasts, were none other than Jonathan and Painsley, their eyes alight with determination and fury. 
 
    The Urnines crashed into the Empire's flank like a tidal wave, their sheer mass and momentum sending soldiers flying. Jonathan, his cloak billowing behind him, wielded his liquid metal spear with deadly precision, its tip finding the gaps in the enemy's armour, his hours of practice in the Dread Tower paying off. Painsley, her bond with the creatures unbreakable, commanded her pack with a series of whistles and gestures, directing them to wreak havoc upon the Empire's forces. 
 
    The surprise attack turned the tide of the battle, the once confident Imperial soldiers now scrambling to defend themselves against the ferocious beasts. The Urnines tore through the ranks, their claws and teeth ripping through armour and flesh alike. The Sentinels, seizing the opportunity, rallied and pushed back against the Brute Legion. In the midst of the battle Jonathan found Alistar, relaying all that had transpired and how Fade had betrayed them. They needed to retreat. 
 
    "But how sir?" Alistar asked. "The enemy are right on our heel." 
 
    "I will cover your retreat, just pull your men back." Jonathan assured. 
 
    "But you will be killed. I won't let you-" 
 
    "Go!" Jonathan's command left little to argue with. Alistar nodded and gave the order. 
 
    As the Sentinels began their retreat, Jonathan began looking into the eyes of the nearby Legion brutes. A lewd thought in his mind. One by one the brutes began to falter. Their blood lust turning to regular lust. They turned their sights to nearby female Inquisitors. 
 
    Jonathan's eyes, glowing with an otherworldly light, swept over the battlefield. His Arousal Control ability, now augmented by the upgrade Painsley had purchased for him, allowed him to affect entire groups of soldiers rapidly. The Empire's forces, disciplined and fierce, began to falter as a wave of insatiable lust washed over them. The upgrade's contagious effect spread like wildfire, soldiers touching one another and becoming ensnared by the same overwhelming desire that had struck their comrades. 
 
    The front lines of the Empire's advance crumbled into a frenzy of carnal chaos. Officers grappled with their subordinates in a fevered haze of sexual hunger. The once orderly ranks devolved into a writhing mass of bodies, their military training abandoned in the face of their uncontrollable urges. The Brute Legion, their immense strength now directed towards less martial pursuits, groaned with pleasure and confusion, their bestial nature overwhelmed by Jonathan's power. 
 
    Captain Garth, his eyes locked with Jonathan's from across the battlefield, felt a surge of arousal that he could neither explain nor resist. His grip on his warhammer loosened as his mind filled with lewd images of the ashborn Saikhi, her body entwined with his in a thousand different ways. He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts, but the desire that gripped him was relentless. He turned to Aurra, who was similarly affected, her spear falling to the ground as she reached for Garth with a hunger that she had never known before. 
 
    Aurra's son, Rike, stood amidst the madness, his body tense as he fought against the tide of lust that threatened to consume him. He watched in disbelief as his fellow Inquisitors, their minds clouded by Jonathan's ability, began to fuck each other. Yet, despite his internal struggle, Rike took hold of a nearby female subordinate and pushed her down to the ground, taking her in the midst of battle. 
 
    Even the Emperor, Tarthis himself, was not immune to the effects of Jonathan's gaze. His body, normally a vessel for unyielded control and authority, now throbbed with a need that was as undeniable as it was unexpected. 
 
    The battlefield, once a scene of fierce combat, had transformed into a sprawling arena of erotic pandemonium. The Empire's soldiers, their minds ensnared by Jonathan's power, were now more concerned with sating their newfound lust than with continuing the fight. The relatively few female soldiers and Inquisitors doing their best to keep up with the many men taking their turns with them. Before long, each woman, including Aurra, were more covered in cum than not. 
 
     The chaos that Jonathan had unleashed had effectively halted the Imperial advance, providing Alistar and the Sentinels with the precious time they needed to retreat. 
 
    "Where should we retreat to sir?" Alistar asked Jonathan as they retreated. 
 
