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Chapter 1

Celebrations continued for days after the wedding. From Radevic all the way up to Artaggon, everyone was still up in a hubbub over the Commonwealth of Sin's two queens tying the knot at last. Their accomplishments and influence had touched the hearts of many. The founding of the Eminence of Sin, lifting the poor from poverty, and creating a haven that accepted people from all walks of life, these were among the many things countless souls were grateful to Kanae and Arenade for.

To thank them for their service and the wedding occasion, Grand Eye Analise approved Kanae's request for time-off to go on her honeymoon. Their destination? The pearly white beaches of Kandis. Arenade had taken the liberty of booking their vacation. If Kanae had been denied from going, Arenade would have gone alone herself because of course she would.

Southwest of Upper Turic Forest and south of Port Kandis laid a beautiful beach beloved by all. It was known for its warm sands, exotic multi-pronged palm trees, and gorgeous scenery. Before the war, high elves from Ortesia sailed across the sea all the time to vacation there. Lords and nobles of the city state of Radevic visited often, too.

The only way to get there was by boat, since a canyon range sealed it off from the rest of the mainland. Although Kanae and Arenade had the ability to fly, her new wife wanted to take a boat there like a normal person instead.

Before leaving, Kanae had something to settle at Amethyst Hall first. She had her unit stand in a line in front of her. Petyr, Edina, Alicia, Claudia, and Hilde stood in formation. All five of them looked absolutely confident about themselves, especially in what Kanae was about to do.

"I…" Kanae began and caused everyone to swallow hard, "choose Alicia to be Vice-Captain of Amethyst Hall."

Alicia flashed a triumphant smile. Meanwhile, the rest of them erupted in groans.

"A mistake. I'm Amethyst Hall's strongest asset. The position of Vice-Captain should fall to me. Combined, they can't even match my strength!" Petyr complained.

"You can be about as unhinged as Roshasha. I was clearly the better choice!" Claudia pouted.

"What about me, Kanae? I'm your best friend! You only just met this succubus. Come on!" Edina folded her arms in disapproval, and the pair of undead minions behind her did the same.

"Petyr, you're too prone to violence. Claudia, you're just going to taunt Petyr if I give you the position. Edina, you don't even like leading! Hilde, do you want to voice your protest, too?" Kanae asked.

Hilde shook her head, seemingly the only one to agree. "I think Alicia is a prudent choice. My sister is often composed and collected. Calculating even. I go to her for advice, and while she may be quite the tease, she takes me seriously. Alicia won't fail you."

That was Kanae's exact thoughts. Edina was right in that they were only recently acquainted. However, in that short time, Alicia had shown herself to be a reliable ally, confidante, and fighter. Vice-Captains had already been chosen over at Silver Hall and Ivory Hall, but Kanae had held off on electing someone for that position for obvious reasons.

The others were… less suited to a leadership role. Petyr could have been perfect, given her experience as Lord-Major of the Ortesian invasionary force, if only she wasn't so short-tempered. But putting the high elf in command of a bunch of succubi probably wasn't going to end well. Grand Eye Analise also wouldn't have appreciated a war criminal in the position of Amethyst Hall leadership. At least with Alicia, she was far enough removed from recent events that Radevic had little reason to be antagonistic with her.

"I won't let you down, Knight-Commander. Is there anything in particular you need me to take care of during your absence?" Alicia asked.

"You're going to be answering to Grand Eye Analise, so she should have tasks for you. As for me… I'll be happy if the place doesn't burn down while I'm gone," Kanae said seriously, shooting a glare at the two most prone to make that happen.

Petyr and Claudia averted their gazes from her.

With the matter of Amethyst Hall's leadership resolved, Kanae bid everyone goodbye. They saw her off at the entrance, where she flew for the manor— only for Elizabeth Bedlam to catch up mid-flight on a flying broom.

"Oh, no. Please, don't ask me for anything. I'm about to go on my honeymoon!" Kanae groaned.

"Amethyst, come now. I'm not here to ruin your day. I wanted to give you this." Eliza plopped a teleportation pellet into her palm. "While I have zero intentions of jinxing your honeymoon, I'm here to give this to you out of an abundance of caution. Should anything happen to you, or anything happen here, you may consider using it to come right back to Aidenhall. And with that, I bid you a wonderful vacation in the glimmering sands of Kandis!"

The sorceress veered off back to the palace. Kanae pocketed the pellet and sighed. Still, this was good to have regardless of circumstances.

Arenade was waiting at the manor in Brighton, surrounded by their children and family. A luxurious Rown Company carriage had parked out front, ready to take off.

"Took you long enough!" Arenade planted both hands on her hips.

"What? That was hardly an hour! Anyway, I'm ready to leave. Kids, behave while we're gone. Teana, Pan, Revah, and Mikki, the four of you better listen to your instructors. Feraline, Suvee, and Kanade, don't hurt or charm anyone just because I'm not here to stop you." Kanae shot each of them with a stern, motherly glare.

"Master…" Esta dragged her feet up to them in apparent anguish. "I still wish I could go with you two…"

"I know. It's hard for you to stay behind as my servant, but this is mine and Arenade's vacation. It wouldn't be a honeymoon if we brought a third," she said.

Esta helped them one last time by lifting their bags onto the back of the carriage. Kanae hugged each of her daughters, kissed Mitty and Noah, and promised to bring souvenirs back.

"Don't worry about the young'uns, Kanae. I'll keep 'em fed and looked after!" Moira waved.

Arenade picked up Kanade and Suvee, squeezing them with affection before climbing into the carriage. Kanae followed her in, and as the carriage lurched its first step of the journey, the kids raced onto the road to wish them goodbye.

"Have a safe trip!" all of them shouted at once.

"Finally." Arenade relaxed into the silken cushioned seat. "No responsibilities, no war, and no fighting!"

"You're going to jinx it by saying that out loud." Kanae joked, then rested a hand on Arenade's thigh.

"Hey, now… You're not seriously— mmph!"

Kanae leaned in to kiss Arenade, her beautiful high elven wife. She resisted at first, but the effort was half-hearted. Their lips pressed together deeply until Kanae's tongue took it another step further. The two laid down on the seating that was wide enough to accommodate them both. When Kanae slipped a hand under Arenade's dress, she was surprised to find a soaking snatch.

"You're looking forward to this as much as I am," Kanae teased.

"Nngh… It's only because I know you're going to be insatiable during the honeymoon… B-But sex better not be all we're doing! I want to go to the beach, see the wildlife, and fly over the ocean for most of the trip! I… I want to have a romantic time…" Arenade pressed her fingers together and blushed.

"Looking all demure like that makes me want to fuck you even more!" She plunged her tail into Arenade's pussy just as the front slat pulled open.

"Hey, hey, hey! Don't get too frisky in there, or you might tip the carriage over!" Renya shouted from the coach seat.

"RENYA?!" Kanae and Arenade snapped upright.

The chairwoman of Rown Company wasn't dressed in her usual crimson longcoat and tricorn hat. Instead, Renya had on a black trench coat and bowler hat to look the part of a stagecoach. She tipped her hat, grinning from ear to ear.

"Howdy! I'll be your coach for this journey. The forecast from Radevic to Lograin is looking to be mostly sunny, then cloudy as we draw closer to the evening. From Lograin to Orturic and finally Port Kandis, we'll have a light rainy spell but otherwise calm trek. Will there be any questions or concerns, ladies?" Renya asked.

"Yeah, why in three hells are YOU our coach? I specifically ask your taxi service to send anyone but you!" Arenade groaned.

"And like good Rown employees, they went straight to me!" She thumbed to herself.

"Renya, Arenade and I were hoping to have a honeymoon between just the two of us…" Kanae explained.

A clone suddenly appeared inside on the seat across from them. Clone Renya reached for a compartment underneath her, pulling out a bottle of wine and three glasses. She filled two for Kanae and Arenade, then another for prime Renya.

"I know, I know!" Renya said, vanishing the clone and taking a sip of wine. "But you're going to need a ship to take you to Kandis. Unless you plan to fly there? With all those bags in the back?"

Kanae recalled Esta loading a bunch of Arenade's bags into the carriage trunk. She did bring a lot of stuff…

"What's in all that anyway?" Kanae asked her wife.

"Clothes, skin care products, and nutrition and vitamin potions," Arenade answered as a matter of factly.

"What? How did you manage to pack five bags worth of that stuff?!" she exclaimed.

"How else am I going to stay this divinely beautiful?"

Kanae slapped a hand to her face and sighed. This wasn't a honeymoon between herself and Arenade. This was a honeymoon between Arenade and Arenade.

"See! Anyway, two queens deserve the royal treatment. My Songstress will ferry you to Kandis in style. I'm just coming along for the ride. And a vacation of my own," Renya said.

They were already in the carriage and had no other choice but to accept. Might as well take it all the way to Kandis. The journey from Radevic all the way to Port Kandis had taken a week and a half, pausing only to swap weary languisteeds during pit stops. When they had arrived in Lograin, the City of Sin and Piety received them with open arms. Citizens tossed flowers onto the road and cheered in congratulations. It was the same in Orturic, the small town where Kanae had begun her adventure with Arenade and Edina.

The attention was great, but it stopped when they reached Port Kandis. In the early morning, sailors and common laborers had more important things to do than care about two married queens.

Renya's Songstress was moored at the docks. Her tri-dagger crew were in the middle of loading cargo when they got there. Kanae spotted a few familiar Ortesian galleons, taken from the empire during the war and commandeered for use by port authorities.

"Ah! My beloved ship!" Renya ripped off her trench coat and bowler hat. A crewman came running over to help throw on her crimson longcoat, and another kneeled to offer her the signature tricorn hat. She laid it gently on her head, feeling right at home again with the sea breeze and salty air.

It was a throwback being on the Songstress again. Even Redmane Solas, the lion beastman, who had purchased and prostituted Kanae a long time ago was still here.

"Er… Kanae, is that you?" Redmane squinted.

"Well, if it isn't my old enslaver. How's it going being a part of Renya's crew?" Kanae asked.

"I can't complain, actually! Falling from my grace and losing everything was the best thing to ever happen. I have a steady pay under Rown Company, and I don't have to worry about being imprisoned for running a crime ring," he explained.

"Get those crates loaded, Redmane! I'm not paying you to stand around!" Renya barked, sending him scurrying back to work.

"Enslaver? What was that about?" Arenade whispered.

Oh, right. Arenade wasn't there when it happened. Kanae had long escaped after she met her.

"Just some slaver who pimped me out. Nothing serious." Kanae shrugged.

Renya gave them the guest suite beside the captain's quarters. The ship set sail from Port Kandis at noon, heading south along the coast. Kanae and Arenade availed themselves to the pirate lord's accommodations and hospitality. Come afternoon, Renya hollered for them up to the deck.

When the two of them emerged from within the ship's bowels, they were stunned to find the shimmering blue sea pushing and pulling from snowy white sands of Kandis. All along the coast, tall palm trees split into three crowns swayed like pendulums to the gust of gentle winds. Above, a flock of squawking gulls soared past. Below, schools of sword-nose fishes swam beside the hull.

Farther inland was a mountain of dark green forests, and unseen behind that, way into the distance was the sheer cliffs which separated Kandis from the mainland. The Songstress sailed until it entered an inlet, revealing a gorgeous city hidden within.

A large stone pier stretched out into the waters with a tall lighthouse built at the end of it. Three and four story buildings made of colorful bricks stretched along the immediate coastline. What really captured Kanae's attention was the palace-like landmark inside the city, with its domed cerulean rooftops and gold trims, and many open balconies from which harpies jumped out of.

Few frigates and dozens of rowboats sailed out into the waters, with fishermen throwing lines to catch fish. Harpies, on the other hand, swooped in to snatch a catch in each talon. Children played in the sands, racing back and forth as the tides willed.

The people here were mostly beastmen, with humans and common elves as a minority. They wore light tunics. Others were dressed in skirts woven with palm leaves, and some women had on bras made with coconut shells. Amidst the drumming, belly dancers were putting on a performance on the beach, drawing crowds of applauding spectators

"Hnnngh! Even the air here smells crisp and fresh!" Arenade stretched her arms.

Meanwhile, Kanae was weighed down by all the bags her wife had brought.

"There was a whole city here?" Kanae gasped.

"You didn't know?" Renya descended from the ramp and marveled at the city before them. "This is Kandis, the Sapphire Jewel. It isn't part of the Radevic city-states. Kandis is actually an outpost of Savir, a desert country in the southern part of the continent ruled by three bitchy sultans, who are always bickering over borders. It's why the Empire of Ortesia left this place untouched during the war. They didn't want to accidentally unite the three against them."

Wasn't the Knight of Red somewhere down there? Maybe they got caught up in whatever was going on.

Two female harpies suddenly landed in front of them, bowing with their arms and wings outstretched. They were dressed in lace head scarves and long, loose-fitting dresses. Their chests were embroidered with tiny jewels and ornate patterns stitched in gold.

"Queen Kanae and Queen Arenade of the Commonwealth of Sin, and Renya Rown of Rown Company. Welcome to Kandis, the Sapphire Jewel!" the pair exclaimed in perfect harmony.

"Is this normal?" Kanae whispered.

"Nope. First time it's ever happened to me, and I've sailed here more times than I can count. Maybe it's because you're here?" Renya shrugged.

When Kanae turned to Arenade, she was just as confused.

"I didn't tell anyone here that we were coming." Arenade shook her head.

"You didn't," the dark-red feathered harpy began, "but word of your marriage had reached Vizier Duran. He sends us to congratulate the two queens and apologizes for not being able to come down himself."

The other, another harpy woman with green and blue feathers continued, "Vizier Duran would like to extend to you an invitation to the Cerulean Palace tomorrow night for a banquet, as an official welcome and in honor of your recent wedding. Of course, you need not accept, but he only wishes to provide you with a most memorable stay."

"Is me being a succubus not a problem?" Kanae asked and pointed to herself.

They both shook their heads.

"Hey," Renya whispered. "Vizier Duran is the cousin to Sultana Dudula, one of the three sultans ruling Savir. Specifically, she rules Bravost. He's considered a top dog, practically royalty. Guy like him doesn't usually meet with anyone. You should accept, so I can get my foot through the door!"

Kanae and Arenade exchanged nervous glances.

"This better not end up with us on some adventure! I'm here to relax, not work!" Arenade groaned.

"And I just wanted to have non-stop sex with my wife… Fine. Tell Vizier Duran we accept his invitation." Kanae relented.

"There better be some fine Ortesian wine involved to make up for it!" her greedy wife exclaimed.

It was hard to see, but Kanae could tell by the corners of the harpies' eyes that they were elated to hear them accept.

"Your majesties will be served only the best! We shall come find you tomorrow night at your place of stay. Until then, please enjoy all that the Sapphire Jewel has to offer!" In a hard beat of their wings, both harpies shot to the sky in the direction of the Cerulean Palace.

"Fuck yeah!" Renya pumped her fists. "I'm so happy, I could fire my flintlocks, but I won't because that will only terrify the locals. You two have a good one! I've got work to do before tomorrow night's banquet."

The pirate lord returned to the ship to start barking orders left and right at her crew.

Left to their vacation, Kanae and Arenade sighed in deep relief.

"On three, we say what we want to do first?" Arenade suggested. "One, two—"

"Sex," Kanae said.

"Beach," her high elven wife said.

Unamused, Arenade folded her arms.

"Er… Beach, dinner… then sex?" Kanae compromised.

"Deal. Come on, you sex fiend! We have a honeymoon to enjoy!" Arenade marched ahead.

"Can you at least carry some of your bags? These are all yours anyway!" she complained, struggling to keep pace.


Chapter 2

Kandis, the Sapphire Jewel, was everything Arenade hoped it would be. The beautiful port city was teeming with history and culture. Kanae suspected her new wife had probably wanted to come here all this time as a demigoddess. Only when she became mortal did that opportunity finally presented itself.

They had dropped their stuff off at an upscale inn called Coral. The place was built with white sandstone, probably carved out from a quarry elsewhere. Like the other buildings in the city, its architecture had many windows and archways, and few walls were straight for too long. They were often curved and circular. The rooftops were the same, very few angles and more rounded instead, often domed.

The same was true for the large suite that Arenade had booked for them. In the bedroom, the bed was situated at the center of the room upon a large rug woven in intricate patterns. Other furniture like counters, tables, and standing closets were arranged along the curved wall of the room. Their bathroom was an oval chamber with water pouring into a pool. Finally, a balcony gave them a view of the inlet and port.

"Oh, yeah… That's the spot… mmm…" Arenade moaned as a centaur masseuse kneaded his hands into her back.

Kanae was getting restless. The sounds she was making were turning her on. But Arenade promised some honeymoon sex later at night, so Kanae had to rein in her horniness.

As soon as they arrived at Coral, the innkeeper told them all the amenities that the establishment offered. Massages being one of many. To no surprise, Arenade demanded two of their best masseuses to their room. Now, she and Kanae were lying on a cot each as centaurs massaged them.

It felt good having all the knots and tension worked out, especially since Kanae had gone through the trouble of fighting a war. However, she had other ideas of relieving stress. When the centaur man came around to squeeze Kanae's shoulders, her eyes were drawn to the spot underneath him and between his hind legs. Although it was currently hidden in its sheath, she could really use some dick right now.

Kanae startled the centaur masseuse by grabbing his hand. She used her own to form a circle in one hand and repeatedly thrusted into it with her index finger, then thumbed behind herself. He immediately knew what she wanted and gulped hard. She glanced over to Arenade, whose head was turned away from them.

Just for a little while…

"So, what do you think this Vizier Duran wants?" Arenade asked suddenly.

"Huh? Oh, uhh… I'm not sure. You have any idea?" Kanae returned as the centaur lowered the cot a little and grabbed two handfuls of her cheeks and parted them.

The other centaur had taken notice and tried to continue massaging Arenade while ignoring them. His coworker, however, laid a thick cock between Kanae's ass and rubbed the entrance. This was the massage she was looking for.

"Well, those harpy girls said it was just his way of welcoming us. You know I'm not one to turn down a wealthy dinner! But having been who I was, important people don't meet just to eat dinner. Whatever he wants, it better not involve anything other than us enjoying this vacation," Arenade huffed.

"Ah!" Kanae choked down a moan when the flare of the centaur's cock plunged into her pussy, and the first few inches of the shaft slid right in.

It was so thick and hard. The cot they were on was low enough that a centaur could do this, too. Slowly, he pushed in and out of Kanae, and she savored the length of each stroke.

"Heh. What's wrong, Kanae? Figured a massage would do you some good. After fighting monsters like Petyr and Roshasha, you can't take a centaur?" Arenade asked.

"Oh… I'm taking it… alright…" Kanae's eyes rolled back.

The centaur picked up speed, but he was careful not to make too much noise. Thank goodness this race of beastmen had big dicks, and Bardell was just an insecure fluke.

"Hey, what's going on over there?" Arenade turned her head and gasped. "Kanae, you dirty slut! Both of you, out now! The massage is over!"

Before Kanae had a chance to protest, the spooked centaur pulled right out and brought her to climax. He drenched her back with his load, and the two of them galloped from the room.

"Nngh… Wait… Arenade, I can explain…" Kanae, still shuddering from her orgasm, tried to reason with the angry elf.

"You're not explaining yourself out of this one! Holy Armament: Mace!" Arenade conjured a golden instrument of punishment into her hands.

By the end of it, Kanae had not only been pummeled by a centaur dick, but also by Arenade, who left behind a flanged mace-shaped bruise on her ass. Now, she was on her knees and groveling in apology.

"I swear to the Supreme One, you really just can't control yourself! If you keep this up, the only thing I'm putting out is you on the couch tonight!" Arenade warned.

"I'm sorry already! It won't happen again, I promise." Kanae swore from the bottom of her heart.

"Hmph. Then make it up to me by going for a walk. I want to see what Kandis has to offer," she said, extending a hand down to her.

Kanae sighed in relief and grabbed Arenade's hand. After washing off the centaur spunk, the two of them set into the city together. All along the streets, swaying palm trees towered over them. The crisp ocean breeze filled their nose. A gentle wind tugged against their hair and clothes.

The first place they went to was a clothing store. Their clothes didn't exactly match Kandis, and they wanted to fit right into the aesthetics. Since the culture in the city was predominantly Saviran, many were dressed in loose-fitting robes like the harpies who had welcomed them. The two purchased matching light blue robes, sleeveless up to the shoulders, and with headscarves draped over. Gold trims sported snaking patterns of thorny vines.

Kandis' people were very terse and to the point, a stark difference from citizens in the north. There was no bartering or beating around the bush; one either purchased their named price or didn't. They even had an adventurers hall in the city, mostly to take quests in fending off monsters from the sea or from the mainland. The call to adventure was strong. Kanae wanted to go inside and check it out, but Arenade wouldn't like that.

They descended to a smooth stone boardwalk overlooking the harbor, at the end of which was the looming lighthouse. The walkway there was full of artists with their paint brushes against a canvas. Tourists from the mainland, distinguishable by their mode of dress, sat on chairs to have their portraits painted. One artist in particular wielded magic in his hands instead of brushes, and his canvases were sandstone blocks. The sculptor was a lamia man covered in sand and dust from his own work.

"Let's get a sculpture done!" Arenade exclaimed, practically bouncing up and down.

"Isn't that going to take forever?" Kanae asked.