    "Back to the Dread Tower. We are taking it for ourselves." 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 84: Consolidation 
 
    Jonathan, Painsley, and Alistar, along with the battered but resilient Sentinels, made their way back to the imposing edifice of the Dread Tower. Upon entering the tower, the group was met with pockets of resistance from the brutes that remained loyal to Fade. The muscle-bound creatures, large tusks protruding from their jaws and pointed ears poking through their matted hair, snarled ferociously. But Painsley's pack of Urnines quickly subdued them. Painsley's creatures that stood taller and broader than any natural predator, tore into the brutes with fierce determination, their jaws clamping down on limbs and their massive paws swiping with deadly precision. Alistar and the Sentinels, skilled and battle-hardened warriors, fought with equal zeal, their blades slicing through the ranks of the remaining brutes. Within the hour, the last of Fade's loyalists lay defeated. 
 
    Jonathan called for a meeting in what was once Fade's war room. It was here, amid the scattered maps and discarded parchment, that Jonathan addressed the group, explaining the depth of Fade's betrayal. 
 
    "He never intended for us to be allies," Jonathan revealed, his voice echoing off the stone walls, "Fade planned to use us as pawns in his own scheme for power. He thought nothing of sacrificing our lives for his own gains." 
 
    The assembly, comprised of those who had placed their trust in Fade, absorbed the news with a mix of anger and disillusionment. Saikhi, who had spent many hours in this room, felt a pang of regret for the trust she had placed in the sorcerer. Talitha tightened her grip on Alistar's hand, her eyes reflecting the fierce resolve that came with the knowledge that the man she had grown to care for had been on the brink of a treacherous end. 
 
    In the silence that followed, Jonathan's gaze met each of theirs. There was a hard set to his jaw, the weight of their collective destiny resting upon his shoulders. "But we are not pawns," he declared, "We are survivors, fighters, and leaders in our own right. And we will use this tower as our stronghold. Together, we will survive." Jonathan paused for a moment. "No. Not survive, we will thrive. It looks like the only way forward for us now is to overthrow those who intend to do us harm. Be that the Empire, be that sorcerers. I'm done running." 
 
    A ripple of agreement coursed through the room as the group acknowledged Jonathan. Talitha, Saikhi, Painsley, and Alistar all nodded in solemn assent, knowing that the path ahead was going to be fraught with hardship and danger. 
 
    "What is your first order. Lord Nightmare?" Alistar made sure the word 'lord' was emphasised. 
 
    "Lord?" Jonathan questioned the title. 
 
    "Without you, every single one of us would either be dead, or enslaved. I can think of no better, and although you do not have Southlands blood in your veins, you fuck with the best of us. I can think of no better Lord to follow than yourself." Alistar and the Sentinels kneeled before Jonathan. 
 
    "Without you, I would have probably ended up living on the streets of Cliffside." Saikhi nodded, and joined in kneeling. 
 
    "You are already my chieftain, I know you will continue to serve the will of the forest." Talitha kneeled. 
 
    "You got me out of a place I probably would have died in, and you didn't even know me. You are kind and worthy to follow." Yianna kneeled. 
 
    "Ah fuck it, why not, I got nothing better going on right now and those Empire bastards are going to pay for what they did to Jonn the Second. But don't expect me to kneel." Painsley smirked. 
 
    Jonathan looked around to those kneeled before him and Painsley. This was a lot of responsibility. 
 
    "Thank you everyone. Please rise." Jonathan rubbed the back of his neck. 
 
    Everyone stood up. Alistar still awaiting his new Lord's orders. 
 
    Jonathan, now recognized as a lord by his loyal followers, stood before the assemblage in the war room, his mind racing with the implications of this newfound responsibility. The gravity of their situation was not lost on him; they were outcasts, rebels, and sorcerers, each bearing the mark of the hunted within this unforgiving game realm. 
 
    "We've claimed this tower as our own," Jonathan began, his voice steady and confident, "and it will serve as our foundation. But we must be proactive. We cannot simply wait for the Empire to come knocking on our door. Our first priority is to fortify our defences," he continued, gesturing to the maps strewn across the war table. "We need to secure the surrounding area and ensure that our stronghold cannot be easily breached. Alistar, I want you and the Sentinels to take charge of this. Utilize the Urnines to patrol the perimeter and set up traps for any would-be invaders." 
 
    Alistar nodded, his mind already turning with strategies and formations. The Sentinels, their armour glinting in the dim torchlight, stood ready to follow their new Lord's command. 
 