"Not with my talents it wont," the lamia sculptor overheard them and said. "I sculpt by controlling the earth. Takes nothing but a few minutes of your time, if you're interested! This runs you for 1,000 gold per sculpture. Delivery not included," he said.

They could probably get Renya to transport it back home for free. The Songstress was still docked, and Kanae was able to see it from up here.

"In that case, sure!" Kanae paid the man and got into place with Arenade. She wanted to link arms, but her wife had other plans. Arenade posed in a stoic manner, only to accidentally elbow Kanae in the ribs.

"Hey, ow! When you say 'let's' what you really meant was just you, right?" Kanae groaned.

"Look, every statue we have back home depicts us in those slutty Eminence vestments. I want something more heroic and cool. How about you get into the kneeling position in front of me, like you're praying?" she suggested.

"That sounds stupid!"

"You're stupid!"

"Can you two pick a pose already? I'm about to start whether you're ready or not!" the sculptor complained.

They started fighting each other for space. Kanae pulled Arenade's cheeks. Arenade grabbed Kanae's horn in one hand and pushed her chest with the other. Neither of them were willing to give an inch. It wasn't until the sculptor shouted, "Done!" that both of them snapped in his direction.

"What do you mean done?!" Kanae and Arenade exclaimed.

Before them was a statue, capturing the two in the middle of throwing hands. Their shock only lasted for a few moments. They let go of each other and doubled over in laughter.

"There won't be any do-overs. You get what you get," the sculptor said.

"Don't worry. We'll take it," Kanae assured him, wiping a tear from her eye.

"Pfft… Where do you think we should put this? I think you should set it up at Amethyst Hall…" Arenade's giggles wouldn't stop.

"It's not going to survive there with all the fighting that goes on, and I kind of want to keep it intact. Let's just have Renya's crew stow it in the Songstress for now," she suggested.

They flew down to pester the skeleton crew still on the ship to transport the statue into the cargo hold. The sailors were more than happy to lend a hand, sending a heavy-duty cart to go fetch it. As for the newlyweds, the two left it in capable hands of Renya's crew and returned to sight-seeing the city.

Kanae and Arenade had very different ideas of fun. They bickered over where to go next, what to eat, and which souvenirs their children liked best. It was like nothing had changed between them despite being married.

In order to remedy this problem and prevent a divorce so soon after marriage, the pair agreed on taking turns to make decisions. Arenade dragged Kanae along to visit Kandis' rum distillery. Afterwards, Kanae dragged Arenade to a harpy strip club. Arenade bought some foreign textiles of Saviran design, and Kanae purchased new sex toys from a Sexy Slime Goods store which she had zero idea had expanded to Kandis.

"I feel like we're here for very different things." Arenade glared at the monster dildo likely belonging to a creature native to Savir.

"I-I just want to be prepared for the eventuality of encountering a monster with this! You'll never know, right?" Kanae tried explaining herself and succeeded only in digging a bigger hole.

"Uh huh. You better keep that to yourself. If it comes anywhere near me—"

A group of five hooded harpies spilled out of the building ahead of them. They were carrying large, bulging sacks hugged to their chests. Gold coins rolled past their talons, and scattered paper notes drifted out the door behind them. Kanae and Arenade were taken aback, exchanging glances at the flock.

"Thieves! Stop them!" someone from inside cried.

Without another word, the harpies launched up and flew south. Kanae turned to Arenade, searching her eyes for permission.

"Ugh. Fine. I guess just because we're on our honeymoon doesn't mean we can't do some good. You, dark elf! Hold our bags!" Arenade shoved their belongings into a man's arms.

Together, they soared into the sky to give chase. The harpies took notice and fired arcane bolts at them.

"Get back here with that money!" Kanae shouted and flourished Lust.

"You're all going to regret stealing today! I'm on vacation, damn it!" Arenade roared, flying ahead with Holy Armament: Big Fucking Hammer.

"Both of you bitches are nuts!" a harpy screamed.

Arenade was a lot faster. Maybe it was because she wanted to get back to vacationing sooner. The priest caught up to them in no time, and bonked them out of the skies one after another.

"Arenade, the gold!" Kanae cried.

All of the bags that the harpies had been carrying spilled out, showering Kandis with gold coins and paper notes. The citizens below threw themselves to the streets to collect as much as they could.

"Ehm… Oops." Arenade hid the comically large hammer behind her back.

They descended with the unconscious harpies in their arms. Guards had poured in to take control of the streets and prevent anyone else from looting the money, but the damage was done. A lot of it was strewn across the city and likely in someone's pockets already.

"What happened?!" a canine beastman guard raced up to them and asked.

"We, uhh… We caught the thieves…" Kanae dropped three of the five harpies, and Arenade dropped the other two.

The guards apprehended all of them, Kanae and Arenade included. They were cuffed and thrown into the same pile as the harpy thieves in the middle of the street, currently cordoned off by a squad of Kandis guards. Not wanting to make any trouble, the two of them acquiesced to their questioning. That didn't stop Arenade from being outspokenly mad about it.

"I'm telling you, we were just trying to help! At least the gold is still in the city. If it wasn't for us, those harpies would have made off with a small fortune!" Arenade yelled, throwing a tantrum at the two exhausted guards questioning her.

"Can you at least talk to the banker? He was there when it happened. If… If it's that much of a problem, we're the Queens of the Commonwealth. We can just reimburse what was lost," Kanae offered.

"We don't care if you're the Demon Lord of Artaggon. This is Bravost territory. Neither of you are leaving until we get to the bottom of this," the head guard snarled.

Kanae felt guilty. Another country's problem shouldn't have been their problem. They were on their honeymoon, and if she decided against helping, neither of them would be in shackles. Hell, if it got any worse, this might cause an international issue between the Commonwealth and Savir.

They were about to submit to the misunderstanding until a commotion erupted from the north road. People parted away quickly. Guards straightened their backs and stood aside. Kanae and Arenade gulped hard.

"What's going on here? Free those two this instant!" a deep and gruff voice demanded.

A company of four harpy women— two of whom they had met yesterday— emerged from the crowds and pushed through the line of guards. Whoever had spoken, it certainly didn't come from them. But the head guard did turn white as a ghost.

"V-Vizier Duran, what brings you out here? This pair is part of the gang who made off with the gold. We have this under control and will get everything cleared up soon!" he exclaimed.

Kanae and Arenade exchanged confused glances. Who were they talking to? Who had talked to them? It didn't make sense until one of the harpies kneeled down. A beastman of very small stature— a bit shorter than a goblin— dropped off her back and stormed up to the guard. A coat of fine tan fur carpeted his entire body. His fuzzy ears were about as large as his head, and they were adorned with numerous pieces of jewelry that weighed them down. The same was true for his arms, cuffed with gold and silver links, bracelets, and jewels. Two black beady eyes glared up at the one who had spoken back to him. He appeared to belong to the fennec race of beastmen, tiny foxes that live in deserts.

"You are in the presence of their majesties, Queen Kanae and Queen Arenade of the Commonwealth of Sin. They are MY guests, so tell me: do you suspect my guests are thieves and intend to imprison them, Captain?" Vizier Duran asked threateningly.

"No, Vizier! You there, guards. Free them immediately!" the guard-captain ordered.

They did so right away. As soon as the shackles fell away, Kanae and Arenade stood up to dust themselves off. The guards threw the harpy thieves into a cage-wagon and hurried off.

"Whew. Thanks." Kanae sighed.

Vizier Duran trotted up to them and bowed low. "I had intended to meet with you two tomorrow night, not today. I'm terribly sorry! I know you wouldn't have anything to do with the thieves, and my personal aides have already spoken with the banker. You have my sincerest apologies!"

Kanae had to keep a lid on, because she was having a hard time not laughing at such a small man with such a deep voice.

"You better be sorry! Who lets a queen be treated this way? I'm appalled!" Arenade exclaimed furiously.

"Alright, you. Settle down." Kanae put a hand over her wife's mouth. "We're sorry, too. We didn't mean to knock all the gold away. It just happened when we tried to stop the thieves."

"Ah, you needn't worry. It is certainly tragic for the bank, but their coffers will bounce back in no time, I'm sure. Anyway, I sincerely hope this does not sour your vacation. It would reflect poorly on me as the city's vizier. Tomorrow night, I shall throw the most lavish banquet to welcome the lovely queens to make up for today's mistake." Vizier Duran bowed again and returned to his harpy groupies' side.

The same one picked him up onto her back, and they flew towards the Cerulean Palace together. It didn't take long before the streets returned to normal, like nothing had taken place. People and carriages briskly passed by them along the cordone. Guards continued to pick up the dropped gold.

"What do you think of Vizier Duran?" Kanae asked.

"Hm. The pipsqueak rubbed me the same way Ortesians do, but at least he sounded genuine about the apology. I want to say he's hiding something by being so nice…" Arenade trailed off and fell into thought.

"But?"

"But the people we've met so far here are all so blunt. I don't know. Maybe it's just my imagination. Enough about him though. Let's get our stuff back and get some grub. I'm starving!" She grabbed Kanae by the hand and pulled her along.

They picked their belongings back from the troubled but mildly thankful banker, then apologized for not being able to bring the gold back. From the way he tried to brush it off as an inconvenience, Vizier Duran must have settled things.

It was starting to get dark. Arenade picked a seafood restaurant closer to the docks, and they dined on the rooftop. Kanae introduced her stomach to fish creatures she had never seen before, some of which didn't look edible. Despite that, it was all so delicious. The rum Arenade had purchased beforehand fit well with the marine-themed cuisine, too.

Kanae shucked a whole lot of oysters in preparation for tonight. They were also incredibly tasty. By the time they returned home after a long day out in Kandis, Arenade threw herself face first into bed and looked exhausted.

"Tired already? It's still early in the evening," Kanae said, lying down next to Arenade and stroking her back.

"I'm going to take a quick dip before bed!" Arenade snapped upright and went to the bathroom. "Don't you dare come in, or it's the couch for you!"

When the door slammed shut, Kanae sighed in disappointment. It seemed like she wasn't going to get lucky tonight. Well, that was okay. She enjoyed spending time with Arenade alone. Her high elven wife was a lot to handle, but she loved her nonetheless.

The bathroom door creaked open. Talk about quick. It had barely been a few minutes. Kanae thought to bathe, too, but gasped at the sight of Arenade under the doorway. She was dressed in lace lingerie. Her long golden hair, unbound by the red tie, draped down her curvaceous body. The bra was barely enough to contain her hefty breasts and light enough to expose her stiff nipples. Her underwear also had a split at the crotch, revealing a very wet slit. What really brought it all together was Arenade's bashful appearance, one arm to her breasts and the other with two fingers pinching the underwear.

"Hubba… hubba…" Kanae swallowed the lump in her throat.

"I… I wanted to give you a nice treat, so I asked Lilith for advice on what to wear. You deserve it. After all, you didn't just save me. You brought me back to life. So… guh… Supreme One, help me… So, you're welcome to have your way with me tonight…" Arenade said.

Kanae got up and braced one hand behind Arenade's back and another cupped underneath her chin.

"This is a special night for both of us, not just me. I want you to enjoy it, too… but I'll be damned if I don't enjoy it as much as I can!" Kanae pressed a deep kiss on Arenade.


Chapter 3

After an entire night of availing themselves to the pleasures of the flesh, Kanae awakened with Arenade snuggled against her chest. Their hairs were completely disheveled. The lingerie had been torn to shreds. Her high elven wife was covered in dried ejaculate from all the facials, creampies, and body shots. Kanae was, suffice to say, plenty satisfied in having defiled this 'holy' temple. If it resulted in another child, well… such was life.

Kanae got up from bed and wandered over to the balcony. She threw open the curtains, allowing the warm sunlight of morning in Kandis to flood in. Arenade stirred a little and turned in bed to face away from the rays. In doing so, however, it gave Kanae a wonderful rear view of her plump ass.

A little twitch in the lower region brought the Futanari dick Kanae hadn't yet switched off to full mast. Leaving it on overnight resulted in the familiar tension of morning wood. Not to mention, she was still wearing the Cock Ring of Hardening, the size which made Arenade shriek like a banshee last night.

Kanae tiptoed back to bed, climbed up, and guided her dick to Arenade's cum-drenched pussy. Slowly, and lubricated by all the spunk, she effortlessly slid into the slumbering elf. The enormous cock split the lips of her pussy far apart, and the twitching walls clenched Kanae's dick with a vise.

It felt so incredible in the morning. Arenade was scalding hot inside, too. Kanae made long and slow strokes, gradually picking up speed the more she got into it. Her wife's breathing grew hoarse. Already rosy cheeks took on a deeper shade of red.

Before long, Kanae was pounding Arenade's pussy with mating presses. From this angle, she delighted in the sight of the elf's immaculate breasts heaving after every thrust.

PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP!

"I'm going to fill your womb up again if you don't wake up, Arenade!" Kanae exclaimed, shuddering as she neared climax.

At this rate, the intense fucking session was going to do exactly that. But Kanae was feeling too good to stop.

"Nngh… Huh…" Arenade's eyelids fluttered, then snapped open. "Kanae! You horny monkey! I'm going to— oof, you're crushing… my womb again… oh, oh… aahhh— gods… Mmmh!"

Kanae sealed their lips together. The build-up of pressure became too much to bear. She orgasmed hard, shooting her load into Arenade, whose eyes rolled back and body trembled to its own climax. Wave after wave of ejaculate filled the elf's womb again.

When their orgasms passed, Kanae rolled off to the side satisfied and sated. Her empowered cock finally went soft, and she switched it off before getting into the mood again.

However, one of them didn't feel the same way. Arenade, with a belly full of jizz, tried to get up. Like a newborn deer, her wobbly legs collapsed a few times before she managed to stay standing.

"Kanae…!" Arenade's voice came out menacing and wrathful, and especially threatening when she summoned a maul into her hands.

"W-Wait, Arenade! I'm sorry, I couldn't help myself! We're in an inn, so let's not damage the furniture!" Kanae stammered.

The hammer of punishment came down swift and hard anyway. Kanae was made to apologize on her knees while a big bump throbbed painfully on her head. Arenade stood over her with folded arms and a scowl.

"You disturbed my beauty sleep. I need a full 10 hours for this divine skin of mine to stay supple! What do you have to say for yourself?" Arenade roared angrily.

"Wait, that's what you're angry about?" Kanae gasped.

"What else would I be mad about?"

"Er… Well… I-I thought you were mad that I… had sex with you… while you were sleeping," she replied skittishly.

Arenade expelled a long, drawn-out sigh. She vanished the hammer, kneeled down to cup Kanae's face, and blushed a little.

"I'm fine with the sex… it feels good for me, too…" Arenade said in an embarrassed tone, then pinched Kanae's cheeks and pulled hard.

"Ow, ow, ow, ow! That really hurts!" Kanae cried.

"It's my beauty sleep you're paying for!" she exclaimed.

Once Arenade felt she had sufficiently doled out enough pain, the two of them went to bathe together. As punishment, Kanae was to scrub her down, massage her, and finally comb her luscious golden hair to satisfaction.

"We're going to meet Vizier Duran for dinner tonight. Is there anything you wanted to do before then?" Kanae asked while drawing the comb down Arenade's locks of hair.

"We bought all the souvenirs on the first day, didn't we?" Arenade directed Kanae's attention to the pile of various goods they purchased for the kids.

Weapons, armor, jewelry, a brand new alchemy set, some confections, toys, a new collar for Tiny since his old one was fraying from age… All this was going to take an army of Renya's crew to bring back to the ship. Well, a problem for later.

"I practically dragged you around the entire city doing what I wanted to do yesterday. How about we do what you want to do— within reason, obviously! And no sex. Last night and this morning should have been more than enough for you!" Arenade shot down the one thing Kanae wanted most before she could even say it.

"Fine… Hm. I kind of want to visit Kandis' adventurers hall," Kanae suggested.

"You just want to put yourself in danger to get screwed by the wildlife. I'm telling you now, that's still part of the 'no sex' clause." The high elf's eyes narrowed into judging slits.

"N-No, I swear that's not it! I just think it would be fun if we did quests like old times," she insisted defensively.

Arenade acquiesced, but not without a heavy dose of suspicion. They donned their equipment and weapons, then set out to the city again. Kanae was surprised that yesterday's robbery incident seemed to be an afterthought. Everyone went about their day, not at all concerned that a group of thieves stole from the bank. Though, she supposed a lot of that money did fall into the hands of the populace. Many were probably happy for some pocket change.

It was just odd that even Vizier Duran was so nonchalant about an attempted heist in his own city. If it had happened in Radevic, there would have been a whole investigation launched, led by a Knight of Color. Here? Nothing.

"I think we're here." Arenade nudged Kanae in the shoulder.

The carriage they had hailed rolled to a stop in front of a wide, oval building. A spire erected into the sky at each end of the crest. When they hopped off their ride, a familiar face near the entrance into the adventurers hall waved to them. Renya was leaning against a lamppost.

"Renya? What are you doing here?" Kanae raced up and asked.

"Oh, I'm just a clone. The real Renya's knocking heads with a couple of swashbucklers at the docks. She sent us to a couple of places in the city where you were likely gonna go. Guess this clone won the bet! We seriously thought you were going to be at a strip club!" Clone Renya laughed.

"We have dinner with the Vizier later! What's she doing stirring up trouble in the city for?" Arenade threw her hands up.

"Ah, a little fun has never hurt anyone. I'm here to tell you Renya's gonna meet back at your inn around sundown. Also…" She lowered her voice, glancing up and down the street before continuing. "Saw a couple of Ortesian ships pull up in the dead of night. Not sure what they wanted, but they dropped some people off before leaving port. A few of my crew tried to tail them, but we lost sight of the bastards in the dark."

Ortesia meddling in another country again?

"Thanks for the heads up." Kanae nodded.

Clone Renya performed her little two-finger salute and vanished.

"What do you think Ortesia wants? If they ruin my honeymoon, they have another thing coming!" Arenade slammed a fist into her palm.

"Whatever they want, it can't be good. We'll tell Vizier Duran when we meet him later. Let's just check out the adventurers hall," Kanae said.

Right through the entrance, they were treated to the spectacular sight of Kandis' adventurers hall. It was sectioned off into three ascending lofts the farther in it was. On each floor, adventurers filled the redwood tables furnished with food and drinks, or gambled with cards and dice, and others were just chattering away. Potted plants hanging from the ceiling draped down vines of vegetation. Harpy employees flew from floor to floor, delivering meals to hungry patrons.

Directly to Kanae's left and right, signboards against the wall were plastered with quest notices. Ahead, a three-sided counter serviced adventurers who had pulled quests from the board to be signed off.

"Next!" A raven-feathered harpy woman, her hair in a bun and wearing thick glasses, hollered to them without so much as looking up from a stack of papers.

Kanae and Arenade exchanged glances, shrugged, and walked to the counter. The harpy, whose name tag read Vorha, glanced up and blinked in surprise.

"A succubus? I did hear your kind had recently resurfaced up north. Well, if the guards haven't thrown you in the dungeons, then it's safe to assume you're allowed to be here. And… blonde, blue eyes, pointed ears, and an air of self-importance. You're Ortesian. House name?" Vorha asked Arenade.

"House Brightwind. Arenade Brightwind, and I am que—"

"Newbies!" Kanae slapped a hand over Arenade's mouth. "We're new in Kandis. Looking to get some fresh experience as adventurers."

Vorha eyed them up and down before pulling out a form to begin writing in.

Arenade pulled Kanae's hand away to ask, "What are you doing? Don't we want the royal treatment?"

"Like I said. I want to come in as a new adventurer. Besides, we don't want to pick up dangerous quests. We can just do some easy ones to get a feel of things," Kanae explained.

"Sign your names on the dotted line at the bottom." Vorha slid two forms across, one to Kanae and the other to Arenade.

Both of them did so. The forms didn't seem suspicious. All of the information looked to be for identification and documentation purposes. Though, this was already much different compared to adventurer halls back home. As soon as they handed the forms back to Vorha, she straightened the papers and cleared her throat.

"Welcome to the adventurers hall of Kandis, the Sapphire Jewel. Fundamentally, it is not so different from how you must have operated in the north or in Ortesia. But there are a few differences. Your crowned class and level matters little to us. By signing up, you have begun your journey as Rookies regardless of your status elsewhere. Continue to complete more and harder quests, and you will work your way up to the rank of Seasoned, and then finally Veteran. Each rank grants you entry to the ascending floors, where the quests are increasingly difficult and you have access to skilled blacksmiths and enchanters. For now, you are only allowed on the first loft. Thank you for your civil service to Savir and good luck." Vorha bowed briefly before casting her eyes to the papers and shouting for the next in line.

The two of them stepped aside for the next adventurers to file in. They shrugged, then headed up to the first floor for the Rookies rank.

For beginners, the Rookies' floor was very clean and well-kept. Kanae expected a shitty tavern-level of messes, drunk adventurers barfing on the floor, and some thugs mixed in. This also happened to be the largest loft of the three. From here, she spotted out the Seasoned. There were significantly fewer adventurers, but they appeared to be a lot better armed and equipped than the ones down here.

"We should be up there! I feel so insignificant down here, and that's not allowed!" Arenade stared up at the Veterans' floor.

"I thought you didn't want to put in any effort." Kanae ignored her and went to the signboards for Rookies, and Arenade joined her to check out the quests.

Slay wild boars. Gather blueberries in the jungle. Forage for firebird feathers. Find a lost dog.

"I really don't think we belong down here…" Arenade muttered.

"If you keep complaining, I'm going to stick my tail up your ass." Kanae groaned.

They were only here to take it easy anyway. Kanae reached for the wild boar slaying quest until someone behind them spoke up.

"Uhm… Uhmm! C-Can… Can we…"

The pair spun around to find a feline beastman a few years younger than them, peering up with bright green eyes. Short, orange hair framed a timid face. She wielded a dented iron buckler and shortsword.

"Sorry, were we in the way?" Kanae asked.

"No, it's just… uhm…" She pointed to the wild boar slaying quest in her hand.

"Hey, succubus! That's our quest you're taking, is what she's trying to say!" A harpy boy stormed up to Kanae, but due to their height difference, he was only really confronting her chest.

"Kara, Seven! What are you two doing?" A human woman only slightly older than the two raced up to pull them away. She wore her dark brown hair in a ponytail, had freckles across her cheeks, and wielded a shortbow. Strapped around her right thigh was a quiver full of arrows. "I'm so sorry about these two! We didn't mean to bother you!"

"Yeah, I did!" the harpy boy cried.

"What's got his feathers ruffled?" Arenade asked.

"We're Rookies. We were just working up the courage to take on that quest, but it's okay! There's a lot, and I'm sure we can find something else," she said.

Kanae handed the quest notice over, taking the three Rookie adventurers by surprise.

"We don't really need to do this quest, so just take it. I think it's great you three worked up the courage to take on wild boars," Kanae said.

"Yeah." Arenade nodded. "This bimbo succubus was probably just going to let the boars fu—"

Kanae slapped Arenade's ass with her tail, causing the elf to yelp in pain.

When the oldest adventurer of the three took the quest notice, she looked overcome with emotion. Something about them reminded Kanae of herself, Arenade, and Edina when they first started out— minus the caveat of her needing sex all the time.

"That hurt, you bitch!" Arenade put Kanae into a chokehold for slapping her behind.

"Arenade, wait… People are… watching… at least let me turn Masochist on…!" Kanae squealed.

"Would… Would you two maybe like to join parties for this quest?" the archer asked.

Kanae and Arenade stopped fighting, now their turn to be taken by surprise. The five of them eventually agreed to work together. The two younger adventurers had apparently recently reached twenty years of age, and the oldest introduced herself as being a year older than them. Kara was the feline swordswoman, Seven was the name of the harpy, and their leader was Theena, an Arkesian human like William and Analise Bellevue. They ventured out of Kandis from the east, which led into the jungles that lay between the city and mainland.

The terrain was horribly uneven. So close to the ocean made the ground fairly saturated with moist. Towering trees were constantly misting off excess water from transpiration, and the heat created a very humid atmosphere.

"So, why are you named Seven?" Arenade asked the harpy, whose black crest and blue plumage suggested he was a blue jay.

"What do you mean, Ortesian? I'm named Seven because I'm Seven! My older brothers and sisters are One, Two, Three, Four, Five, and Six. Obviously, that makes me Seven. Are you stupid?" Seven returned.

"I regret asking…" she murmured.

Kanae stifled a laugh.

Ahead, Theena was taking point. Kara stuck close to her, like a clingy little sister. She occasionally threw glances every which way. Those feline ears were working overtime, it seemed.

"I'm guessing this is your group's first quest?" Kanae caught up to ask the two.

"It is. The three of us only met a month ago, and we got along really well. It's hard finding work in Kandis, and none of us have any trade skills, so the adventurers hall was the next best thing," Theena explained.

"What about… you and Arenade?" Kara asked quietly.

"We did a little bit of adventuring in the north before coming here," she answered, leaving enough room to let their imagination run.

Both Kara and Theena's looked like a weight had been lifted from their shoulders. They were probably relieved to have someone along with experience.

"Betcha can't fly as fast as me!" Seven exclaimed suddenly.

They whipped around in time for the harpy to blow past them in a gust of wind, followed closely behind by Arenade.

"I'll show you, squirt!" Arenade shouted while hot on pursuit.

"Be careful, Seven! We should stay as a group!" Theena warned.

The two were having a lot of fun flying around, weaving through the trees, and dipping and ducking past hanging vines. Their game of tag came to an abrupt stop when Seven slammed into a gigantic web.

Kanae and the others hurried to catch up. She noticed a few figures in the vegetation and screeched to a halt. Pulling aside some of the underbrush revealed… a statue? Not just one, but several. All around them, too. Of… people?

"Hah! Couldn't even see where you were going. You're a thousand years too young to be challenging me, kiddo!" Arenade taunted.

"As if any of us will ever live that long! Get me out of this already!" Seven thrashed around helplessly.

"Giant web… Statues… Seven, stop disturbing the web and stay still!" Theena screamed.

"Staying still isn't getting me out… of… huh?" He turned his head to the canopy as several horse-sized black spiders with a dozen red eyes peered back at him.

Seven blinked back tears and trembled. One of the spiders was about to sink its sword-like fangs into him until Arenade batted a home run with Holy Armament: Big Fucking Hammer, sending the monster flying into the distance.

"I got this in the bag!" Arenade peeled Seven right off the web and tossed him down to Kanae, who gently let the terrified boy to his feet.

"You okay?" Kanae asked.

"I— Watch out!" Seven pointed to Arenade.

Two spiders' many eyes flashed deep red, petrifying Arenade's legs up to her thighs.

Kanae exerted Mass Charm on the remaining monsters, stopping them cold in their tracks, then drew a wand from her bag to Dispel the partial petrification from Arenade.

"I swear, you're always letting your guard down! I should have let them petrify you," Kanae teased.

"Good thing you didn't, or it's the couch for you tonight!" Arenade fired back.

Kanae rolled her eyes. Always with the couch threat. She was just going to melt when they climbed into bed again later anyway.

Since the two other spiders were immobilized, Arenade easily finished them off. Kara, Theena, and Seven were stunned.

"That… That was amazing!" Seven exclaimed, throwing himself onto Arenade and clinging to her robe. "Take me as your pupil! I want to learn to fight like you!"

"Hey, hey, hey! Watch those talons, kid! These robes are expensive— Also, I can't teach you to fight like me. We're not even crowned the same class!" Arenade grinned.

"So, a little bit of adventuring?" Theena raised a brow.

"Just a little." Kanae shrugged and smiled.

As it turned out, the statues were actually all travelers and adventurers caught by the petrification spiders. Kanae used Dispel on all of them. They were alive, if not a little disoriented. The party shelved the quest for now and guided them back to Kandis.

Upon reporting what had happened to the front desk, Vorha couldn't believe it. They had unwittingly completed a quest intended for Seasoned adventurers. The quest had been left unchallenged since petrification spiders were incredibly dangerous, and she considered passing it up to the Veterans. According to her, the adventurers they saved were a few days away from being spider food. She was more than happy to give them the full reward of the quest.

They spent it on as much food as possible. Seven stuffed his mouth full of meat. He and Arenade were arm in arm, beer in hand, and living it up.

"Cheers, to my savior and new teacher!" Seven toasted.

"I told you, I can't teach you a damn thing! Ah, whatever… Bottoms up!" Arenade merrily chugged her beer.

Meanwhile, Kanae, Theena, and Kara watched from the opposite end of the table. They knew full well these two were going to get wasted, and it was up to them to look after the drunkards later.

"I'm guessing you and Arenade are a lot stronger than you let on?" Theena asked after slurping up some stew. "Judging by how you two fought, you must at least be Veterans. You probably have your secrets, so I won't press it. But thank you so much for helping us. We were soooo hungry. This is the first real meal we had all week that wasn't soggy bread."

"Good thing we came along when we did then. I can tell you that Arenade and I are actually just here for vacation. We recently got married. We came to Kandis for our honeymoon," Kanae explained.

"Eh? A s… succubus and… high elf?" Kara stammered, blushing red and ears tensing up.

Kanae winked, further making the feline beastman redder than a tomato.

Funnily enough, it was a relief to Kanae that their union was odd to people. That told her the inhabitants of Kandis were normal. That also told her they were very closed off from the going-ons just due north of here. Well, the lives of people in one country probably had their own concerns to worry about than those in another country.

"Ex… Excuse me! You can't just barge in here!" someone from the front shouted.

When they turned in the direction of the commotion, Renya was strolling up to the Rookie floor like she owned the place.

"Oh, calm your tits. I'm looking for… Hey! Kanae, Arenade! There you two are. The sun's coming down. It's time for you-know-what!" Renya waved both hands.

"You're leaving?" Theena asked.

"We have someone important to meet with, but don't worry. We're going to be in Kandis for a while. How about we meet up and do some quests again later?" Kanae offered.

Theena flashed a smile and nodded.

It took Kanae and Renya to wrench Arenade away from the table so she would stop drinking. She was probably going to drink more once they got to Vizier Duran's banquet anyway. As soon as they left the adventurers hall, Kanae turned in the direction of the Cerulean Palace, where the leader of Kandis resided. It was about time to find out what he wanted.


Chapter 4

Arenade had brought an outfit for almost every situation possible. She even fully expected to meet with an important figure in Kandis, and so prepared a luxurious gown for herself. The blue and gold dress had an open-back, stretching down to just above the buttocks. It was low cut on the chest to reveal a nice sight of her cleavage. Splits on the side of her thighs gave a glimpse of the length of her leg. She had come dressed to impress, and it really showed.

"Wow. Look at you. Makes me want to push you down and tear that right off your body," Kanae said, biting the bottom of her lip.

"Don't you dare! This was really expensive!" Arenade backed away and clutched herself.

On the other hand, Kanae only had on a traditional Saviran robe typically worn on occasions. It was a tight strapless black fit. The fabric was looser on the chest with a just as loose headscarf. She had to cut holes in it to accommodate her horns. The dark purple trims of the dress extend into the outfit with vine-like designs reaching for a circular pattern around the abdomen area.

When asked about the design, the clothier at the store explained that Savirans called themselves 'people of the sun', and this motif was common in upper echelons of their society.

Satisfied with their dress, Kanae and Arenade descended the inn to meet Renya, who was waiting inside her carriage. One of her crewmen had taken the reins as their stagecoach. The pirate lord didn't dress for the occasion. She opted instead for her usual crimson longcoat, inside of which hid her two signature tools of trade.

"Mee-yow!" Renya wolf-whistled as the two of them climbed into the carriage. "If I didn't know better, Vizier Duran called two high class escorts."

"Hey… you just called two queens of the Commonwealth glorified prostitutes." Arenade glared.

Renya shrugged, then hollered for the coach to get a move on. As the tallest building in the city, the Cerulean Palace was always within view anywhere in Kandis. Kanae wondered if cities in Savir were just as grandiose if not more.

Traffic grew sparse the closer they got to their destination. The mode of dress transitioned from dirty tunics and linen pants to fancy robes and leather pants.

Upon arriving at the entrance of the Cerulean Palace, a flock of scantily-clad harpy women received them at the gates. They were all kneeling, eyes cast to the ground. Kanae, Arenade, and Renya emerged from the carriage to marvel at the vizier's seat of power. The architecture was stunning and unlike anything they had seen before in Radevic, Lograin, and the Commonwealth. Possibly even Ortesia, too.

Almost every corner was rounded. Images were carved into the stonework of the palace. A large sun was etched above all doors and archways, and hands and vines along their upper frames seemed to reach for it. Some exotic species of evergreen trees, thicker at the bottom and thinner going up until a fine point, framed walkways and paths.

"Honored guests of Vizier Duran, we welcome you to the Cerulean Palace," the head of the harpy group said before rising to her feet.

They stepped aside to reveal three seats on separate platforms. Each corner had a pole that extended two feet out. Four harpies to every platform lifted from the corners, then dropped to their knees. Another harpy got down to all fours, offering their back as a step.

"Oh, you're going to carry us there? Fancy! Now this is how royalty should be treated. Don't mind if I do~" Arenade climbed onto one seat.

"You can fly, you know…" Kanae decided against stepping on the harpy and flew up to hers instead.

As soon as Renya hopped onto the last seat, the harpies surprised them by lifting the platform seats into the air. Arenade nearly fell over from the sudden take-off. They were flown to a wide, candle-lit balcony half-way up the Cerulean Palace.

A pleasant scent wafted up to their noses. They turned to the source, a large round table with numerous plates of seafood, fruits, and more. The harpies landed them gingerly on the floor, then stepped away to let the three climb down.

"You made it!" Vizier Duran exclaimed from somewhere on the table. It wasn't until he tilted his head far enough that they saw him, hidden behind a giant pineapple cut in half. "Please, sit." He snapped his fingers, and servants came out from the chamber behind him with wine.

"Well, don't mind if I do!" Renya planted her ass down and started digging in right away.

"This better not be your way of buttering us up before asking for a favor." Arenade folded her arms, rightfully suspicious.

"I'm with Arenade. This is our honeymoon. If you're going to send us on an errand, then you better tell us now so we can refuse," Kanae said.

The vizier opened his mouth and promptly shut it. Not wanting to play games, even when it came to the leader of foreign city, Kanae exerted a charm on the beastman for answers.

"Your coming here is… serendipitous. I… want you to find something… for me," Duran answered stiffly.

The harpies and servants all drew their weapons, but Kanae extended her charm to them, too. They froze in place, unable to move even an inch. It felt good to be able to freely use her succubus magic without those pesky reversal potions getting in the way.

"I knew this was too good to be true!" Arenade stormed up to the charmed vizier in a fury and lifted him off his booster seat.

"We meant no offense! Please, will you at least listen to what I have to say? I will reward you handsomely in return!" Duran pleaded in earnest.

Renya was still blissfully dining away, unconcerned with what was going on. Kanae traded glances with Arenade, who nodded to let the vizier go. She released the charm on them, and Duran quickly waved his servants to stand down.

"I know it was dirty to lure you here with a feast. Since you're already here, we shouldn't let all this food go to waste. You must have questions for me. I will answer. In return, consider my plea," he said.

Kanae and Arenade relented. The food did look particularly good, and the wine was mouthwatering by smell alone. They accepted Vizier Duran's hospitality to dine on the royal treatment.

A moment ago, Arenade was ready to chuck the beastman off his own tower. Now, she was squealing with every bite of fish, sighed after every sip of wine, and gazed into the clear starry sky like a painter was taking her portrait.

Vizier Duran was willing to talk. Maybe Kanae wouldn't need to charm and instead make use of the Saviran people's openness. Dalu'luna Mello, the Knight of Ivory, and her Ivory Hall were putting together an expedition to travel south to find the Knight of Red. This was an opportunity to extract some information.

"Alright, Vizier. You said you were willing to answer questions. I want to take you up on that offer. A few years ago, the Knight of Red from the Order of Colors was sent to explore the uncharted south. She hasn't been seen since. Maybe you have? Red is a harpy woman," Kanae explained.

"The Knight of Red?" Duran's eyes glinted with recognition. "Ah, yes. I do remember a harpy by that title coming by here. Red sought an audience, I gave her one, and she went on her way. I must, however, make a correction. You say 'uncharted' south. You must understand that Savir is not so and very much charted. It is home to countless souls who call it home, me included. Your fellow knight very likely ventured to one of its many cities."

"Any idea what she was asking about or where she was going?"

"Lay of the land. What monsters to expect. Who to find to learn more. I sent her to my cousin," he said as a matter of factly.

According to Duran, the vizier was the cousin to Sultana Dudula. From what Kanae recalled of Renya's short explanation, Savir was currently split into three factions, vying for control of who ruled there. Dudula was one leader of said factions.

"I'm told Savir is going through a little civil war. Is it dangerous over there right now?" Kanae asked.

"Hum… It is complicated. Yes, we often skirmish and butt heads with each other. But Savir is Savir, and we are all Savirans at the end of the day! B-But you won't find dangers from the established powers there. I cannot say the same for bandits and mercenaries, of which Savir has many. If you ever find yourself south of Kandis, do visit Sultana Dudula in Bravost, the Emerald Jewel. Bravost is a wondrous city," Duran explained with subdued enthusiasm.

Renya had finally taken interest in the conversation and leaned forward. "Word on the seas is Dudula ain't doing so hot compared to the other two. As someone running a business, I'd like to stake the highest chances of success on the winning side. Unless your cousin might be cooking something up to make me think otherwise?"

"Egh?" He held his tongue even.

The mood around them had thickened. The harpies seemed to be paying more attention to them with razor sharp focus than before. Vizier Duran looked scared. But around his own people? Was it something Renya had said?

"Oh, trade secret! I get it. If Sultana Dudula's got things under control in Bravost, she wouldn't be sweating up an oasis, am I right? Guess I'll have to check out her rivals. What were their names? Sorry, their names are slipping my mind!" Renya shifted gears, and all that tension vanished.

"Y-Yes, I imagine so! Ha… haha…" Vizier Duran laughed nervously.

At least the harpies had returned to their duties, only keeping one rather than both eyes on them and the table now.

Duran continued, "I know of Renya Rown, but dealing with you in person… You wish to know of the other two? Very well. Cerberus, Mutt of Avanesse, rules the Ruby Jewel. The boy is a hellhound, inept as he is young. Avanesse hasn't had experienced leadership in years. They care only for themselves and their edirashems, massive mobile cities made up of enormous caravans of wagons. However, you will sooner burn to death attempting to travel into Avanesse. If you are seeking to expand Rown Company's influence, then it must be the most stable of Savir ruled by the Harpy King. Elusis, the Opal Jewel! Elusis controls many sandstone quarries. Most of Savir is built from their sandstones."

Kanae and Arenade eyed Renya, because that earlier comment suggested she knew more than she was letting on. The harpies had also acted suspiciously interested in what Duran could have said…

"Hold on," Kanae chimed in, hoping to glean a little more. "Renya, are you sure about doing business down there? Who knows if you might get caught up in Savir's civil war? I'm not sure how much we can trust Vizier Duran when he says they mean no danger to outsiders."

A brief glance at Renya, and they were on the same page. Clearly, Vizier Duran was careful with what he was saying in the presence of the harpies. For what reason, Kanae wasn't sure. But it was certainly a situation of duress. However, by framing this discussion as a matter of business, he might be able to say more without arousing suspicions.

"Oh, yeah!" Renya grinned. "See, Duran… Queen Kanae Toyomi and I have a long, historied relationship. Business, of course! Sometimes pleasure. Even with the threat of invasion from the Empire of Ortesia, Rown Company went overtime in constructing the northern arm of the Imperial Span. I'm no stranger to danger, but I do know how to calculate risk. I need to know what I'm dealing with."

"You northerners are cut from a different cloth…" Duran wiped the sweat from his fuzzy brows with a towel. "It is no secret among Savirans that Sultana Dudula, Sultan Cerberus, and the Harpy King vie for control of all Savir. To that end, no low is too low. Assassinations, subterfuge, espionage, blackmail, bribery… you name it. I assure you, nothing untoured to foreigners. It is all very self-contained. Unless, of course, you intend to meddle."

Kanae noted the very subtle inflection in the vizier's voice. Espionage. He planted that word in the middle of a bunch of examples to make it seem unimportant.

"I love a heavy dose of political intrigue in my wine!" Renya toasted.

"That last part sounded like an invitation. I assure you the Commonwealth and Artaggon have zero intention of meddling. Another power, on the other hand… My associate here happened to spot Ortesian ships entering port in the dead of night. Their ships disembarked right after unloading a group of people. Think the Sultans of Savir had anything to do with that?" Kanae asked.

"Uhh…" Duran tugged on the collar of his robe. "That is most certainly very concerning news. I had no clue, genuinely so! But I will have the port authority and my best guards look into the matter!"

Something was definitely going on in Kandis, and Savir as a whole. But Kanae didn't have enough pieces to make a judgment call on any of it.

"Heh… Sounds like you guys have a bad… hic!" Arenade teetered side to side with another full glass of wine in hand.

"Arenade, are you drunk?" Kanae asked.

"I'm not drunk. You're drunk!" she fired back.

"Oh, my god… Use Detoxify on yourself!"

"No!"

The two of them bickered and dispelled the tension around the atmosphere until servants emerged with desserts. They brought out a large cake, soft candies, and a new bottle. Kanae's drunk wife reached for it until she slapped her hand away.

"Arenade, wait. I'm, uhhh… I'm drunk! Can you Detoxify me so I can drink some more?" Kanae asked.

"That's the spirit… hic! Hold up… Let me just… Detoxify!" Arenade waved her staff as the spell activated, but Kanae twisted her arm to face the caster.

"Huh? Damn it! Do you know how long it takes to get a good buzz with my tolerance?!" She grabbed Kanae by the shoulders and shook violently.

"What an unusual couple you two are…" Vizier Duran murmured.

As the night went on, it came to Kanae's attention that a few of the harpy women were present at all times. The servants came and went. It could be that the harpies were his guards. He was the vizier of Kandis after all and hailed from a country with as much backstabbing as Ortesia.

Fortunately, nothing was awry with the feast. Everything tasted amazing. The amount of spices they used blended together nicely in ways not possible in Radevic. If there was ever a time to do Kanae and her companions harm, it was now when their guard was down. On that, she believed Vizier Duran that they meant no ill-intentions toward them.

"Thank you, Vizier. Dinner was a treat," Kanae said after finishing her desserts, then thumbed over her shoulder to a once again drunk Arenade. "I'm sorry about my idiot wife drinking herself to a stupor… repeatedly."

"Oooh… hic! Saviran spirits are something else… This is Thorn Pear, isn't it? I feel it in my souuul! Hey, Vizier… you have any more of this?" Arenade rambled drunkenly.