    "Painsley, I need you to continue to strengthen your bond with the Urnines and any other creatures that may aid us, recall your guidebook and upgrade your ability" Jonathan instructed, turning his gaze to the petite, orange-haired sorceress. "Your ability to tame and control beasts will be invaluable in bolstering our forces." 
 
    Painsley gave a mocking salute with a sly grin, her confidence in her skills unshaken. She was already formulating plans to expand her menagerie and scout the lands around the Dread Tower. 
 
    "Saikhi, your knowledge and intellect are our greatest assets when it comes to understanding our enemies and the politics of this world," Jonathan said, addressing the ashborn woman whose curiosity knew no bounds. "I task you with gathering intelligence on the Empire's movements and any potential allies that may be swayed to our cause." 
 
    Saikhi's eyes sparkled with the challenge, her mind already diving into the annals of history and lore that she had committed to memory. 
 
    "Tali," Jonathan said, his tone softening slightly as he looked upon the heldran huntress. "I need you to focus on our supplies and resources. We must ensure that we can sustain ourselves and our allies during the trials to come." 
 
    Talitha gave a firm nod, her hand instinctively reaching for the bolas at her side, a silent promise that she would do everything in her power to provide for their burgeoning stronghold. 
 
    "And as for Yianna," Jonathan said, turning to the former queen "I need you to maintain and keep the tower secure, try to convince the maids that once followed Fade to switch allegiances." Yianna accepted her task with a grace. 
 
    "Lastly," Jonathan said, looking around at the faces of those who had pledged their loyalty to him, "we must not forget that we are a family now. We have been brought together by fate, and it is together that we will face whatever challenges come our way. We will survive, we will grow stronger, and if needed, we will take over Adearath." 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 85: Achievement 
 
    "I told you, but did you listen noooooo." Lily gibed. Jonathan once again regretted his decision to open his guidebook. Jonathan sat in Fade's old room with is book open, the room was simpler than he imagined, not a whole lot of flair, it was just like the other rooms, relatively empty and very imposing, although the bed was twice the size. 
 
    "Ugh. Fine. I promise to listen to you in the future." 
 
    "Good." 
 
    "Oh hey, looks like you unlocked a rare achievement." Lily smiled. "Flip over the page." 
 
    "Achievements? That's a bit much isn't it?" Jonathan asked. 
 
    "Oh just check it out. They didn't even tell me what all the achievements were, so I wanna see." 
 
    "Ok, ok." Jonathan flipped the page: 
 
    Achievement Unlocked - Become a Lord 
 
    Reward: Permanent Helper 
 
    Do you accept? 
 
    "Sure I accept." Jonathan said, more help would be nice. 
 
    "What? Wait no, do not accept that. DO NOT ACCEPT THAT!" Lily yelled. 
 
    As Jonathan's fingertip hovered over the acceptance, a shimmering light enveloped the room, causing him to squint and shield his eyes. Lily's figure, usually ethereal and see-through, began to morph, her form coalescing into something wholly corporeal. Jonathan's mouth gaped as Lily, the guidebook fairy he'd grown accustomed to, transformed before his very eyes into a living, breathing being. 
 
    Lily's newfound physicality didn't just stop at her visibility. Her wings, previously gossamer and insubstantial, folded into her back and disappeared into her flesh. Her long, black hair cascaded around her shoulders. Her size grew to that of a normal persons. Her attire shifted as well, the skimpy clothes she always wore becoming more detailed, textured, and fitted perfectly to her body. 
 
    With a soft thud, Lily's petite form landed squarely on Jonathan's lap, catching him completely off guard. Her eyes, a bright, locked onto his. The weight of her body against his made Jonathan's cock harden. He could feel the warmth radiating from her, a stark contrast to the cool, impersonal presence he was used to. 
 
    "What the—Lily? Is that really you?" Jonathan stammered, his hands instinctively moving to steady her as she sat perched upon him. 
 
    Lily chuckled, her voice no longer echoing inside his head but coming from her mouth, filled with amusement and the faint trace of mischief. "Surprise! I'm all yours, Jonathan. For better or worse, you're stuck with me now." 
 