"I'm glad everything was to your liking! Saviran cuisine prides itself in its spices. Your high elven wife's love for our spirits touches my heart. You're versed to know of Thorn Pear. It is a particular favorite of mine. I keep a secret store of them in my room. I'll bring you one of our finest bottles before you leave!" Vizier Duran beamed.

Before they left, there was also the matter of the favor…

"So, what exactly did you need our help with?" Kanae asked.

"I know of your accomplishments," Duran began as if he had been waiting for her cue. "You had challenged those who would strike fear in the common man and survived: such as the likes of Petyr Stormcloud, whose mere strike can shatter adamantine. Demon Lord Charron, whose charisma and mighty strength united all of Artaggon under a single banner. And… the once thought dead Roshasha— Oh, yes. I know. Word travels fast, especially words on swift wings."

Several of the harpies close enough to hear nodded at Kanae.

He continued, "There exists a dungeon my people and even Veteran adventurers have failed to penetrate. Perhaps you have encountered one before. It is Necro Lord Tomb… #3."

Kanae and Arenade snorted, trying not to erupt into laughter.

"What is so funny? I do not see the humor in Necro Lord Tomb #3," Duran repeated in all seriousness.

"Nothing… it's just… never mind. What about this Necro Lord Tomb?" Kanae swallowed the urge to giggle.

"There exists an artifact, taken by Lord Charron many years ago during his foray into Savir. It is a treasured heirloom passed down from sultan to sultan. We do not believe it has powers, but there is great symbolic and sentimental value in it. Savir will pay you a great deal to retrieve this artifact for us. You will also have our eternal gratitude," he said.

"And which of the current sultans is getting that artifact?" Arenade casted Detoxify on herself and asked.

Vizier Duran made the mistake of drinking wine when she had brought it up. The red wine stained his beautiful fur a shade of lighter crimson.

"Y-You… let us handle what comes after. You need only retrieve the artifact and bring it here," Duran said, clearing his throat.

They accepted the vizier's request. The relief on his face couldn't be overstated. As a precursory thanks, he left the table for a few minutes, coming back later with a gift of a bottle of Saviran spirits. His harpy groupies ferried them back down where they had been lifted up from, where a carriage awaited.

The trip back to the inn was made in hushed discussion.

"I'm not the only one who thought Vizier Duran and the harpies were acting funky, right?" Kanae asked.

"How much do you think that artifact is worth?" Renya was lost in thought with a mischievous look about her.

"We're not stealing it… Also, Arenade… You sure enjoyed dinner." She turned to the high elf lost in thought.

"Hmph. Of course, you wouldn't notice my genius ploy! Behold." Arenade opened the box that contained Thorn Pear spirits. She pulled out the bottle. Kanae thought she was going to drink it. Instead, she set the bottle aside and reached into the box to pull out a handwritten note.

Both Kanae and Renya gasped.

"Thorn Pear is a particularly expensive spirit. Only those with money to throw into the sea can buy something like this. It's a drink only a very select few people have the pleasures of drinking. Me asking for a bottle separated Vizier Duran from those harpies. They stayed behind to keep an eye on us. That gave him enough time to write this note," Arenade explained with a haughty smile.

"Arenade… you really are a genius!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Hehe. Compliment me mo—"

Kanae grabbed Arenade's face and kissed her deeply. When their lips parted, she was deeply red.

"I asked for a compliment… not a kiss…" Arenade pouted.

"You two can fuck later. Don't keep me in suspense! What does the note say?" Renya asked.

The three of them bunched up to read the incredible penmanship of Vizier Duran's writing.

I am being held hostage. The harpies are agents of the Harpy King. There are fifteen in total, extremely capable, and prepared to escape to warn him if something were to happen. I do not know for sure what lies within the Necro Lord Tomb #3, but they appear to want it. Whatever it is, it must not fall into their talons!

"Ugh. I knew it. We can just burn the letter. Forget this all ever happened and go back to our honeymoon," Arenade said.

"Oh, come on. Let's at least see what's inside the tomb first," Kanae insisted.

"You won't be going in alone. This sounds like a blast." Renya threw an arm around each of their shoulders. "Count your old pal Renya in!"


Chapter 5

On the morning of the next day, Kanae and Arenade made preparations for their foray into Necro Lord Tomb #3. They purchased potions of healing and mana, rations in case the journey took longer than expected, and bedrolls to make camp within. Renya was getting her own matters in order before joining them. After learning that Vizier Duran was being held captive by the Harpy King's forces, she wanted to get her people into place on the off-chance that things went 'tits up' as she had put it.

Kanae would have been more comfortable with Edina Hackett and Estaline von Cleisseldor around for the ride, too. They had ventured into Necro Lord Tombs together before and emerged victorious. However, Kanae was able to boast about triumphing over two. Virtually no one else in the world could make such a claim. This would be her third and really cement her status as a legendary adventurer.

"You ready?" Kanae asked her high elven wife in the middle of stuffing things into a knapsack.

"You bet I am! Time to go mess up another one of Charron's pet projects!" Arenade giggled mischievously.

"I'm glad your priorities are in the right place… Hey, I want to go to the adventurers hall first. The vizier did say that he's been sending people in to try and conquer it. There might be a quest notice to pick up, and we can double up on the rewards," she suggested.

They hailed a carriage to the Kandis adventurers hall but didn't expect a commotion shaking up the place. Numerous adventurers were outside with their groups, departing a few at a time on wagons or on foot. Many of them looked to be of Seasoned and Veteran rank.

"Kanae, Arenade!" A group of familiar young adventurers broke from the masses to race up to them.

Theena, Kara, and Seven waved from afar with the harpy boy flying ahead of the other two. He slammed into a large minotaur man instead and staggered back, rubbing his aching nose.

"Ow… Watch where you're going, you oaf!" Seven growled.

The much better-equipped minotaur and his party glared down at the boy to size him up. But Seven was too foolhardy to know when to back down.

"We're sorry about him! We didn't mean to bump into you!" Theena caught up, grabbed Seven, and pushed his head down to bow apologetically together.

"Let's go! I don't want to waste any more time!" an elven man dressed in chainmail shouted to the minotaur from a distance.

With a grunt, they walked off without incident. Theena and Kara breathed a sigh of relief. Meanwhile, Seven pouted from having been made to apologize.

"What was that about?" Kanae asked as she and Arenade walked up to them.

"You guys didn't know?" Seven began with a smirk like he had a secret to share. "Word on the street is, Vizier Duran hired a couple of high level adventurers from Radevic to hit a Necro Lord Tomb. That's got a bunch of Seas and Vets riled up. They wanna get the place before those foreigners do. We were just thinking of doing the same!"

"No, Seven… We're not. Plenty of Vets have come back really hurt with nothing to show for. We're only Rookies!" Theena protested.

"Well, Kanae and I were about to go. We're more capable than a bunch of these nobodies!" Arenade exclaimed proudly.

The three Rookie adventurers gasped, and Kanae shot Arenade a fiery glare.

"Can we come? Can we?" Seven tugged on Arenade's arm.

"You can't. A Necro Lord Tomb is seriously dangerous. It's not meant for anyone low-level," Kanae explained.

"We did one when we were like… what? In our sub-20s." Arenade shrugged nonchalantly.

"YOU DID?!" The Rookie trio gasped even harder.

Kanae casted both a Charm and Turn Horny on Arenade, causing her to drop to her knees on the verge of climax.

"Pleeeeaase, Kanae! We partied together the other day. Let's go to the Necro Lord Tomb together!" Seven begged.

"Kanae's right. This is way out of our league!" Theena pulled him away from them.

"No!" He wrenched free from her. "Rookies are always looked down on here. All the decent quests go to the other two ranks. Meanwhile, we're stuck killing small pests and delivering stuff around the city? You can't tell me you didn't have fun last time when we were with Kanae and Arenade!"

Theena and Kara frowned. Both of them looked a little hurt. Kanae wasn't familiar with how the climate was for new adventurers in Kandis and Savir, but it did sound harsher compared to up north.

There were clear lines of rank around here. When Kanae, Edina, and Arenade started adventuring, people of different levels and experience partied up all the time. They certainly had competition, but it wasn't at all malicious in any way. Most of the time, at least.

Kanae sighed. "Fine. You three can come. But you have to follow our orders. Necro Lord Tombs aren't a place to just run into blindly like you did in the jungle yesterday, Seven."

They jumped in cheers. Even the timid Kara was in high spirits. Seven threw his arms around Kanae's neck for a hug. She patted him on the head. He was like an energetic little brother. Or son? Having Seven around made Kanae think about her own children, and how she hadn't had a single son yet. Maybe someday.

"Uu… If you were… going to invite them anyway… why did I have to… suffer for it?" Arenade asked, still twitching from Turn Horny.

"If any of them gets hurt, it's your fault. They're our responsibility now." Kanae pulled her back up.

The five of them boarded a carriage bound for the eastern gate. There, they picked up Renya.

"I see a few extra faces are joining us. Morning, folks!" Renya tipped her tricorn hat as she climbed in.

"Uhm… Who's this?" Theena asked.

Kanae was about to introduce the pirate lord until she remembered the consequence that would follow.

"Glad you asked! Renya Rown, at your service! Entrepreneur, a sailor of the high seas, and adventurer extraordinaire! Disclaimer on my last occupation: only two days out of the week though. Any more days after two, and I charge extra." Renya winked.

"I like her. She's funny!" Seven belted a laugh.

"I like you, too, kiddo! You wanna see something cool?" She sat down next to him and pulled out both flintlocks.

Apparently, Necro Lord Tomb #3 wasn't exactly a secret in these parts. Carriage drivers often brought adventurers and sightseers there. There was no real danger outside, but only when they entered. According to Renya, who had gone to do some digging, the tomb's existence had been known for decades. Many brave and overconfident adventurers attempted to plunder its riches within, but succeeded only in never being heard from again, returning brutally injured, or refusing to ever speak about it after coming out alive.

Some time ago, an adventurer who was crowned a Pathfinder breached deeper than anyone did before. They discovered that it was a gargantuan cavern system that stretched the Kandis coast and just a little past the mainland. Long abandoned man-made walls and outposts within suggested it had been built with war in mind.

"That's not what's crazy though. Get this— that party found dwarven architecture!" Renya explained.

Everyone in the carriage gasped.

"Wouldn't that make this tomb the closest to the surface dwarves had ever made a city? Closer than even Tortuga and Ha'Vavish?" Kanae asked.

"So, Charron went and built a Necro Lord Tomb over a dwarven city. There better not be any sex bots in there…" Arenade shuddered and clutched herself.

"Sex bots?" Theena, Kara, and Seven turned to them for answers.

Kanae and Arenade played a quick game of rock, paper, scissors to determine who would tell them. The former lost.

"Golems that dwarves created for sexual pleasure. They can be tough, but just treat them like any other monsters you face. Also, don't lose to them on purpose," Kanae warned.

They finally arrived at the destination deep inside the jungle. Dozens of other empty wagons, with drivers snoozing or picking their noses, had pulled to a stop in front of a massive tree. An entrance was carved into the base of the trunk, and nailed above it was a copper plaque that read 'Necro Lord Tomb #3'.

Kanae spotted the group with the minotaur Seven had bumped into earlier just now descending into the tomb's depths.

"I can't wait! There's got to be powerful equipment down there waiting to be looted, right?" Seven asked.

"This isn't a Rift. More often than not the loot is from dead adventurers," Kanae explained, recalling the first time she and her party entered a tomb.

The party of six proceeded through the entrance. A long and deep stairwell extended into the depths of the earth. Their legs were getting sore by the time they reached the bottom, but a corridor that stretched so far it eventually went out of sight laid before them.

Tomb #3 was similar to #2. The stone walls of the corridor were covered in vines, and its ground in moss. Sconces had recently been lit by adventurers that entered before them. Farther in, they passed by branching paths with a couple of unconscious adventurers stuck in the jaws of chest mimics. Only their asses and legs were sticking out, and exasperated party members desperately tried to pull them out.

"Hah! Look at those losers. I'd never fall for— Hey, a chest!" Seven ran up to a large, iron-bound trunk.

Kanae slapped a hand to her own face.

"You know that's a mimic, too… right?" Theena asked.

"Well, the ones we passed were definitely mimics. What if, on the very slight chance, this is actually a real chest with loot inside?" Seven flung the lid open to a large flicking tongue and gnashing teeth.

Renya yanked the harpy boy back with one hand, then unloaded arcane bolts into the mimic with a pistol in her other. The monster went still, its tongue riddled with magical burns rolling out limply on the ground.

"Let's let the professionals do the touching, yeah?" Renya grinned.

"Sorry…" Seven sulked.

They continued deeper into the tomb, ignoring all the obvious baits this time. The corridor ended with a large hole in the wall. Not blown to pieces or purposefully dismantled in any way, but looking like the construction had just stopped abruptly. That gargantuan cavern Renya had told them about earlier began here. Large natural rock formations stretched like bridges from one island to the next. Dark and still waters rippled from droplets dripping down from the ceiling. Far into the distance, a forest of mushrooms towered over them.

"Something about this place doesn't look natural. Just me?" Arenade asked.

"I agree." Theena nodded. "It feels like… someone cobbled it all together?"

"It just looks like a normal cave to me." Kanae shrugged, seeing nothing out of the ordinary.

Both of them pointed out a dragon's skeleton sticking out of the water. Although definitely odd, it wasn't entirely out of the realm of possibility.

"How about that?" Kara directed their attention to a couple of couches arranged to face each other on an island a stone's throw away from them.

"Okay, someone could have easily carried furniture down here though. Maybe they wanted a checkpoint for a place to rest?" Kanae suggested.

"What about that giant green slime up there?" Renya asked.

Everyone glanced up. A massive slime moved slowly across the ceiling. Many animal and monster bones were stuck in its gelatinous body. Thankfully, no humanoid.

"Er… I mean, is it that unusual for a slime to be in a cave?" Kanae asked.

As though on cue, the slime vanished into thin air. Their jaws dropped. It was there one moment and gone the next. Something funky was definitely going on here.

"Well, fuck me in the ass. If I knew we would be tripping balls, I'd have pre-gamed ten shots of my strongest whiskey first!" Renya drew both pistols and kept her eyes peeled.

As soon as they crossed the bridge to the first landmass, a large, headless troll appeared out of nowhere with a giant club. It swung at them, and they barely dodged away in time. Renya filled it full of holes, but the monster didn't go down.

"That's an undead! Stand back!" Arenade flew into the air and fired a beam of divine energies, searing the monstrosity into a pile of ash.

"What the hell is going on?" Kanae asked as she and the others gathered around where the undead had been standing.

"He-Heeelp!" An elf came running out of the mushroom forest, chased by hundreds of tiny little balls of lights.

Kanae almost mistook them for fairies like Cylia and her race of fae from Faebog. These creatures were instead insect-like with compound eyes. They wielded tiny pitchforks, repeatedly jabbing the elven man like a swarm of stinging bees. Theena loosed a few arrows from her shortbow to disturb the horde, but they continued stabbing the poor guy.

"I don't got anything that won't put the elf in the line of fire." Renya put her hands up.

"Uhhh… If we're dealing with insects…" Kanae pulled her clothes off, causing Theena to cover Seven and Kara's eyes.

Exhibitionist Spellcasting increased her INT from S to SS. Kanae casted Magic Hand, and a giant translucent palm manifested above the fleeing elf's head. She swatted downwards, squashing him and the insect fairies into the ground. Everyone winced.

"Arenade, I think he's going to need some healing…" Kanae said and slipped her regalia back on.

Peeling the hand away revealed a twitching elf. The tiny stabby monsters had been swatted dead.

"Hey, I recognize this guy! Wasn't he in a group with the minotaur I ran into?" Seven asked.

"Ow… Didn't you have any other spell that could have helped me?" the elf groaned.

"What's going on here, pal?" Arenade lifted him into the sitting position.

"Beats me! Monsters just appear and disappear at random. It isn't just monsters though. This whole place keeps changing! I got separated from my party by a rotating wall. I'm not risking my neck to find them. I'm getting out of here!" He got up and bolted to the entrance.

"That man was a Veteran… I'm sure his party was the same. Are we really going to be okay down here?" Theena asked shakily.

Kanae rested a hand on her shoulder and offered a reassuring nod. The Akesian woman smiled back. If it got too dangerous, Kanae could always Charm them to return to Kandis. For now, nothing had been out of their ability to handle. They still needed to find the artifact Vizier Duran had spoken of.

Whatever was happening in here had to be the work of the resident Necro Lord, who ruled this tomb like Zogoth and Cantu did theirs. Getting this done would be so easy if Kanae could just get in contact with them and explain that they were technically allies. Would the Necro Lord even believe her, having been stuck down here all this time?

They pressed on into the mushroom forest. Stalks as thick as trees towered over them. Some emitted a kind of pollen or spore that Kanae hoped wasn't laced with hallucinogens.

"Alright, everyone. We don't know what could jump out at any moment, so stick close and…" Kanae glanced around and realized the others had disappeared. "Why do I even bother if we keep getting split up? UGH!"

Okay. Just calm down and assess the situation—

Kanae took one step and something beneath her feet glowed a bright green. She had walked into a mushroom ring.

"Fuck me." Kanae groaned.

The ensuing magic teleported Kanae. She hit the cold hard ground and squealed in pain. After picking herself up, she found herself in an enclosed brickstone room surrounded by numerous ropers. They stared intently at her with their one eye and many writhing tentacles.

"Oh… Fuck me…" she repeated earnestly.

The room was large enough that Kanae could fly around in it. Tentacles chased her all over the place. There had to be at least twenty ropers in total. She flourished her whip to try and thin their numbers, but their appendages came together as a sort of cushion to protect each other. When Kanae activated the Collar of Domination to seize control of one roper, the rest dogpiled it until there was little the monster could do.

A tentacle snatched Kanae by the ankle and yanked her to the ground hard. She rubbed the back of her aching head, then glanced up. The many ropers fired their tentacles, restraining her and keeping her from flying away.

"Oh, no… I just want to find my— mmph!" Kanae choked on a tentacle shooting into her mouth.

They ripped her clothes off until she was bare naked and took her whip. Kanae had tentacles pulling her limbs taut by the wrists and ankles. She could have taken these monsters if there were a few. However, twenty ropers amounted to over a hundred tentacles to contend with. There was little to do other than to let them have their way with her.

As monsters, their instincts to fight were great but their intelligence was extremely low. These things didn't know they were dealing with a succubus. Kanae only needed to let nature take its course. So, she switched on Masochist and allowed the ropers to have at her.

A tentacle plunged into Kanae's pussy, and another drilled into her ass. She squeezed her eyes shut as they mercilessly pumped both holes. The impatient ones practically mummified Kanae with tentacles. Their slimy and slightly warm appendages wrapped around her wherever possible.

Kanae panted heavily as she sucked on the one like a cock in her mouth. Two other tentacles flicked at her stiff nipples, sending waves of tingly pleasure through her. She grabbed stray feelers to jerk them off. Soon, the one in her mouth throbbed and shot a thick load down her throat, and she gladly drank it all up.

"Mmmh… Mmpph! Fuck me harder! More! Keep using me!" Kanae pleaded after the tentacle pulled out, only for another to take its place.

The roper she had sucked off teetered back and forth until finally falling unconscious. Its large one eye spun in circles. One after another, Kanae felled the tentacle monsters by draining them for all they had. Before long, they were all lying on the ground, their feelers limp and twitching, and eyes shut or spinning. She was on the floor with them, still covered in tentacles and leaking from every hole with their seed.

"Ughh…" Kanae gulped down a mouthful of roper cum and switched off Masochist before getting up. "That took a while… but I lived."

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Grow Tentacles.

Grow Tentacles: You can sprout tentacles from your body.]

A skill like that might come in handy later. Fortunately, none of the ropers were getting up any time soon. Now the real question was… where was the exit?

Kanae had to push slumbering roper bodies around to find her Matron's Regalia and Lust. They were buried underneath a pile of entangled tentacles. The outfit was also covered in ejaculate from all the leaking feelers. Well, at least she was used to being covered in it.

Now that the ropers were sideways on the floor, a quick look around yielded something Kanae hadn't noticed before. Or maybe it was so because the ropers had been defeated. At the far end of the room were two swirling vortices on top of their own runic circle. They looked big enough for her to stand on.

"I wish I had some kind of divining spell to know what these do." Kanae sighed.

Left or right. Not wanting to waste any more time, she stepped into the right vortex. A vacuum of air sucked her in, and Kanae appeared in another room. The walls were made of newer sandstone, still a bright tan rather than a dull gray like the other one with ropers in it. But it didn't look like she would be resting any time soon.

A dozen wild minotaurs in the middle of eating some kind of boar from a fire pit stopped and stared at her. The meat between their legs rose to full mast.

"Not this time!" Kanae casted a Mass Charm on the room.

All twelve bulls stopped before they could stampede. Kanae walked past them without fear of being made into a cock sleeve. She picked up a roasted leg of a boar from the fire to eat while searching the room for an exit. Just like the roper room, there were two magic circles at the very end. The runes carved into the sandstone bricks weren't lit though. There weren't any vortices either. Was there a condition she needed to fulfill?

It didn't take Kanae much thinking. The Necro Lord of this place probably designed it so that the inhabiting creatures needed to be defeated. She could make them fight each other… but that was no fun.

"I have a feeling you all want to fuck me. Isn't that right, big guy?" Kanae pulled the waistcloth away from one minotaur and stroked his enormous shaft. That heat radiating from this thick cut of meat was enough to make her sweat in the nether regions, causing the roper ejaculate to gush right out. It was as if her pussy was making room for a more delicious treat.

Minotaurs had become a favorite of Kanae's ever since her friend Ichi had turned into one coming to this world, as well as Master Marwin often commandeering a body to use. After all, who wouldn't appreciate a strong, virile bull? Rather, bulls, since there were so many of them.

Kanae dropped the effect of Charm, but they weren't immediately aggressive. The minotaurs knew now they were dealing with a powerful succubus. With a simple command, most succubi would have ordered them to hurt each other for enjoyment. Fortunately for them, she wasn't most succubi.

"Who wants to breed me first?" Kanae asked.

Two at a time, the minotaurs took turns spit roasting her. Thankfully, not over the fire. With a cock hammering into her pussy and another throat-fucking her, Kanae was in ecstasy. When a greedy minotaur wanted her all for himself, his one hand was large enough to hold her entire waist and use her like a cock sleeve. He pumped harder and harder as if trying to impregnate her.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

"Ooouughh! I'm going crazy on your cock! It's going so deep… punching the entrance of my womb! Aaaaahhhhh!" Kanae climaxed so hard that she squirted.

The same minotaur wrenched her off his dick, then buried his snout to her pussy. A thick tongue lapped at her cum-filled cunt and gulped down her waterworks. Kanae came again from his cunnilingus. Her hands found purchase on the minotaur's horns.

After satiating his thirst, he tossed Kanae to the ground, where three minotaurs butted heads over who to go next. Still trembling from the recent orgasm, she pushed herself up by the elbows.

"Don't fight… hehe… take me all at once…" Kanae lifted her leg to reveal a gaping cunt freshly licked clean, a twitching asshole in need of filling, and an open maw that was her tail pussy.

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Minotaur Might.

Minotaur Might: Your natural strength has increased many-folds. Any STR-based skills will begin one rank higher. Every successive strike hits harder.]

By the time the minotaurs were done, Kanae was entirely covered in their spunk. Every hole was gushing with their seed. She was lying on top of an unconscious minotaur whose dick was still plugged deep inside her.

In the distance, the two magic circles had activated and their vortices awaited to be entered. Kanae tried to get off the minotaur, but her pussy was too fastened to his cock. She grabbed his nose ring and put all her strength into pulling.

Pop!

Kanae separated from the minotaur's dick at last and rolled off. She didn't bother putting her clothes back on. Instead, she grabbed the regalia and whip, then crawled towards a vortex at random. Her body painted the floor white on the way there. Still on all fours, she threw herself into the left vortex, emerging in a dimly-lit room with only torches on the sides of the wall. This place had a much taller ceiling than the past two. Leaving a trail of minotaur cum in her wake, Kanae wandered deeper in until a pair of red eyes peered at her from the dark.

Chains rattled, a rumbling growl made the room vibrate, and each step it took made the ground quake. Kanae backed away as the hulking monstrosity approached her. The torchlight illuminated the head of a maneless lion first, the body and arms of a troll, the legs of a dragon, and finally the tail which was a hissing snake. This creature was five times her size. She should be afraid, but her eyes were drawn to the two-pronged, wart-covered, throbbing red cocks between its legs.

"Alright, I know the drill." Kanae tossed her belongings away, wiped the drool from her lips, and turned around with her ass in the air. "Come and get me!"

The chimera pounced on Kanae. Its two dicks found resistance against her ass and pussy. But lubricated by slippery ejaculate and having been pried open from constant use by the minotaurs, the vicious beast forced his way into both of her holes.

"Oh, fuck, fuck, FUCK! IT'S SO BIG! I'M GOING TO BREAK—" Kanae switched on Masochist in panic. "YES, YES, YES! MESS ME UP WITH YOUR COCKS!"

The size of the chimera dicks rearranged Kanae's insides. Face pressed to the ground and drooling, she had become delirious from the intense mating. Their hips clapped with incredible force. Each thrust was as though a massive hand repeatedly came down to slap her cheeks. He hammered so hard, it constantly knocked her lights out.

PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP!

"My stomach… it… aahhh! You're inside… my womb… you pushed into my womb!" Kanae cried.

Its serpent tail suddenly lowered into her field of vision. The snake hissed once before sinking two sharp fangs into her shoulder. An extreme wave of euphoria washed over Kanae. Was that… an aphrodisiac? She saw love in being fucked so roughly. Heart, mind, and soul recognized the chimera as its beloved mate.

"Mmm! Nnh… aahhh! Ooohh! Chimeras are… created, right? I bet… ahh! You must be lonely… without a mate… I'll be your bitch! I'll be your chimera bitch— aaaahhhh!" Kanae climaxed over and over again. Her trembling ass and pussy massaged the chimera to an orgasm. The monster emptied its balls right into her womb. In the backdoor, it painted her ass white. The chimera's load exploded with so much pressure, the geyser of cum sent Kanae flying across the room into a vortex. She rolled to a stop at the start of a long corridor and groaned.

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Mating Venom.

Mating Venom: Due to chimeras' violent tendencies, the male and females tend to spar before mating. If a female injects its venom first, they will put the male to sleep, perform intercourse until inseminated, and then escape. If a male injects its venom first, the female will go into a state of extreme libido and allow herself to be mated with.]

Its sheer volume of cum had inflated Kanae's womb and belly as if she were pregnant. She rested with her back on the cold floor, hands over her abdomen to try and push all the spunk out. Ejaculate leaked from her in a slow and steady flow. She switched off Masochist and sighed.

"Uuh… I'm so… full…" Kanae groaned.

During the past three sexcapades, she managed to obtain a skill from each of the creatures. First, Grow Tentacles. Kanae lifted an arm, willing a tentacle to grow from the shoulder region. It looked just like what the ropers used to fuck her with. Next was Minotaur Might.

Kanae clenched and unclenched her fists, but she didn't feel any stronger. There was also no way of testing it without getting into a fight. Last was Mating Venom. What a weird name for a skill. Kanae searched all over her cum-drenched body and couldn't find where the venom would come from. It wasn't until she rubbed her cheek did she realize the venom came from her teeth. The lateral incisors to be precise. She spat the purplish venom into her palm.

"Wait… my stuff!" Kanae whipped around, but the magic circle was inert. Damn. She wasn't getting back into the chimera room. Luckily, the powers of the Matron's Regalia were still available to her. But not having Lust in her hand was a problem.

If there was no going back, forward it was then. As long as Kanae could find the Necro Lord and defeat him, she could get everything back and find the others. Hopefully.

After spending a few moments catching her breath, Kanae was able to walk again. Her ass and pussy were still aching fiercely with the desire to be stuffed again. She stumbled naked and covered in spunk to the door at the end of the corridor. It was her only way forward. A placard above the door read, 'OBSERVATION DECK' and another beneath it warned, 'DO NOT ENTER'.

Kanae channeled her inner-Edina and entered anyway. She opened the door quietly and slipped into a beige-marble room. There was a large humanoid at the very back, in front of a series of crystals arranged on a candelabra with many branches. To her left, a large astrolabe with varying-sized spheres rotated slowly. To her right was a study, furnished with enormous bookshelves, a desk, and a bed.

"Where?" the creature at the front growled. "Where did that succubus go? I can't find her anywhere! This isn't good… Why do I keep losing track of adventurers?! Lord Charron won't be happy with—"

"Ahem! Looking for me?" Kanae asked.

He spun around, and they both gasped for different reasons. Him, because he didn't expect Kanae to be here. Her, because the figure looked nothing like a Necro Lord. Tall and imposing, she could tell even with his dusty gray robe on that he had a lot of muscle under there. His face was that of a horse. He had fine brown fur with specks of gray dotting his coat. An almost comically tiny pair of glasses rested on his face.

"How… How did you get in here? And why are you naked?" he asked, adjusting the spectacles to get a better look.

"Why am I… because of your gauntlet of rapey monsters! Tell me, are you the Necro Lord of Tomb #3?" Kanae asked.

"Hmph. Indeed, I am. My name is Necro Lord Thored. The 'e' is silent. What you traversed just earlier wasn't a gauntlet. They were cages where I keep my dungeon monsters. To think… you defeated them all, including the chimera, with your succubus wiles… I won't be able to make use of them until they awaken! No matter. My Appraisal Eye tells me you're a Seductress. Your Versatile Womb shall aid in propagating monsters for me—"

When Thored reached for the staff leaning against the table, he accidentally knocked it away. The equine beastman fumbled after it like a goof. Kanae seized the opportunity to tackle him. Her strength, made stronger by Minotaur Might, lifted him into the air.

"Ow! Unhand me! Unlike your perverted race, I'm not into being stained by other creatures' reproductive excretions!" Thored exclaimed.

Kanae eyed the bed. She hurled him over. The legs of the frame cracked when Thored landed. Before he could get up, she landed right on top of his waist.

"I'm still horny. You will have to do!" Kanae bit into Thored's shoulder, injecting him with the chimera's Mating Venom.

"I feel… strange… tingly… oddly aroused? What did you do?" Thored gasped.

"Let's see what you're packing!" She ripped off his robes, revealing a thick cock standing at attention that made her eyes go wide.

The tip of Thored's lighthouse was flared out. It was already leaking with precum. Kanae saw red. She wanted that thing inside her a minute ago.

"Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait! It won't fit! Are you crazy?" Thored cried.

"Won't fit? Didn't you watch me take your chimera's dick?" Kanae got on top and sat down on it until they were connected at the hips.

Thored attempted to incant a spell. As the words left his mouth, Kanae shoved a tentacle in to keep him from uttering the final part of the incantation. She sprouted more tentacles to restrain his limbs like the ropers had done to her. Although the beastman was all muscle, he couldn't so much as budge against Kanae's strength thanks to Minotaur Might.

Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap.

"Please, I… I… Oooh… I haven't had sex in a while, and with a succubus, this is…"

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

Kanae picked up speed, slamming her hips against Thored with more power. Minotaur Might made it so that each successive hit was stronger than the next. The bed went from creaking to cracking to snapping as the wooden frame folded under them.

"I take it back! Please, stop! It was nice at the start, now it's beginning to hurt! My hips! You're going to break my hips!" Thored shouted.

Crrck!

Kanae came at the same time something in Thored shattered. His head went limp to one side and foamed from the mouth. The thick cock buried inside her pussy spurted a big load that filled her up.

[Congratulations! You are now level 255!]

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Dungeon Core Manipulation.

Dungeon Core Manipulation: You can magically create dungeons out of available materials and spawn existing monsters. Touch a powered dungeon core for the expanded manual to begin.]

Exhausted, Kanae laid down on Thored's broad muscular chest. Her whole body was twitching unceasingly after having so much sex. But if she had gained experience, then he must have been at a very high level. Higher than even her.

Kanae tried to get up, but her legs gave out.

"Maybe… a little post-coitus nap… is in order…" Kanae shut her eyes and drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 6

When Kanae awakened later, Thored was still knocked out. His dick had since slipped out of her pussy, and the Mating Venom finally wore off and gave way to a clear mind. She scanned the chamber, recalling that the sign on the other side of the door called it an 'observation deck'.

The question was, an observation of what?

Kanae got up to inspect the candelabra-like apparatus Thored was messing with earlier. There had to be half a hundred branches, all ending with a glowing crystal rather than a candle on top. She reached for one at random, only for an illusory pane to appear and reveal an image of an adventuring party. No, not just an image. It was like watching a live broadcast of what was going on, and she could even hear them.

"Ugh. Do we even know what we're supposed to find in this creepy place?"

"Your guess is as good as mine. I just want to go home…"

"It's something Vizier Duran wants. That's all I know. Whoever finds it first gets a fat payday. From the vizier of all people! We'll be rolling in it. Now quit bellyaching and keep your lazy eyes peeled!"

After reaching for another branch, a new broadcast turned up. A pair of well-equipped adventurers were being chased by a rolling boulder down a tunnel, all the while cursing their luck. In another, two separate parties were bickering over who found a locked, iron-banded chest first. The individual crystals weren't all that showed something. Kanae was able to touch a combination of them to bring up different views. She touched three crystals at random, bringing up a birds' eye view of the dwarven city that was mentioned in this place. So, Thored was probably watching them this entire time.

What about the astrolabe object?

There had to be a few dozen spheres orbiting it. They came in many different sizes, varying material make, and odd engravings that Kanae couldn't make heads or tails of.

"Didn't Skill Drain take something from Thored earlier?" Kanae wondered aloud and checked her character sheet.

[Dungeon Core Manipulation: You can magically create dungeons out of available materials and spawn existing monsters. Touch a powered dungeon core for the expanded manual to begin.]

Manual…

Kanae gazed up at the astrolabe and touched the closest orb made of copper, etched with geometric symbols.

Welcome back, Operator.

An airy feminine voice whispered straight into Kanae's mind. That didn't stop her from stepping away and glancing side to side.

"Uhm… Hello?" Kanae greeted back.

Please open your character sheet to continue, the voice came again.

Kanae did as asked, and a menu separate from her usual interface with skills and levels appeared.

[Select operation type to begin.

	Dungeon 
	Construction Material 
	Monsters 
	Rewards] 


"Hmm. Dungeon then." Kanae selected the first one.

[Dungeon selected.

	Expand 
	Reduce 
	Difficulty 
	Modification] 


"Oh, no. I'm not suited for this at all…" Kanae selected an option at random, and her finger landed on Expand.

The sphere began to click. A ridge formed, separating the upper and lower half to begin rotating in opposite directions. Information flooded into Kanae's mind like the minotaurs had with her womb. An underground oasis she had never seen before became her most intimate knowledge. The lowest depths of the water, the highest point of the ceiling, what monsters currently existed there, the adventurers currently traversing its space, and more was known to her.

The influx of information made Kanae lightheaded. She swiped the space before her in panic, causing something to change. That change was also something she understood. The oasis area had increased in size by two-folds. What was a modest cavern with an underground wellspring had now grown to twice its original size.

Kanae still wasn't too sure what all this was, but it did feel similar to how Elizabeth Bedlam and Marwin Fransk created artificial Rifts. She ran back to the broadcasting area, hoping it was voice activated.

"Show me where Arenade is," Kanae demanded.

Two different crystals lit up, and an illusory pane formed. The high elf priest was with Kara and Seven, but Theena and Renya were nowhere to be seen. They were slowly making their way over a gargantuan stone bridge, underneath which were a bunch of desiccated bones and monsters waiting for their next meal to drop. When Kanae asked to see Kara and Renya next, the two appeared in another broadcast inside the dwarven ruins.

Both groups were safe for now. But how was she going to reunite with them?

"That's far enough, succubus!" Thored exclaimed from behind.

Kanae whirled around to find the beastman back on two hooves, his hips no longer crushed, and holding a staff in his hand. An empty potion vial rolled away on the floor.

"I don't know how you're manipulating that, but step away from the console," Thored ordered.

"Or what?" Kanae folded her arms. "I'm just going fuck your hips broken again."

"Let's see you try that on this. Spawn Monster: Ettin!" He brandished his staff while tapping into his character sheet.

A creature larger and bulkier than an ogre with two heads materialized between them. What Thored called an ettin, scratched one of its heads, glanced around the area, and settled his gaze on Kanae. Its penis quickly grew erect, lifting the cloth around his waist.

"Oh." Kanae gulped.

In one swift swipe, the ettin captured Kanae in its grasp.

"Hrmphh! Female?" He lifted her up and sniffed her crotch.

Both heads exchanged nods at each other.

"Breed!" the one with a horn on his head roared.

"I just had sex with a chimera! You think a single ettin is enough to— oooouughhhh!" Kanae's protests turned into cries of pleasure when the monster forced her down onto his enormous cock.

Just like the minotaurs, the ettin used her like a cock sleeve. She slid up and down the length of his shaft in deep strokes. He blew his load inside Kanae, filling her womb up and then some. Just once wasn't enough. The ettin tightened his grip, squeezing all the cum out of her for the next round. Eventually, he left her hanging on his still erect member and turned to face the Necro Lord.

"Had enough yet?" Thored taunted. "Ettins are creatures of extraordinary stamina. It would take you days to drain him. I have five more in the holding cell just for you—"

Kanae exerted a charm on the ettin, compelling him to reach for Thored. The beastman was quicker. He jumped back, eyes wide with surprise.

"Damn it. I was so close…" Kanae cursed under her breath and wrenched herself free from the fat dick embedded inside her.

"Spawn Monster: Roper, Minotaur, Wyvern, Drake, Zombie!" Thored manifested numerous aggressive creatures in an attempt to overwhelm Kanae, who instead charmed all of them with exception of the zombie which she had to destroy. However, every single beast she charmed seemed to vanish a moment later.

Kanae rolled her eyes. "Whatever you send at me, you know it won't work… right? I'm a succubus. If I can't charm them, I'll just drain them."

"Spawn Monster: Black Slime!" He called forth a gelatinous black monstrosity, the one thing she couldn't charm, which moved slowly toward her.

"Come on…" She flew just out of reach when a tentacle suddenly latched onto her ankle. "Shit!"

Thored flashed a taunting grin.

Meanwhile, Kanae thought fast. Wait. Maybe Thored was manifesting them using the same skill. She accessed her character sheet and navigated to the 'Monsters' option.

[Monster selected.

	Spawn 
	Remove 
	Level-up 
	Evolve 
	De-level 
	Storage] 


Kanae selected the 'Remove' option on the black slime, and it vanished from sight.

"That's not very fair!" Thored groaned.

"I'm going to suck your dick off!" Kanae threatened, taking a flying start and slamming him into the ground.

Thored resisted at first, but as soon as she wrapped her lips around the tip of his throbbing dick, he shot the biggest load yet and went still. Blowjob Proficiency was much more potent against anything higher level than her, and the Necro Lord was high enough to have granted her experience earlier.

"I give… I'm not equipped to handle a succubus. If you're going to enslave me, all I ask is that you don't make use of whatever that skill was that shattered my hips," Thored pleaded.

"I don't plan to charm or hurt you. We're technically allies. My country, the Commonwealth of Sin, is in an alliance with Artaggon and Radevic," Kanae explained.

"What?" He squinted dubiously at her. "Why didn't you say that earlier?"

"Be honest, would you really have believed a random succubus telling you she's allied with Lord Charron?"

Thored pursed his lips. Kanae helped him to his hooves. They stared at each other awkwardly. He was still naked after she ripped his robes off. She was still covered in cum, dried and new.

"Let me ask you, because I'm still in disbelief: is the succubi race truly allies with Lord Charron again?" Thored asked.

"Er. It's complicated. I'm not a succubus from the Succubus Wars. Queen-Mother Zariah, Lord Charron, and I became allies to repel a recent Ortesian invasion. She and her people have since withdrawn into their own country on the surface now. I'm Queen Kanae Toyomi of the Commonwealth and Knight of Amethyst of Aidenhall," Kanae introduced herself.

"That much has happened while I've been down here? Lord Charron doesn't send me any letters! Ever since he reassigned me to take over Necro Lord Tomb #3 50 years ago, I've been on my own ever since…"

"Wait, only five decades ago? You weren't down here for hundreds of years like the others?" she asked.

The beastman shook his head and shrugged.

He continued, "Before I was Necro Lord, I was Lieutenant Thored. I served as Lord Charron's chief scientist at Manservahl, the seat of power in Artaggon. For the past half century and likely well into my living death, I manage Necro Lord Tomb #3, having replaced my predecessor."

In other words, Thored fully expected to serve even after dying. Necro Lord Zogoth and Necro Lord Cantu were at least over a century in age. Their bodies had long decomposed, looking like undead beings after so long. Come to think of it, Thored was the first flesh-having Necro Lord she had laid eyes on. Wait a minute…

"So… hold on… I'm looking for a relic that's said to exist inside this tomb. Vizier Duran is looking for it. Something that Lord Charron had apparently taken a long time ago. Maybe you remember him giving it to you?" Kanae asked.

"Oh, that." Thored wandered over to the broadcast table and sucked in an uneasy breath. "I'd love to hand it over to you… But it's been eaten by a monster, and I can't seem to contain it."

Necro Lord Thored touched five different crystals, bringing up a black screen. Or so Kanae thought. The environment was completely dark, save for the cluster of many red eyes staring back at them. Whatever it was, it didn't look friendly.

"In my attempts to create a strong, final boss monster at the end of this tomb, I… might have made it too strong. So strong that it resisted all attempts to despawn or reset the dungeon it's residing in," Thored explained.

"Is that really possible?!" Kanae gasped.

"Well, seeing is believing." He repeatedly smashed the Remove option on the creature behind the screen, but it was still there.

Kanae couldn't leave without that Saviran artifact. Well, she could. Vizier Duran's problems were his own, and Savir's civil war was of no concern to her. The rest of her honeymoon with Arenade hinged on completing this quest though, and having a powerful political figure from another country owe her was a nice reward in itself.

Here was a Necro Lord that Kanae had managed to break the ice with. They might still be suspicious of each other, but not immediately going for the throat was a nice start.

"I have a proposal," Kanae began. "I skill drained Dungeon Core Manipulation from you and can use it, too. I'll help you put a stop to that monster. In exchange, you let me take the artifact."

"You're asking a lot from me, succubus. Lord Charron entrusted the Necro Lords of Necro Lord Tomb #3 to safeguard that artifact. You say you're allies with my lord, I'd at least like to hear from him first," Thored offered as a condition.