    The shock of the situation gave way to a wave of curiosity. Jonathan's gaze travelled over Lily's new form, taking in the details he had never been able to see before. Her skin, a smooth, unblemished canvas, seemed to almost glow with an inner light. Her ears, now visible, tapered to a delicate point, giving her an even more ethereal beauty. 
 
    "I must say, this is quite the upgrade," Jonathan remarked, his eyes drifting down to the guidebook in his lap, now closed beneath Lily. 
 
    "You pervert. Of course you like this." 
 
    Jonathan's eyes met Lily's, and the weight of the situation seemed to anchor them both in place. Lily's presence was no longer a spectral whisper but a tangible reality seated firmly upon him. His mind, ever the traitor, wandered to the softness of her skin and the warmth of her form. The thought of exploring the pleasures of the flesh with this newly materialized being stirred a deep-seated hunger within him. 
 
    As their gaze held, a wave of raw desire washed over Lily, her resistance crumbling under the onslaught of his potent influence. Her pupils dilated, a clear sign of the arousal that now coursed through her. 
 
    Lily's body reacted in ways she had never experienced before. A heat began to simmer between her legs, a warmth that begged to be quenched. Her nipples hardened, pressing against the fabric of her clothes, and she found herself suppressing a moan that threatened to escape her lips. 
 
    "Jonn" Lily gasped, her voice quivering with the effort it took to maintain some semblance of control. "You don't know what you're doing to me." 
 
    Jonathan, realizing the effect his power was having on Lily, tried to break eye contact, but it was as if an invisible force held their gazes fastened together. He could feel his own arousal growing, his cock straining against the constraints of his trousers. 
 
    Lily's attempts to fight the overwhelming desire that filled her senses were valiant but ultimately futile. The blend of shock and exhilaration at her new physical form, combined with the intoxicating allure of Jonathan's power, proved too much for her to bear. 
 
    With a shuddering sigh, Lily succumbed to the lust that now coursed through her veins like wildfire. Her hands, which had been resting on Jonathan's chest for balance, began to wander, tracing the contours of his muscles through the fabric of his shirt. The sensation of touching him for the first time sent a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. 
 
    Jonathan, caught in the throes of his own desire, gave in to the temptation that was Lily. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer, his lips seeking hers in a hungry, desperate kiss. The world around them seemed to melt away, leaving only the two of them. 
 
    The playful, often irritating fairy he had come to know was now a being of desires and needs, her vulnerability on display before him. With a gentle touch, he guided her to the bed, the soft rustle of the sheets beneath them a juxtaposed the intensity of the moment. 
 
    Lily's held her breath as Jonathan's hands moved to the bottom of her robe, lifting it up and over her head to reveal the smooth, unblemished skin beneath. Her breasts, now free from the constraints of clothing, were firm and round, the nipples pebbled from the cool air of the room. Jonathan's gaze lingered on her body, the sight of her nakedness pushing him onwards. Lily's body quivered with anticipation under his touch. 
 
    Jonathan allowed his own clothes to fall away, his erect cock springing free and standing proudly against his stomach. Lily's eyes widened at the sight of him, a soft gasp escaping her lips as she took in the full extent of his arousal. 
 
    Guiding Lily further onto the bed, Jonathan positioned himself between her legs, the heat of her arousal radiating off of her. He could see the wet evidence of her desire, the sight of it causing his cock to twitch with need. 
 
    With a slow, deliberate motion, Jonathan laid his cock on top of Lily's crotch, the skin-to-skin contact sending a shiver of pleasure through them both. Lily, her body alight with sensation, instinctively wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. 
 
    Jonathan's hands found Lily's hips, holding her in place as he began to grind against her. The sensation of her wetness against his shaft was exquisite, the friction building with each passing moment. 
 
    Lily, overcome with desire, reached down and gripped Jonathan's cock, guiding him to her entrance. The tip of his member nudged against her, the promise of what was to come causing a moan to escape her lips. With a slow, steady thrust, Jonathan pushed forward, his cock sliding into Lily's welcoming warmth. The feeling of her tight, wet channel enveloping him. 
 