Vizier Duran would have to wait then.

"Deal." Kanae nodded.

Both of them extended hands to shake on it. Kanae clasped something else.

"Succubus… that's my penis," Thored said.

"I know what I grabbed. Now that we have a truce, how about I make some amends for messing up the place?" Kanae asked, squeezing his throbbing cock.

Thored swallowed hard. Whatever he was about to say, Kanae would have to hear the answer later. The entire chamber flashed red.

"What's going on?!" Kanae cried.

"This alarm goes off when a floor boss has been defeated! I haven't heard it in years. Show us what's happening!" Thored shouted at the broadcasting apparatus.

Yes, Operators.

A large screen showed a group of eight high elven knights and two drakeling dragoons inside the ruins of a garrison. They stood over the broken body of a massive stone construct, reduced to a pile of pebbles.

"Ortesians…" Kanae growled.

"That's much deeper than Veteran adventurers of Kandis have progressed!" Thored gasped.

To make matters worse, Arenade, Kara, and Seven had just crossed the bridge and were entering the garrison. They were about to make contact with the Ortesian group. Arenade was strong, but she wasn't eight Ortesian knights and two Rotandrix dragoons strong.

"We have to act fast before my friends run into them! You're basically the dungeon master of this place, right? Can you teleport me there?" Kanae asked desperately.

"That's not possible. This place doesn't use the same kind of teleportation magic that you know from the surface. That's far too advanced and costs too much magic to make happen," Thored explained.

"Then how do we help them?" She threw her hands up in exasperation.

They were watching in real-time both Arenade's group and the Ortesian cell nearing each other. The latter was at the top of the garrison ruins, and the former at the bottom. At this rate, they had maybe a few minutes. Unless…

Kanae ran over to the astrolabe and brushed a hand over her wrist sigil to bring up the Dungeon Core Manipulation interface. A list of options unveiled to her.

"What are you doing?" Thored came over and asked.

"The least I can do is buy time. To do that, we can just increase the size of the dungeon!" Kanae exclaimed, recalling the series of choices she had made earlier.

"I see!" The Necro Lord's eyes widened as he caught on. "Bring up the garrison ruins biome."

The entire device clicked and groaned, rearranging the many orbs until one made of worn gray stone stopped in front of them. This sphere didn't have many of the same runes. Its design was simple. Thored nodded for her to continue.

Kanae selected 'Dungeon' and 'Expand' when the next set of options appeared. All sorts of information flooded into their minds. Resources were drained from Construction Material storage. Rooms and chambers in the garrison ruins increased in size, new places were added, and more. Now there were several more floors and dozens of additional rooms.

That explained why the adventurer they encountered coming in here was so panicked and confused. Necro Lord Thored was probably actively adjusting the dungeons on them. However, the real question was if that succeeded in separating the two groups. Kanae and Thored returned to the broadcasting apparatus. Arenade's party and the empire forces looked completely spooked. The transforming dungeon had knocked a few of them off their feet. They were much farther apart than before, and it would take some time before both groups ran into each other now. Considering the size, it was entirely possible for them to miss each other.

Kanae breathed a sigh of relief. The last thing she wanted was to lose Arenade, her new wife, after they were reunited only recently. She giggled to herself when the high elf threw a little tantrum and summoned Holy Armament: Big Fucking Hammer to smash a statue.

"I'm impressed by you for that quick thinking," Thored began with a little more respect in his voice, "and for that, I shall no longer call you by your race. You're deserving of more dignity than that, Queen Kanae!"

"Heh. Thanks. And you can just call me Kanae. We're not out of the water yet. If I can't get to my friends, I need to somehow defeat the Ortesians from here. How about spawning monsters on them?" Kanae suggested.

"I was just about to propose that, but we must remember that they easily defeated the dungeon boss of the garrison ruins biome. Meager monsters wouldn't so much as slow them down. We would need to make them stronger— not too strong! Otherwise, we end up with what I've been dealing with!" he warned.

Both of them thought for a moment.

"The chimera!" the pair exclaimed in unison.

Necro Lord Thored navigated his own interface and selected 'Monster' on the first screen. Another list of options appeared.

[Monster selected.

	Spawn 
	Remove 
	Level-up 
	Evolve 
	De-level 
	Storage] 


With both eyes focused on the Ortesia group, he selected Spawn. A large menu of monsters, including a picture of what they were, showed up. There were a lot, likely collected over the centuries since Necro Lord Tomb #3 was in operation. It took a bit of scrolling before Thored found the chimera. He pressed a finger to the monster and flicked it at the broadcast screen.

The Ortesians were finally on their way out of the dungeon boss room when the chimera spawned before them… unconscious. Kanae and Thored's smiles flipped upside down. The monstrosity they were hoping would defeat them was asleep on the ground, limp cock hanging out from its sheath, and looking like a desiccated husk. A Rotandrix dragoon cautiously walked up to the chimera and signaled to the others that it wasn't a threat.

"Oh, right… I, uh… I drained it down to the bones when it was screwing me…" Kanae recalled apologetically.

"Curses! I was going to use that as a dungeon boss for the laboratory biome! You're telling me you sucked it dry with that… lewd body of yours, succubus?!" Thored groaned.

"What happened to calling me by my name? And it's not my fault! I drain passively, and your chimera was the one that got horny the moment it saw me. Hell… it was the same for the ropers and minotaurs, too! Why do you have so many horny monsters?" she protested.

While they bickered, the Ortesians had walked around the unconscious chimera to exit the room. Thored frantically scrolled up and down the list of monsters in search of something suitable to combat them with. Kanae did, too. They tossed an entire bestiary at them only to be squashed like pests.

"There's got to be something we can do. Like level up a monster into something stronger?" Kanae navigated to the option and hovered a finger over selecting it.

"No, that won't work unless…" Thored suddenly grabbed her shoulders with both hands. "That's it! A lot must be sacrificed in order to make another stronger. We're essentially transferring the base level and experience to something else. You're crowned a Seductress. Your Versatile Womb skill can birth an endless supply of monsters."

"I'll do it! But… you came up with that plan pretty quick. Does me being thrown to the mercy of your monsters turn you on?" She pointed to his throbbing erection which was bumping against her lower abdomen.

Unamused, Thored pushed Kanae into a runic circle at the other end of the room.

"I'm sending you to a storage room with creatures that provide the highest experience per sacrifice. Birth as many as you can, and I'll combine them into a stronger monster each time. Good luck," Thored said, waving his staff to activate the circle.

"Wait, what are the monsters—" Before Kanae could finish her sentence, the magic brought her to another room.

The place was much larger than the rooms with the other monsters she went through. It was an entire cavern with many islands in a sea of lava. Despite the scalding heat, giant trees sprouted from the tough rocky ground. A strange kind of green fruit with creases and blisters littered the base of the trunk. They were only partially eaten.

Where were these monsters that Thored was talking about? They were supposedly really strong, but…

A scalding breath brushed down Kanae's back and made her tense up. She slowly turned around to find a hulking, bipedal beast larger than a minotaur staring down at her. Its massive arms and legs were covered in ashy gray scales with a red glow between the gaps. The creature had the face of a troll with a much more pronounced underbite, a red beard running down its broad chest, and eyes as crimson as the lava around them. Her gaze traveled down to between its legs, where a thick cock covered in warts and ridges twitched in anticipation.

Kanae! Thored's voice came through as an echo in her mind. I've already combined all the hellbrute trolls. That beast is the result, but it likely still isn't as strong as a dungeon boss. At least not yet. Please, allow it to use you as breeding fodder to produce more!

"Okay… uhm… he-hello… Let me just turn on Versatile Womb first," Kanae said, quivering in excitement. She activated the glowing tattoo just above her crotch which denoted the skill was on. An incredible sense of pleasure from the thought of being inseminated rippled through her body.

The fiery humanoid monster flashed a lecherous grin. He forced Kanae to the ground and shoved his dick into her pussy. With a hand pinned to her back, the troll pistoned with unrelenting lust. She clenched her jaw and eventually couldn't take it anymore, and so switched on Masochist.

"Mess me up! Mess me up! Your cock is so hot, it's cooking me from the inside! I want your cum… Mmmh! Pour your burning hot cum into my pussy, please! Aaaahhhh! Guh… Nnggghh!" Kanae screamed at the top of her lungs.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

Like the other monsters Kanae had encountered, this one was just as pent-up. Being contained down here like a zoo animal behind an enclosure made it seek an outlet for stress. She was that outlet.

"Uurghh!" The troll shuddered as he climaxed, pouring his boiling load straight into her womb.

The sigil on her abdomen brightened significantly. Kanae threw her head back from the pleasure of being impregnated. Her stomach began to swell as Versatile Womb took over to expedite the gestation period. The breasts also grew in size, preparing to feed her inevitable offspring.

However, Kanae's mate wasn't letting her go yet. The troll lifted her up, still connected at the hips, and grabbed a handful of her breasts in each hand. He squeezed the milk right out of them which steamed off her chest from how hot the cavern was.

"No, stop! That's for the baby… nghh… I'm going to cum again if you keep pinching my nipples! Aahh! Aahhhh! Ooooh, I'm cumming again! I'm cumming so hard!" Kanae cried, howling like a bitch in heat.

When the troll's cock slipped out, so did an infant troll. Her slickened pussy made it easy for the infant to pass through with little effort. He was already up and walking. Kanae was surprised to find that it looked like a hairy boar but with a snout. The effects of Versatile Womb sped up the monster's aging process. Soon, her troll spawn was on his feet, about as tall as a young human, and seeking food on his own. He spotted Kanae and pounced, latching onto her breasts to suck the milk from them.

"Hehe… Drink up. Grow big and strong for me…" Kanae panted.

Perfect. Now to combine them and begin all over again, Thored said.

The troll that had impregnated Kanae vanished from thin air. It became a ball of bristling energy of pure experience and entered the adolescent troll, accelerating his age even further. He grew into an even larger one compared to the previously sacrificed hellbrute troll. Denser muscles, taller… a bigger cock.

"Hey, big boy." Kanae gulped hard and cracked a depraved smile. "How about you let mommy teach you a thing or two about using that?"

For the next few hours, the cycle continued. Kanae must have gone through twenty by now. She birthed a troll offspring, he would grow to a mature age in a few minutes, fucked her senseless and impregnated her, be sacrificed to the next generation, and repeated from there until—

We've done it, Kanae! We've produced a hellduke troll, the final evolution of a basic troll monster. Any more, and we might grant it sapience. Let's not have that on our conscience. I also don't want another anomaly. Hang on. I'll come fetch you in a second… Thored said.

Kanae was covered all over in hot cum again. She hadn't even showered since the ropers and minotaurs. Her pussy was gaping from being used like a fleshlight by bigger and bigger dicks. Troll spunk poured out from both holes.

The hellduke troll picked her up in one hand. This monster was three times larger than the first hellbrute troll she had sex with. He guided her over its massive cock, which threatened to really split her open. She was still twitching from the aftershocks of her unending orgasms and too weak to resist.

Thored entered just in time, tapped into the interface a few times, and the hellduke troll disappeared. Kanae dropped into his arms, but he let her fall to the ground after getting jizz on himself.

"I'm…" Kanae swallowed the load in her mouth. "I'm so satisfied…"

"Ugh. I just got changed into new robes." Thored sighed.

"Where did you… send the hellduke troll?" She propped herself up on her elbows.

The Necro Lord, his robes dirty now anyway, picked Kanae up and carried her to the end of the lava cavern chamber. They entered a vortex that transported them back to the observation deck. He let her down on wobbly legs next to the broadcast. The hellduke troll she had given birth to was wreaking havoc on the Empire of Ortesia's party.

Meanwhile, Arenade, Kara, and Seven had passed through the whole garrison without so much as running into the other group. They were now entering a desert biome, and it was taking the other two to pull on Arenade's robe to get her in because she was stubborn. Kanae could practically hear her complaining about how the dry heat was bad for her divine skin.

"I also took the liberty of fetching your belongings. They are in a neat pile on the bed. There is a bathhouse biome I can send you to wash yourself in," Thored said, appearing a little bashful.

"Aw, you're a lifesaver. I think I needed a bath like a day ago." Kanae took the Necro Lord up on the offer and entered a beautiful granite bathhouse with steaming waters. All the dried cum caked on her hair and body demanded a good scrubbing.

By the time Kanae got done, her fingers were beginning to get pruney. She emerged from the bath squeaky clean again. After drying herself off with a stack of towels nearby, realization hit that she had left her clothes behind in the observation deck. A vortex at the corner of the room transported her back.

Kanae was about to make herself known until she noticed Thored masturbating furiously by the broadcast channels. She tiptoed over quietly. He was watching a recording of her getting fucked by the hellbrute trolls.

"Nnh… Slutty succubus… I bet you like laying with monsters! Oooh… I can't believe how incredible her pussy felt… If it wasn't for breaking my hips—"

"How about I take care of that for you?" Kanae purred, embracing him from behind with her still bare and slightly damp body. She clasped both hands on his thick member to take over in jerking him off, stroking until it exploded and fired cum all over the table.

The sight of how big Thored's load was turned Kanae on.

"It's… It's not what you think! I'm just reviewing the footage… with my hand on my penis…" Thored trailed off, thoroughly embarrassed about being caught.

"I've been thinking about your big cock, too. I promise not to break your hips this time, but you're more than welcome to break every bone in my body when you fuck me~" she offered teasingly.

Thored found the willpower to resist temptation and shrugged her off.

"W-We probably shouldn't take our eyes off your companions and the Ortesians. Oh! Y-You know who we haven't checked in on for a while now? What were their names… Renya and Theena!" Thored brought up a third broadcast, but it wasn't what they expected.

Renya had a gun leveled on Theena, finger on the trigger and threatening to blast her. The two were in the middle of a maze biome. Unconscious adventurers were strewn around them at their feet. Judging by the magical burns on them, Renya must have unloaded a couple of shots.

But why turn the weapon on Theena?

"What are they saying? Is it possible to listen in?" Kanae asked.

"It is possible. I just need to— will you get your hand off my dick already?" Thored slapped her hand away.

After fiddling with the candelabra device, they were able to hear the low ambient drone of the maze biome… including Renya and Theena.

"You got some explaining to do." Renya smoked from a pipe clenched in her teeth. "These guys just now recognized you, didn't they? Called you by name."

"Of course, they did. We're all from the adventurers hall in Kandis. You're scaring me… Aren't we both Kanae's friends? Why are you doing this?" Theena asked.

"See, that's the thing. I've known Kanae for years now. I know that little minx can be too trusting, especially around a cute girl or a big dick," she said.

Kanae went red and felt slightly ashamed of herself.

Renya continued, "But I can tell a snake when I meet one. I should know. I've offed a bunch to get to where I am. Don't screw with me, kiddo. These adventurers are the same ones my crew saw meeting with the cunts from Ortesia, right before heading to the tomb. This guy in particular…" She pressed a boot to his head. "Before everyone went ape-shit, he asked if you checked in with your handler. So, who is this handler? Are Kara and Seven in on this, too?"

Instead of answering, Theena drew her sword. Renya fired off a shot, but the other deflected the blast into the wall. She threw something into the ground that erupted with smoke and took off running down the maze.

"Fuck me, I'm getting slow!" Renya cursed. "I should've seen that coming. Gotta start shooting first and ask questions later!"

Although Renya gave chase, she quickly lost Theena's trail because of the maze's many twists and turns. Kanae, despite being able to see from an operator's point of view, had no means of telling her where to go either.

"What was that all about? Those were your companions, yet they seemed to have turned against each other." Thored scratched the side of his head.

"I'm just as confused… but it sounded like Theena isn't who I thought she was. Thored, you have to send me back into the dungeon! Arenade and Renya might be in danger. If I reunite with them, the three of us together are strong enough to take care of your monster problem!" Kanae explained.

"Hmm." He rubbed his chin in thought. "I've been stuck in the observation deck for so long. Perhaps my mistake has been a lack of on-field experience. Very well. You shall not go alone. I'm accompanying you!"

Thored donned a chainmail shirt and a heavy black robe befitting a Necro Lord, both emanating with latent enchanted magic on them. He wielded his gnarled staff proudly. Kanae finally put her Matron's Regalia back on. It felt like ages since fabric had kissed her skin, having been naked for so long.

"I'm going to miss parading around in the nude." Kanae sighed.

"Is sex always on your mind? How do you function, succubus?" Thored groaned aloud.


Chapter 7

Kanae couldn't believe how expansive Necro Lord Tomb #3 turned out to be. The corridors they wandered through must span many kilometers, maybe even more. Thored led the way, navigating through the criss-crossing underbelly of his own tomb. They had passed by many doors, some of which were an entire dungeon behind it. Unfortunately, the Necro Lord was telling the truth about his lack of 'on-field experience'. He had almost no clue where most things were without the observation deck devices.

Through one door, Necro Lord Thored thought it would lead them to Arenade, Kara, and Seven. Instead, a giant magma wyrm was waiting for them on the other side. Suffice to say, he promptly slammed the door shut on it.

In another, water flooded out from the door because Thored had forgotten he terraformed that area into an underwater dungeon biome. It took all their might to push the door closed.

"We're lost, aren't we?" Kanae asked, still dripping wet from earlier.

"No, we're not!" Thored snapped back before returning his attention to the frayed map in his hands. "Your busty high elf companion entered the desert biome. It should be farther down this corridor."

Except there were countless doors. Each of them was a dungeon? This place was leagues bigger than the past two Necro Lord Tombs that Kanae had ventured into before.

Thored eventually stopped in front of another door. His gaze alternated from the map to the top of the door frame repeatedly, where a signpost denoted a dungeon number. This one was '54'. He grabbed the knob and shot Kanae a look. She nodded to give him the go ahead, and they steeled themselves for whatever might be on the other side. After taking a deep breath, Thored turned the knob and pushed the door open.

The two expected another monster to jump out at them. Or if not a monster, then some environmental hazard that Thored had forgotten about behind this dungeon. Instead, a dry heat began to wick the moisture off their soaked clothes and hair. A desert!

Sand dunes stretched across the landscape as far as their eyes could see. Above, a glowing silver moon shined down on them. Hundreds of thousands of stars dotted the curtain of night despite being deep underground.

"See? I knew where I was going." Thored puffed out his chest.

"It only took like thirty wrong doors, almost drowning, and you nearly losing your hand before we found it." Kanae rolled her eyes.

"Success is a path paved in failures, alright? I'll not have you mock me! I am a genius. An artificer. I am Necro Lord Thored!" he exclaimed into the desert.

Kanae ignored his ego-stroking spiel and flew up. The desert was a lot larger than it appeared. She spotted a tall obelisk jutting out of an oasis in the distance. If Arenade was still here, that comfort-seeking elf must be lounging in the water.

"There's an oasis ahead!" Kanae informed Thored on her way back down, but the beastman looked distracted.

"Your three companions aren't the only ones here. Look." Thored pointed afar to a distant sand dune.

Kanae followed his finger and also noticed the numerous tracks on the ground. They were barely visible. Another hour, and the winds would have made the sand seem like no one had passed through here before.

Panicked that the Ortesian group were catching up to Arenade, Kanae unfurled her wings and flew for the oasis. Thored didn't have a chance to get a word in before she was long gone, torpedoing through the desert. She came to an abrupt stop at the pool of water in search of anyone.

A green ring of vegetation surrounded the oasis. Only a handful of trees, grown together in a cluster, towered over the water from the opposite side. The sandstone obelisk was maybe fifteen feet tall. Animal symbols marked the length of the segmented monument. One was the face of a jackal and another of a serpentine creature was lit up. The rest weren't glowing.

"You're too fast on wings… Please, don't take off like that. We need to stick together! Did you… find them?" Thored panted as he caught up.

"No, but—" Kanae flew around the other side of the obelisk and gasped.

Arenade was unconscious, sitting with her back to the stone. She was also holding Kara, the Rookie beastman adventurer, to her chest.

"Arenade!" Kanae descended to drag them both out of the water.

They were passed out and unresponsive. Their vitals were perfectly fine.

"Good gods! Her breasts are larger in person!" Thored exclaimed.

"I know, right? I get to bury my face in— wait! Now isn't the time to admire her tits!" Kanae fished out a healing potion and fed it to the high elf.

Arenade's eyelids fluttered, then snapped open.

"Where are those bastards?!" Arenade sprung upright in a fury, slamming her and Kanae's foreheads together.

Both of them reeled back and rolled on the sand in agony. A big bump bulged on each of their foreheads.

"Ow… For how hollow your head is… that really hurt…" Kanae groaned.

"Ugh. You got some nerve disappearing on us like that, buster! Where in the three hells have you been all this time?" Arenade asked, healing away her own lump.

"I was with Necro Lord Thored." She gestured behind the priest.

When Arenade turned her head, she and Thored exchanged glances. The beastman bowed.

"That's the Necro Lord?" Arenade squinted at him.

"Yep." Kanae nodded.

"Greetings and salutations, high elf! I am—"

"SACRED EXORCISM!" She beamed him down with a massive blast of divine energy from her Halo of Holy Radiance.

Taken by surprise with no chance to react, the beam slammed into and engulfed Thored whole. He howled painfully into the night. The blood drained from Kanae's face.

"ARENADE, WAIT! HE'S NOT AN ENEMY! THORED IS AN ALLY!" Kanae grabbed hold of her from behind in an attempt to redirect the spell elsewhere.

As soon as the beam subsided, Thored was a smoking mess on the ground.

"Necro Lord Thored… at your service…" Thored croaked breathlessly to finish his introduction. "Thank goodness… I'm not undead yet… but that stung… a lot."

"Oh, my god. You almost killed him! What was that for?" Kanae yelled at her wife.

"Listen, the last two Necro Lords weren't exactly the paragons of hospitality! I wasn't going to take any chances. More importantly, Seven! Where is he?" She found Kara lying on the ground instead and cradled her, slowly administering healing magic.

Kanae wanted to tell Arenade not to heal the feline woman, having recalled the fight falling out between Renya and Theena. Instead, she explained everything that had happened so far. In return, Arenade recounted what they had been going through.

After being split up, Arenade, Kara, and Seven pressed on, hoping to reunite with the others farther inside the tomb. They apparently did hear a fight on the upper floors of the garrison ruins, and Kanae explained that it was due to their meddling by dropping a hellduke troll on the Ortesians. The trio decided not to intervene in whatever was going on, then pressed on into the desert in search of the relic.

They agreed to stop and rest at the oasis until the Ortesian group came across them. A fight broke out. Arenade and two Rookies adventurers alone were no match against a disciplined military group. For whatever reasons though, the Ortesians only took Seven captive after defeating Arenade and Kara, leaving them for dead in the oasis.

What was Seven any good to them? He was just a Rookie adventurer.

"Was Seven helping the Ortesians?" Kanae asked.

"What? No. He was fighting about as hard as we were when those imperial bastards showed up!" Arenade explained.

"Nnh… Where am… Seven!" Kara came to consciousness with a start.

It took Kanae and Arenade reassuring the terrified adventurer before she calmed down. They, Thored included after he recovered enough to join, gathered up to confront Kara over Theena's betrayal.

"Theena did that?" Kara gasped in genuine surprise. "I… I really didn't know. Nothing about her stuck out to me as suspicious. Theena has always taken care of us, like splitting her rations with us… taking the entire night shift whenever we were out in the dark. Sometimes, I think she could become a Seasoned if Seven and I weren't holding her back… if she just joined another group instead."

"It's a long shot, but do you maybe know who Theena's handler is?" Kanae asked.

"No… I'm sorry…" She cast her gaze to the sandy ground.

"What about Seven? Think he might be in cahoots with Theena?" Arenade pressed the girl.

Kara shook her head and frowned.

"One thing is for sure," Thored began, "Those Ortesians should be headed towards the pyramid. That is where the dungeon boss is located, and behind it is the way to the next dungeon. From there, it isn't far from the final section of the tomb where… that thing makes its lair…"

"Then we know where we need to go. Before that though, is that supposed to mean anything?" Arenade thumbed over her shoulder to the obelisk.

"Hmm. I feel like it should… but I don't remember," he grumbled.

The Halo of Holy Radiance charged up with energy.

"What do you mean you don't remember?!" Arenade yelled.

"Please, don't! That's a very potent and agonizing spell you have there!" Thored flinched, putting his staff between them as if it would do anything.

Kanae corralled them onwards to the pyramid.

On the way towards the pyramid, Kara continued throwing uneasy looks at Thored.

"Uhm, Kanae?" Kara whispered quietly. "Who is that beastman? Is he one of your adventurer friends?"

"Oh, that's… Y-Yeah… Thored is my friend," Kanae affirmed, realizing that it would be a bad idea to reveal him as this tomb's Necro Lord.

Several mountain-sized sand dunes later, and they reached the pyramid. It was the only one of its kind in the vast desert. This one reminded Kanae of the pyramids back on Earth, in a country called Egypt. Enormous sandstone blocks stacked on top of each other and became narrower towards the top. The entire building appeared completely sealed off, with the exception of an opening at the very base which led into its depths.

Kanae and Arenade took point. Thored came up right behind them, and Kara shored up the rear. As they approached the pyramid, something underneath their feet shifted. Sand cascaded down the dune. Everything around them started rumbling.

"Ah! I remember what the obelisk meant. That's a monster spawner!" Thored exclaimed.

"A monster what?" Kanae asked.

"A monster spawner. It automatically spawns monsters when their numbers have thinned out in the dungeon. Have you any idea how exhausting it is to spawn them manually? Across hundreds of dungeons?" He let out an exasperated groan.

"The obelisk had two monster symbols glowing. Something like a jackal, and a snake or worm. Should we be concerned?" Kara turned to them worriedly.

A gargantuan worm erupted from the ground, cresting through the sky. Its massive jaws, lined with countless rows of teeth, were snapped wide open and poised to chomp down on them.

"The answer is yes!" Arenade picked up Kara, granted herself wings with Holy Armament, and flew away.

Kanae joined them in flying off, leaving Thored behind.

"Wait! I can't fly! What about—" Thored didn't finish his sentence on account of being eaten.

The sandworm tunneled underground again. They were able to trace where it was going by the sand it displaced, pushed up slightly in its path.

"Do we have to save him? Tell me we don't have to save him!" Arenade cried.

"Of course, we need to save him!" Kanae replied, eyes focused on the worm's path.

A bulb lit up. It hadn't been that long. Kanae still had the Dungeon Core Manipulation skill. She brushed a hand over her sigil to bring up the character screen. Would these options even work outside of the observation deck and away from the control panels?

Only one way to find out. Kanae needed Thored's help in obtaining the relic, and he was the best way through this tomb.

Kanae descended just enough to be within range of being caught by the sandworm when it jumps. She had her finger ready on the Remove option. The monster veered towards her, then blasted off from the surface. Its abyssal maw reminded her of that time she was eaten by a stone borer. Just as the worm was about to swallow her whole, she tapped Remove.

It vanished from sight.

"Holy crap. That actually worked?!" Kanae's relief only lasted for a moment.

"AAAAAHHHHHH!" Thored, carried by the momentum from the worm launching into the air, was on a crash course with her.

"Oh, shit." She was too late to dodge, and the Necro Lord smashed into her and knocked the lights out of both of them.

They came to consciousness beside each other on the surface. Arenade had a hand over each of their bodies, providing healing magic.

"Don't know what you did, but the sandworm is gone. We should hurry inside the pyramid before another shows up!" Arenade urged.

"Uuugh… My head is killing me. Ever since we've been acquainted, it's just one painful experience after another. Don't tell me this is normal for your merry band…" Thored sighed.

"Uhm. My adventures with Seven and Theena are usually painless," Kara added, gawking at them strangely.

Kanae and Arenade looked at each other and sweated bullets. They decided against giving any input on their own escapades. Once they were back on their feet, the four turned their attention to the stairs leading down into the pyramid.

At the bottom, a long hallway lit up by torches extended out of sight. Statues of beastmen humanoids stood on pedestals against the wall. They wielded sickles and daggers in each hand, arms crossed over their chest. Something about them looked familiar.

"Does anyone remember what the other monster on the obelisk was?" Kanae asked.

"Jackals, right?" Arenade answered promptly. "Those are canine-like monsters."

"Yeah, but… don't they look a bit like these statues?" She walked right up to one, only for the eyes to open.

Kanae panicked and staggered back into Arenade's arms. The many statues began to move, and as they did, the layer of stone, dust, and sand shook off to reveal fine obsidian fur underneath. The living humanoid jackals stepped off their pedestals and snarled.

"Allow me!" Thored was about to delete them with Dungeon Core Manipulation until Kanae stopped him.

"No, let me." Kanae exerted a Mass Charm on the bipedal jackal monsters, and their aggressive postures softened into a more obedient stance. "Now we outnumber the Ortesians."

Many of the jackal warriors looked like they could be a beastman race. Their bodies were extremely humanoid at first glance. They might have been and had gone extinct just like the dwarves. Or they were living somewhere in Savir with little to no interest in venturing out into the world? Kanae walked up to one jackal, who was a staggering seven feet when not counting the ears.

Kanae rested a hand on the chest of one, and his fine fur felt like silk. A bronze girdle and waist cloth wrapped around their hips, draping down to the knees. There wasn't a shred of humanity or intelligence behind those glowing purple eyes, but she was able to control them like animals regardless. She tried to lift the waist cloth to look underneath until Arenade slapped her hand.

"Are you serious?" Arenade groaned.

"Sorry! I just got a little curious!" Kanae apologized.

The Ortesians should be up ahead. As they pressed forward, new statues of jackal warriors took the place of the ones Kanae had charmed into her service.

"Heh. See? That's the monster spawner at work! Nifty, isn't it?" Necro Lord Thored asked proudly.

At the end of the long corridor, a heavy stone door stood between them and the next chamber. Runes etched along the frame suggested there were magical enchantments strengthening it. Three movable rings on the door, each with drawn symbols, implied that this was a sort of alignment trial. They could hear sounds of shuffling from the other side. It must be the Ortesians.

Thored strolled right up to the door and said, "Ah! I remember this one. We have to align the proper animal images with their respective—"

"I'd get out of the way if I were you." Kanae yanked the Necro Lord back.

"Holy Armament: Big Fucking Hammer!" Arenade manifested the enormous mallet and pummeled the door repeatedly. The first hit caved it in just a little, the second caused cracks and fissures to form all over, and the third punched through like wet paper.

Thored's jaw dropped.

"But… But I didn't design these dungeons to be brute-forced through…" he muttered.

Kanae patted his back on the way through the collapsed stone door. They entered a large inner chamber with a tall ziggurat in the middle. Many adventurers were climbing up the steps to reach the top. The ones closest to the peak wore the familiar silver and gold regalia of high elven Ortesian knights, as well as two Rotandrix dragoons and their frog-mouthed helmets. One of the drakelings was holding Seven like a sack of potatoes on their shoulder.

"Seven!" Kara gasped.

"Kara, Kanae, Arenade? And… weird-looking guy I don't know! Help! These bastards won't let me go!" Seven yelled, struggling helplessly in the drakeling's grasp.

The Ortesian group turned around. Their demeanors soured when they saw Kanae and her companions. Memories of being defeated in the Commonwealth were still fresh in their minds, it seemed. All eight of the high elves wore the emblem of the cross with a single eye indicative of the Supreme One. However, another heraldry Kanae hadn't seen before adorned their armor. It was that of two pegasi on their hind legs, facing away from each other against the backdrop of a sun.

"Whatever you Ortesians are trying to accomplish here, it's going to end the same way it did back in the Commonwealth. Give up now and put Seven down before it ends with a trip to pound town!" Kanae threatened.

"It's time for round two. The first time we clashed, I didn't see it coming. I'm going to pay you back ten folds!" Arenade shook an angry fist at them.

A high elf, the one who was at the very front of the group, descended a few steps and laughed. Judging by the mostly gold armor, he was their leader. It was always the ones that looked like they wore their wealth on them that were assholes…

"Believe it or not, we have no quarrel with you this time. Run along before this gets messy," the haughty voice of a young man said.

"You made it our problem when you kidnapped Seven. Give him back before I make it even messier!" Kanae shouted.

"That won't be happening. We'll be taking him and the relic. You see, this boy you call 'Seven' is none other than the Harpy King's son. That makes him very valuable to the right people," he explained.

Everyone did a double take. Seven was—

"I'm… the Harpy King's son?" Seven stammered.

"Wait, you didn't even know?" Arenade exclaimed in shock.

"This is my first time hearing! I grew up with a clutch of other harpies. I'm the seventh to hatch… I didn't see no Harpy King when I opened my eyes!" he cried and struggled to break free even more.

A high elf whispered something that magically put Seven to sleep.

The commanding officer of the group continued, "As much as I'd like to stay and chat, the dry atmosphere here chafes my skin. To the adventurers of Kandis, 100,000 gold and a mansion in the empire's capital to the first party who defeats that mewling succubus and her bitch wife."

Every single adventurer, Rookie, Seasoned, and Veteran abandoned the climb. With money on their minds, they turned their attention to Kanae and her party instead. A wave of adventurers surged down to meet them in battle. Kanae commanded her jackal warriors to fight. Meanwhile, the Ortesian group continued their ascent to the top. Not wanting to let them escape, Kanae and Arenade flew up to pursue.

Countless volleys of spells, fired from adventurer casters all over the ziggurat, bombarded the two. They took numerous hits and came crashing back to the ground.

"This was supposed to be my honeymoon…" Arenade stood up with a shadow over her face, sending a chill up Kanae's spine. "Bond me. Now! I'm going up there to tear them a couple of new assholes for you to fuck!"

"Uhmm. I don't know if we have to be too violent about it." Kanae gulped and stepped back.

"BOND ME, DAMN YOU!" She grabbed her shoulders and shook.

It was one of the rare times Arenade had ever asked for Bond since she hated the side effects of the spell. Kanae formed a connection with her wife, and they briefly experienced a euphoria never felt before. That became their thread. For Arenade, her immense strength.

Arenade casted Holy Armament again to grant herself a full suit of armor. The wings had become more angelic, and the mallet more savage than before.

"This is for interrupting my VACATION!" Arenade shot into the sky, causing a sonic boom to explode in her take-off.

Kanae was about to follow after her until Kara screamed. A large, human adventurer shoulder-checked her into a pillar. The jackal warriors were too busy in their own battles, and Thored was doing his best deflecting the incoming barrage of spells. When the adventurer picked Kara up by the throat, Kanae exerted a charm and ordered him to put her down. He did, much to the beastman girl's surprise.

Unfortunately, that wasn't the end of it. The subtle shift in the air signaled to Kanae that someone was sneaking up behind her. She spun around and whipped the seemingly empty space. Lust struck someone, knocking them out of stealth. The rogue rolled across the floor, unconscious.

"We need to catch up with Arenade! Thored, can you do something about all these adventurers?" Kanae exclaimed.

"Well, let me see…" Thored opened his character sheet and spawned a menagerie of dire beasts.

The monsters attacked any and all nearby adventurers. One of them, a dire boar, lunged for Kara. Kanae had to kick it away.

"Not what I had in mind!" Kanae yelled.

"What do you want me to do? My list of spells are limited. I'm an Artificer! An engineer. Not some rambunctious gladiator!" Thored retorted.

Kanae had an idea. She entered the list of monsters available to be spawned, then selected a wyvern. The flying beast roared when it teleported right before them— until Kanae activated the Collar of Domination to subjugate it under her control.

"I'll deal with the spellcasters. You two start flying up to help Arenade," Kanae said.

Kara and Thored mounted atop the wyvern. With a heavy beat of its massive wings, it took off. Spellfire pelted them from the ziggurat. Kanae veered off, making a beeline for the mages and switching on Sadist. A few of the adventurers froze in terror as she landed on the steps beside them.

"Tsk, tsk, tsk. You have all been very naughty, and naughty children need to be punished!" Kanae flashed a deranged smirk and activated Grow Tentacles, a spell she had obtained from the ropers much earlier in the day. A dozen thick and slimy tentacles protruded from her back, wriggling at the many potential foes to capture.

When a human woman in a scholarly brown robe tried to run, Kanae's tentacle captured her. The appendages almost had a mind of their own. They plunged into the spellcaster's pussy, and she threw her head back in shock. The others made a break for it, but she captured them all the same and penetrated their puckered holes.

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Icicle Barrage.

Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Firestorm.

Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Magic Missiles.

Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Arcane Bolt.]

Kanae lifted a hand to the adventurers storming up the ziggurat in an attempt to back up their fallen comrades. She unleashed a volley of recently-drained spells from her palm and knocked out most of them. Thored and Kara just reached the top when she got done defeating the adventurers. She switched off Sadist and raced up to join them, but Arenade and the Ortesian group were nowhere to be found, only a flat peak with etched symbols on the stone floor.

"Where are they?" Kanae asked.

Kara beckoned to her. Thored was tinkering on the symbols with a set of chiseling tools.

"Thored mentioned something about a malfunction," Kara said.

Not a minute later, and the runes along the edges of the platform lit up.

"This is what I'm good for!" Thored smiled.

A few jackal warriors that survived the fighting below ascended to the top of the ziggurat.

"Where exactly does this lead to?" Kanae asked.

"Another dungeon boss. I designed this tomb in such a way that there are multiple converging paths which lead to the final section. The desert biome is one of them. If we defeat the dungeon boss, it should allow us access to the final biome which contains… the anomaly." Thored swallowed hard.

With no other way, they stepped onto the platform. Groaning stone rumbled as it began to descend into the ziggurat. When it finally reached the bottom, they found themselves in an enormous sand pit.

Kanae's party stepped off the platform and onto a ledge overlooking the underground chamber. Toppled pillars and statues were half buried in sand. Hanging braziers illuminated the entire pit. There was another one of those stone doors across the way, the same one that Arenade had destroyed earlier.

Down below, a berserking Arenade battled the remaining seven Ortesians. She swung madly like a stampeding bull.

"I am Sergeant Moran, one sword of many, who serves House Pyrelle! Even if you defeat me, another blade shall be drawn— aaahhh! Give up already, you crazy cunt!" the captain of the Ortesian group screamed. "You two dragoons, DO SOMETHING!"

Both drakeling knights exchanged hesitant glances but ultimately obeyed. The pair whirled around to meet Arenade head on, only to become acquainted with her hammer. She batted a home run, sending each of them flying in separate directions.

"I WON'T BE SATISFIED UNTIL I BEAT EVERY SINGLE ONE OF YOU FIFTY FEET INTO THE SAND FOR RUINING MY HONEYMOON!" Arenade bellowed at the top of her lungs.

"That's my wife!" Kanae cheered, glad that Bond was enough to empower her to be stronger than the Ortesians.

"That's odd. I don't see the Sand King anywhere." Thored ignored the fighting going on and scanned the sands instead.

"Sand King?" Kara and Kanae repeated uneasily.

The ground shuddered. Hanging braziers creaked as they swung from the violent shaking. Sand dunes within the pit cascaded as something gigantic approached.

"Arenade, get out of the pit! We've got a monster down there!" Kanae shouted.

Too late. A column of sand exploded upwards, separating Arenade from the Ortesians. The massive chimera-like creature possessed the upper body of a scorpion and lower half of a lizard with its segmented tail as a giant stinger.

"Sand King! My second favorite monster creation!" Thored beamed, arms outstretched as though to welcome an old friend.

"OUT OF MY WAY!" Arenade smashed through its body, bisecting it and flinging guts everywhere.

"SAND KING?!" the Necro Lord cried in horror.

The Ortesians were too stunned and petrified by the spectacle. That moment of hesitation allowed Arenade to catch up, and she beat the living shit out of each of them. By the end of it, they were strewn across the sand pit. Some of them were sticking partway out of the sand.

"Oh, my gods… Seven! Is Seven okay?" Kara slid down from the ledge.

Seven was leaning against a pillar, still unconscious from whatever magic they placed on him. It seemed the Ortesians, in their desperation to run away from Arenade, had left him on the ground.

"I was worried for nothing. Sheesh. It's like you woke up on the wrong side of the bed today," Kanae joked, only to swallow the comment when Arenade turned a furious glare her way.

Kanae also ended the effects on Bond just in case Arenade wanted to continue venting elsewhere. They went to check on Seven. Aside from a few bruises here and there, he was perfectly fine. Kanae casted Dispel, and the harpy boy's eyes fluttered open.

"I'm safe? I'm safe! I knew you guys would save me!" Seven sat upright and grinned.

"Thank goodness…" Kara's lower lip had been quivering so much until she hugged her adventuring companion.

Kanae and Arenade smiled at the heartwarming reunion. Although, their reunion with Theena might be a little more awkward. It was still hard to believe Seven was the son of the Harpy King. What did the Ortesians plan to do after capturing him?

Well, those answers could come directly from the source. It took a little fishing, but Kanae eventually yanked out the right high elf from the sand. She pulled off his helmet to reveal an elf with a chiseled jawline, luscious blonde hair, and thin brows.

"It's time to talk!" Arenade slapped him awake. "What in three hells is the empire doing in Kandis? Kanae, do your thing!"

When Kanae tried to exert a charm, the spell didn't connect. Of course, it didn't.

"Haha! Stupid succubus. The empire still has large stores of anti-succubus magic potions. You cannot charm us!" he taunted.

Maybe not. But there were other ways to make someone talk. Kanae ripped away pieces of the elf's equipment until she got to his dick. It was encased in a chastity belt. She met his gaze again, and he was smirking.

"What the… You guys do know this is just a kink thing, right? There's nothing pure about locking your junk!" Kanae exclaimed.

"No, it's not. Obviously, a degenerate succubus like yourself would regard this sacred instrument of purity as something dirty. What is a chastity belt if not just another piece of armor to protect the body?" Moran shouted zealously.

Kanae put a hand to her face and sighed.

"Hold him," Kanae ordered the jackals.

Two picked up Moran by the arms. Kanae unwound Lust and switched on Sadist, that way, her attacks with the whip would inflict Turn Horny despite him having drunk the reversal potion.

"Did you know my weapon has a special trait? It ignores both defenses and armor," Kanae explained.

The smile on Moran's face vanished.

Kanae flourished once and struck Moran in the crotch. The whip magically fazed through the metal dick cage of his chastity belt. He threw his head back in pleasure. It was supposed to hurt, but each strike was infused with Turn Horny that made him feel good from the attacks instead.

"Hahaha! How about now? Are you willing to talk yet? Go on, keep telling me no, because I want to keep hitting you!" Kanae cackled.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

"Aahh! Stop! It… hurts… My dick… it's getting too erect for the chastity belt! I'll tell you… just stop hitting me!" Moran screeched.

Kanae turned off Sadist but left a lasting effect on more than just the elf. Kara, Seven, and Thored had backed as far away as they could from here.