    As Jonathan began to move within her, Lily's body arched upward to meet his thrusts, her fingers clawing at the sheets beneath her. Jonathan's pace increased, each powerful stroke eliciting a cry of pleasure from Lily's lips. Her body trembled beneath him, the walls of her pussy fluttering around his cock as she neared the brink of ecstasy. 
 
    With a final, desperate thrust, Jonathan drove himself deep into Lily's core, his own climax barrelling down upon him like a freight train. As his seed erupted from his cock, filling Lily with his warmth, she too reached the summit of her pleasure, her body convulsing around him as she cried out his name. 
 
    "You idiot." Lily gasped as she drifted into unconsciousness. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 86: Rage 
 
    "All my work, dashed in an instant. I should have known better than to trust Jonn. I should have left him to die, and left his ashborn slut to become a military whore." the Tracker threw his mace, it lodged firmly in the hideout's wall. 
 
    "All is not lost." Kianna did her best to comfort her fiancé. "We have been wounded, but the Resistance still lives. It doesn't matter what some rogue sorcerer does." 
 
    "But our father is dead Kianna." Vianna spoke up for the first time in a long time. "Our people have no leader." 
 
    "You're right, and our people need a leader now more than ever," Kianna said, her voice firm. She stood tall. "And I, as the heir to the Rainfell crown, will do whatever it takes to restore our land to its former glory." 
 
    Tellik, the Tracker, halted his pacing. He looked at Kianna, seeing the fire in her eyes, a reflection of the determination that had driven him to do anything to protect the realm. "You're right," he said, "I will stand by your side, Kianna. As your husband and the new king of Rainfell. Together, we will rebuild what was lost." 
 
    "This is not just about ruling," Vianna said, her voice clear and strong. "It's about family, about legacy. You will need heirs, a line to carry on the fight should something happen to us." 
 
    A slow nod from Tellik signalled his agreement. "I will claim both of you as my wives," he declared. "We will have a large family, securing the royal line and ensuring the future of Rainfell." 
 
    Kianna and Vianna exchanged a look of surprise. 
 
    "That would be very unusual." Kianna coughed. 
 
    "You're not just trying to get into my pants are you Tellik?" Vianna crossed her arms. 
 
    Tellik gazed upon the twins, his future queens, and saw not just the future of his lineage, but of all Rainfell. The decision to claim them both was not made lightly; it was a strategic move, weaving the strands of love and duty together into a tapestry of power and continuity.  
 
    "Our bloodline must be strong and undisputed," he explained, his voice stern yet tender. "In unity, we will present an unbreakable front to our enemies. Our children will be the embodiment of that strength. To you, Kianna and Vianna, I offer not just my hand in marriage, but a partnership that will shape the destiny of our people." 
 
    The twins exchanged a glance, their expressions a mixture of reluctance and acceptance. They understood the gravity of the situation, the necessity of their roles. With a nod from each, they agreed to Tellik's proposition.  
 
    "Well then, let us not waste any time." Tellik did not hesitate. 
 
    The urgency of their situation demanded action. He approached Vianna first, his hands roaming her body. He kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth as his hands moved to drop her pants.  
 
    Kianna watched, a complex emotion swirling within her. She loved Tellik, but the idea of sharing him, of experiencing this intimate act with her sister present filled her with jealousy. 
 
    Tellik laid Vianna upon the wooden table and entered her with a single, powerful thrust, causing her to gasp with a mix of surprise and excitement. His rhythm was steady, his desire to plant his seed within her strong.  
 
    Kianna approached, her eyes locked on Tellik's muscular form as he moved atop her twin sister. She placed a hand on his shoulder, feeling the tension in his muscles as he claimed Vianna's body as his own.  
 
    Tellik turned to Kianna, his gaze filled with longing. He pulled her close, his lips meeting hers. His hand found its way between her legs, his fingers skilfully teasing her through the fabric of her pants.  
 
    Withdrawing from Vianna, he shifted his attention to Kianna. He undressed her with eagerness. He lifted her onto the table beside her sister, and with a fierce thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. The twins held each other's hands, their bodies rocking in unison with Tellik's powerful movements his cock and hand working skilfully to pleasure. 
 
    As Tellik moved between the two, fucking each with a desperate intensity, he knew that this act was more than just the creation of heirs. It was an outlet for him to work out his failures. 
 
    Meanwhile, Kianna and Vianna, their rivalry, as old as they were, took centre stage. Not in open competition, but in the subtle dance of seduction. 
 
    Kianna, with her fiery spirit and sharp intellect, had always been the one to take charge. She wrapped her legs around Tellik's waist, pulling him deeper into her. Her cries of pleasure designed to ensnare his senses, to make him forget the world outside their intimate embrace. 
 
    Vianna, the more nurturing and empathetic of the two, reached out, her fingers brushing down Tellik's chest, feeling the beat of his heart beneath her touch. She met his thrusts with a gentle undulation of her hips, creating a harmony of movement. Her eyes, filled with adoration, locked onto his. 
 
    The Tracker, caught between the two, felt the intensity of their love. He was torn between the raw, unbridled passion of Kianna and the tender, heartfelt affection of Vianna. Each had their own unique allure, a different facet of the same coin. He found himself lost in their embrace, his mind clouded with desire and the need to claim them both as his own. 
 
    As the moments passed, the twins' attempts to outdo one another became more pronounced, each one of them begging for Tellik's seed. Kianna, her eyes glazed with lust, arched her back and ground her hips against Tellik's hand, mewling for him to fill her with his essence. Vianna, not to be outdone, clawed at his chest, her lips uttering filthy pleas, her body quivering with the anticipation of being claimed by the man who until recently was only her sister's. 
 
    Tellik, overcome with the need to make both his own, felt hi cock throb. He reached out, his hands finding their hips, positioning them so that their pussies pressed together. He slid his cock between their folds feel each sister's warmth on a different side of his shaft. With a final, powerful thrust, Tellik reached his climax, his body shuddering with the force of his release. He did his best to equally fill the twins to their capacity. The twins, seeing the ecstasy on Tellik's face, knew that their performance had been a success. 
 
    As Tellik sat down, his rage had subsided. 'This could work.' He thought to himself. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 87: Disarray 
 
    The battlefield lay strewn with the remnants of the once formidable Imperial force. The sun's dimming light cast a harsh glare on the aftermath of the chaos unleashed by Jonn's Arousal Control ability. Lust had turned Emperor Tarthis' disciplined ranks into a writhing mass of carnal desire. Now, as the fog of war lifted, the Emperor surveyed his crippled forces. 
 
    Tarthis, hair was matted and his white skin smeared with the grime of battle. He stood atop a rise overlooking what was left of his command. The scene was one of both loss and unexpected triumph. Many of Tarthis' forces lay dead but the Dread Sorcerer Fade, a sorcerer he has wanted to capture for as long as he could remember, had been captured, his unconscious body found laying next to his former queen-turned-succubus Marra. Tarthis could barely look at her, look at what she had become. Her once innocent face now lewd mess. 
 
    Tarthis kicked Fade on the side. Fade groaned and rolled onto his back. His heavy eyelids fluttered open. 
 
    "It's been quite some time Fade. I haven't seen you since the conquest." Tarthis looked down upon his battered foe. "Your skills were invaluable in helping me take all of Adearath, and for that I should thank you." Tarthis kicked Fade's side eliciting a groan as he clutched his side. "But you just had to try and usurp me. After everything I had done for you. But taking Marra from me. That was low, even for scum like you." Tarthis spit on Fade. 
 
    "Urgh…" Fade let out a wheeze. 
 
    "Save your breath Just. I want to hear you scream when I personally debrand you." Tarthis scorn had a hint of pity for his former brother in arms. 
 
    As the Emperor continued his taunting Aurra, Rike, and Garth had begun the evacuation of the wounded. As the sun continued to drop below the horizon, Tarthis continued to stand triumphantly over Fade's battered body. 
 
    "Do you have nothing to say to me!?" Tarthis yelled. 
 
    Fade looked up at the Emperor, the one he had seeked to dispose for all these years. He knew it was over for him. 
 
    "I do… have one thing… to say to you." Fade forced the words through clenched teeth. 
 
    "Go on then. Say your peace." Tarthis prepared to hear Fade last lucid words. 
 
    "I'm going to hell… and I will need some company." Fade activated the explosives beneath himself and Tarthis. Bits of Fade and Tarthis reached as far as the gates of the Dread Tower. 
 
    END of BOOK ONE 
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