"I-I didn't know you were like that, Kanae…" Seven shuddered.

"Only to my enemies!" Kanae corrected him. "Anyway, tell us why you were trying to kidnap Seven. Does the Harpy King want his son back? Answer, or your balls are getting whipped next."

"I'll answer! We're not trying to bring the kid back to the Harpy King… It's… Ah, fuck… It's Cerberus. Our Lord Guillaume Pyrelle wants to strike an alliance with Avanesse, the Ruby Jewel, and its ruler. One of Cerberus' demands is that we bring him the son of the Harpy King. Why? I don't know! I'm only following orders," Moran explained desperately.

Arenade scoffed. "Sounds like this Cerberus wanted to hold Seven hostage as a card against the Harpy King. I wouldn't put it past the Pyrelles to go around helping kidnappers. What about the relic?"

"Same reason. Cerberus wants it. Don't know why. Don't know what for." The elf shrugged.

Whatever this artifact that Lord Charron had stolen from Savir, it sure was causing a lot of headache now. He was probably blissfully unaware all this was going on!

"One more thing. Are you Theena's handlers?" Kanae asked.

"What? What's Theena got to do with any of this?" Seven looked at each of them with confusion since they hadn't filled him in yet.

"No. I swear as a vassal of House Pyrelle, I've never met a Theena in my entire life. We only came here to retrieve an artifact and the Harpy King's son," Moran insisted.

"You think he's telling the truth?" Arenade leaned in and whispered.

"It's the best we've got unless we want to wait until the reversal potion wears off," Kanae said.

Vizier Duran was the cousin of Sultana Dudula. Currently, the Harpy King's agents had infiltrated his palace and were holding him hostage. Cerberus colluded with the Empire of Ortesia in an attempt to kidnap the Harpy King's son and acquire the artifact. This was the same artifact that Duran had sent Kanae down here to fetch. A few more threads were missing to connect the entire thing. The bigger picture was just barely within reach… but what was it?

"Uhm… You will let me go now, yes?" Moran asked politely.

Kanae planted her tail pussy on the elf's head and drained him dry. When he had nothing left to give, she dropped him to the ground with a suction mark on his face.

"The Ortesians won't be a problem any more. All that's left is to find Renya and Theena, and to complete the final dungeon," Kanae said.

"Through that door is where we will want to go, but everyone must be on their toes. There's no telling what the anomaly has in store. I haven't touched that dungeon biome in years," Thored explained.

Kanae, Arenade, and Seven flew up to the ledge on the opposite side of the sand pit. They helped the other two, who couldn't fly, out of it. The runic symbols glowed brightly, then a fissure split the door cleanly in two. It began to part open, grinding against the stone.

"Hey, before we go…" Seven wrung his hands together, gaze cast to the ground. "I hope me being the Harpy King's son doesn't change anything. I haven't changed! I'm still me, Seven! I don't care about being royalty. All I ever cared about is being an adventurer with Kara and Theena. It's been the most fun I ever had, and… meeting Kanae and Arenade, and the big horse-face guy whose name I still don't even know yet… just proves that this is what I want to do."

"I'm Thored…" Thored chimed in.

"Let's find Theena together." Kara grabbed Seven's hands and smiled.

Arenade slapped him on the back. "That's the spirit! You guys need to treasure each other. Don't enter into a contract that turns you into a sex slave like this cunt over here did—"

"Arenade!" Kanae pouted.

She continued, "Listen, your friends are what's important. They are the only family you need. All that other stuff with the Harpy King and Cerberus? Just noise trying to get in your way. Never forget who's really there for you at the end of the day."

Kanae chuckled. Arenade did have it in her to say some nice things sometimes.

"You're right!" Taking those words to heart, Seven squeezed Kara's hands in return and nodded. "Let's find the others, then beat this tomb's final boss and claim its prize!"

The party faced into the dark corridor emanating with unholy energy and marched in.


Chapter 8

They crossed the threshold into what finally looked and felt like an underground dungeon. Everything Kanae had passed previously only seemed like a slice of different parts of the surface world. Down here, it was as if she had fallen into a gargantuan catacomb meant for giants. If Kanae wanted, she could even comfortably fly around.

Tall pillars wrapped with vines and moss stretched up to a ceiling that was too high to be seen. Their footfalls echoed far and disappeared down the enormous corridors. Cobwebs connected columns to each other. Recesses in the walls intended for coffins were left empty and unfurnished.

However, the place wasn't empty. The party fought monsters known and never before seen. Many were undead, and others were living. That perplexed Necro Lord Thored the most, since the only way to create monsters down here was through the use of the skill, Dungeon Core Manipulation.

"Hmph. If the dungeon boss is an undead just like these monsters, this will be a piece of cake for me." Arenade rubbed the bridge of her nose and grinned, having become prouder than ever.

"You crushed those imperials and the monster into dust! I want to be as strong as you one day, Sis!" Seven gushed.

"Hehe. Keep the praise coming, and I'll consider taking you on as my pupil!" She puffed out her chest.

Oh, no. Arenade was getting full of herself again. Kanae needed to find some way of taking her down a notch before that godly and high elven sense of superiority returned.

Both Kara and Seven had been sticking close to her in every fight. They had started seeing her as a big sister, and the harpy boy took to calling her 'Sis' as naturally as breathing. In terms of firepower though, Arenade was their biggest damage dealer solely because of the type of enemies they encountered. So far…

Still, Kanae smiled warmly at the strength of Arenade's abilities. It used to be that she only grew plants, fired a few holy bolts of magic, and occasionally casted healing. The combination of being a high elf crowned with the Priest class made her that much stronger. Petyr Stormcloud was similar; a much more potent paladin compared to William Bellevue, who was crowned the same.

Kanae glanced down at her hands. As a true succubus, she had been crowned the succubus-specific class Seductress, which made her much stronger. But she still had a long way to go to match the likes of Ambrosia in strength.

"Hmm… No, that can't be it…" Thored muttered to himself off to the side.

"What are you brooding about?" Kanae asked.

He gestured to the place around them. "I'm trying to figure out how this all came to be shaped. The final dungeon used to be an underground city biome, so something had clearly transformed it. I had also populated it with high-level animated armor monsters, not undeads and what we've seen so far. I don't want to believe the anomaly could manipulate the dungeon, but…"

The ground shuddered. They almost lost their footing. When the shaking stopped, Seven immediately pointed up.

"Giant slime!" Seven cried.

A large, translucent slime was hanging on a pillar. It detached without warning and went splat on the ground, only to reform again into a blob.

"Is that the anomaly?" Kanae asked, reaching for Lust.

"No, and that's not a normal slime. That's an imitation slime! Don't let it touch you!" Thored yelled.

The warning came too late. Several slime appendages shot out. Arenade shielded Kara and Seven, but Kanae had been hit. The strike knocked her back, and when she got up, the slime was gone. In its place were… Arenade and Kanae.

"There's another Sis and Kanae now!" Seven gasped.

"That's not me! I'm clearly the real one. You know, the one who shielded you?" Arenade exclaimed in exasperation.

"Huh… Seeing myself in person and not in a mirror… I'm pretty hot," Kanae said, admiring her clone which was also doing the same thing.

"You horny succubus, this isn't the time to be turned on by yourself! An imitation slime copies all of your spells and equipment. We're in serious danger!" Thored shouted.

Spells and equipment… oh.

The Kanae clone grabbed the straps of her Matron's Regalia. Kanae and Arenade knew what was about to happen right away. They shielded their eyes as the clone flashed her tits with Piercings of Impurity. Kara, Seven, and Thored recoiled from the blinding light.

"I-I can't see!" Kara panicked from the ground with an arm over her eyes.

"Tch. Copy this! Holy Armament: Full Suit of Armor, Sword and Shield!" Arenade dressed herself from head to toe in golden platemail. A longsword manifested in one hand and a kite shield in the other.

The Arenade clone offered an arrogant laugh, then incanted the same spell that also gave her a suit of armor, a sword, and a shield.

"I didn't mean to literally copy me!" Arenade protested.

Both Arenades clashed in a battle that demolished a pillar. Stone and rubble came crashing down, and Kanae swooped in to carry Kara and Seven away safely. Holy beams of energy from two Halos of Holy Radiance cut through the air like lasers. What about the Kanae clone?

Kanae scanned the massive corridor to find her clone on top of and pinning the still-blinded Thored on the ground.

"Ahhhh! Not this again! I can't see… but it better be the clone and not the real Kanae on me!" Thored complained.

The clone repeatedly slammed their hips together with the force of Titanic Blow. A delirious, sex-crazed demeanor adorned its face. Eyes rolled back, tongue hanging out, it was the picture-perfect image of a succubus having the time of her life.

"Do… Do I really look like that when I'm having sex?" Kanae turned bright red and gulped.

When Thored and the clone climaxed, Kanae seized the opportunity to lasso her double with Lust. The whip wound around its neck. That seemed to turn the clone on even more. It bounced more feverishly, lips peeled back into a depraved smile. That had to be Masochist at work…

"I'm not choking you to get you off!" Kanae groaned, pulling hard to yank the clone off the Necro Lord.

Thored's throbbing cock fired thick loads of cum into the air. The clone landed at Kanae's feet. When it saw how all the ejaculate went to waste, it suddenly became wrathful.

Kanae was about to put some distance between herself and the clone until everything went dark. A tail pussy had clamped down on her face. It was wet and warm. So, this was how it felt like whenever she did it to others. Kanae put all her strength behind pulling it away. She could finally breathe again.

The clone pounced. They both fell to the ground with Kanae beneath it. Breasts squished together and gazing deeply into each others' eyes, the two let their lust take over. Kanae grabbed the back of her clone's head and pulled it in for a deep kiss. Their slightly longer than human tongue wrestled with familiarity. Supple lips, the exquisite taste of succubus spittle, and even their tail pussies connected. No one knew her body better than herself.

"Oh, my god… You're so hot… Wait, is it narcissistic if I'm saying that to a clone of myself? Screw it!" Kanae rolled them over so she was on top, then went down on the clone's soaking pussy.

It didn't fight back. Kanae took that as an invitation. One lick sent the clone over the edge in rapturous pleasure. The taste was indescribably delicious. She locked its legs with her arms and feasted on the leaking muff. No wonder people couldn't resist her pussy. It was so tight and wet, enough to drive anyone crazy.

The clone grabbed Kanae by the horns. Its moans and heavy breathing was like music to her ears. Soon, it started shuddering and writhing intensely. Kanae pulled back in time as the clone's waterworks drenched the cold ground. It laid there twitching in the throes of pleasure, tongue lolled out, and soundly defeated.

Kanae wanted to switch on Futanari to fuck the clone of herself, but the body deformed and melted into a puddle of slime.

"Well, that's disappointing." Kanae frowned.

Arenade crashed down next to Kanae and groaned in pain.

"Everything hurts…" Arenade squealed.

"I beat my clone. Why haven't you?" Kanae folded her arms.

"Clearly, I'm too strong for my own good. Maybe you're the one who was weak," she fired back.

Getting Arenade off her ass was going to need a different approach…

"I didn't know the real thing paled in comparison to an imitation," Kanae replied teasingly.

"What… did you say?" Arenade slowly got to her feet.

"Listen, if you're no match for your own clone, just take a back seat and let me—"

"You want to see the real thing? I'll show you the real thing!" The high elf launched off the ground and slammed into her taunting clone at lightspeed.

They disappeared into the darkness of the high ceiling. Kanae knew Arenade had won when globules of translucent slime splashed to the ground a few minutes later. The victorious priest descended with a haughty look, panting heavily from a hard-fought battle. Her head and shoulders were slightly drenched in slime.

"See… heh… I told you… I'm the real…" Arenade collapsed, and Kanae caught her wife before she hit the ground.

Other than being winded, she was perfectly fine.

"Are you guys okay?" Kanae asked the others.

Kara and Seven helped each other up and gave a thumbs up.

"Help! My hips are broken again because of your stupid clone!" Thored cried, still lying on the ground.

"You wouldn't happen to have another imitation slime lying around your monster storage, would you?" Kanae asked.

"Quit thinking with your clit and heal me already!" he demanded.

"Alright, alright. I got you, so quit crying." Arenade found the strength to walk on her own and started administering healing magic on the beastman.

Once Thored was able to walk again, they continued their journey through the catacombs. However, a dead end awaited them at the end of the corridor. The party thought they must have taken a wrong turn at some point, but the other halls led nowhere either.

It wasn't until Seven spotted a crevice inside one of the indentations in the wall that they were able to press on. The space was only large enough for them to crawl through on all fours. Thored, being the largest of the group, really had to squeeze in to fit.

The hole was dark and cramped. Arenade bemoaned her fortune of having to wade through ruins when she could be getting a massage instead. Eventually, the sound of gunfire echoed from a distance.

"Is that who I think it is? The gun lady?" Seven asked.

"It has to be Renya! If she's shooting something, we need to help her." Kanae picked up the pace.

There was light at the end of the tunnel. When they emerged at last, it wasn't a catacomb anymore but a grand cathedral of gray walls, intersecting rafters above them that criss-crossed into infinity, and stained glass windows that cast a menagerie of colors to the granite floor.

Renya Rown's numerous clones were arranged in a firing line, shooting at gargoyles and stone imps. Sweat drenched the clones' faces. One of them glanced down to find Kanae crawling out of the crack in the wall first.

"Well, fuck me in the ass at the top of the crow's nest! You don't know how welcome of a sight you all are!" Renya exclaimed.

"Where's the real Renya? What's going on?" Kanae asked as she helped pull Thored from the wall.

"You're looking at her! I just got here through that window over yonder, then these damn things started flying down from the ceiling to attack me," she explained.

Kanae followed Renya's gaze to a stained glass window that had been broken into. Shards littered the interior immediately around the entry point. Thored did mention that there were multiple avenues from which to reach the final dungeon. Renya had found another from the maze, which likely meant Theena was nearby.

"Let's clear these monsters and get everyone up to speed!" Kanae instructed and infused Renya with Bond.

Mostly reunited now, the party easily dispatched the gargoyles and imps. They were all made of stone, which made bludgeoning attacks their weakness. Arenade pummeled into dozens with her Big Fucking Hammer, and Kanae's whip dealt enough impact damage to shatter them into pieces of rocks. Renya's firing line, empowered by Bond, punched through wave after wave of monsters with volleys of magical slugs.

By the time everything had fallen quiet, the ground was littered with broken stone. Thored was in sheer disbelief at the destruction Kanae and her two companions had wrought. Kara and Seven, on the other hand, were left speechless and in awe of their power.

"Sheesh. We cut through them all like kraken's tentacles on a ship's hull. Maybe we try not to get separated next time, eh?" Renya blew the fumes smoking from her guns and grinned.

"Gun lady!" Seven, with Kara closed behind, raced up to Renya. "You were with Theena, right? What happened to her?"

"You're gonna wanna sit down for this, kid. Your pal Theena ain't who you think she is. That chick is working for someone else. Almost left me for dead back in the maze." The pirate lord spun her flintlocks and tucked them back into her inner coat.

Seven staggered away, feeling faint. Kara held him from behind.

"I don't believe it… No way. It's not true! She would never!" Seven cried.

"Succubus." Thored pulled Kanae aside and lowered his voice. "Through that door… That must be the dungeon boss chamber."

If Theena was inside…

Kanae walked up to Kara and Seven, placing a hand on each of their shoulders. They looked up to her as though expecting her to say something comforting or profound. Instead, she uttered 'Sleep' and put them into a deep slumber. Renya and a conjured clone caught the pair and laid them gently on the floor.

"Sorry, you two. I'm not going to let you risk your lives in this fight," Kanae said.

Both of them looked about as young as Teana. Kanae couldn't let either of them get hurt. Even if Theena turned out to be bad after all, she probably wouldn't want that either. The rest of them exchanged nods. Renya and Thored offered each other a brief introduction before they turned their attention to the large doors ahead.

Kanae swallowed hard. She casted Bond on three of them, Thored included. He disliked the newfound horny sensation, but the surge of power made him quick to accept it. All four of them pushed their weight against the doors and it gave way. Stale air rushed out past them.

The entrance opened into a large, dark chamber in which a massive tree appeared to be buttressed up against the far end of the wall. Its gnarled roots stretched across the floor. Thick branches loomed over them, creating a canopy of vegetation above with hanging vines. Half-way up the tree trunk, Kanae recognized the many glowing eyes that dotted the bark. It stared right at them.

Someone— Theena, was embedded into the base of the trunk. Large roots and vines restrained her. She was unconscious and seemingly unharmed from what they could see.

"Theena!" Kanae rushed in, only for Arenade to grab her.

"No, stop!" Arenade shouted.

A rumbling knocked leaves loose from the canopy, showering them with dried flakes and pollen.

"Oh, no…" Thored cursed under his breath with uncharacteristic worry. "I just remembered why Lord Charron stole the relic."

"Spit it out already!" Renya smacked him on the back.

"It's the Sceptre of Want… a legendary magic weapon forged from a devil, Saffronesse, the Envious…" He gulped hard.

"A devil?!" Kanae and Arenade gasped.

The canopy rustled again. They followed the source to a humanoid creature with a female form descending from the branches. Her body had the same texture as tree bark. Roots wound into human-like arms and legs. The face was smooth like that of a beautiful woman, and her hair was made of blooming vines that draped down her back. She wielded a morningstar with protruding thorns instead of steel spikes stained red from blood.

"Is that… Thistle, the Matron's Regalia?" A deranged, feminine voice spoke from dryad's unmoving lips. "Satine, you always have the best champions… What about me? Me? ME? ME? ME? I WANT A CHAMPION WORTHY ENOUGH TO WIELD MY ARTIFACTS, TOO!"

"Oh, shit…" Kanae, Arenade, and Renya uttered at the same time.

The dryad sent forth an ungodly number of roots to grab them, but they darted off in every direction. Renya raced across the room while firing arcane blasts at the appendages chasing her. Arenade stood her ground, swinging a longsword in a vain effort to shave them down. Thored shielded himself with a barrier, but the roots were slowly beating its way in to get to him.

Kanae got to the wall before spinning around to throw a Titanic Blow. The roots recoiled. Some exploded into pieces of bark. However, more grew back in their place like a leviathan's regrowing head.

Crap. Kanae continued fleeing in flight while searching through her skill and spell list. She came across Necrotizing Touch, obtained from Edina through Feed the Queen back when they had sex. If the dryad was regenerating her roots through some kind of healing magic, then this should work.

Kanae faced the pursuing vegetative appendages and threw another haymaker, pummeling the roots into bark again. As they began to regrow, she reached out to touch the base of the injury.

"Let's see what Necrotizing Touch can do!" Kanae slapped a hand misting with purple energy on the tough exterior, causing the roots to blacken and crumble away.

An agonizing screech erupted from the center of the room. The dryad shot a furious glare Kanae's way.

It worked! And… it also pissed her off.

The ground below shuddered. Kanae flew up, but roots punched through the stone tiles to grab her legs. She tried to destroy them with Necrotizing Touch, but among the roots were vines that spat out a sticky sap-like substance on her hands.

Captured and unable to escape, the dryad reeled Kanae up to her. She did the same for Arenade, Renya, and Thored, who were all restrained by roots. A particularly thick vine emerged from behind the dryad's head with an open maw dripping with some kind of nectar.

"Why is it always tentacles?" Arenade sighed, rearing her head away from it.

"Now that I have you in my clutches… which of you shall I make my champion, I wonder?" Saffronesse's silky disjointed voice asked and inspected them each with the stalk as if it were a pair of eyes. "The high elf? Their pride can only be matched by their arrogance, and they always want, want, want more than their peers. Or the dark elf? This one has the air of having gained much in her lifetime, yet is in search of much, much, much more…"

"Oh, why thank you for noticing! I won't stop until Rown Company has a road through every country!" Renya explained.

The dryad's salivating tentacle hovered over Thored.

"You, beastman… You have my gratitude for creating this vessel, a dryad so powerful that she can wield me. At least for the moment. She is beginning to break at the seams. I need, need, need a stronger champion. It could have been you, Succubus… but you're already taken by Satine, it seems. How is that FAIR?!" Saffronesse cried.

"You're aligned with another devil?" Thored turned to her and asked.

"I'm not!" Kanae protested. "I'm just wearing her Matron's Regalia— well, just every piece except for the tiara. I didn't even know these were the devil's artifacts when I put them on at the time!"

Saffronesse certainly sounded like her namesake of envy. But how were they going to beat this monster? With Edina, they had to make use of Lapis and Aidenhall's greatest minds to give Hax'gorah the boot.

This could get very bad. Kanae considered using Eliza's teleportation pellet to escape back home. The sorceress had given it to her in case things went very wrong. Arenade would complain about their honeymoon being cut short, but it was better than being fertilizer for a dryad and one of them becoming a devil's champion. Only… She lifted her gaze to Theena, who was unconscious and bound to the tree at the back of the room.

No. Escaping wasn't an option. Kanae had promised Kara and Seven that she would bring Theena back to them. Theena also owed them answers. She wasn't going to abandon them.

"Oh, I know!" Saffronesse exclaimed excitedly with her vine flinging nectar everywhere. "I'll just make you tell me what you want, want, want the most. I'll take whoever's envy is greatest!"

"I don't like the sound of— AUUUGLURHHMMPH!" Arenade choked on the dryad waterboarding her with gooey nectar, dripping down from the thick vine. After gulping it all down, she fired an angry glare at her torturer. "I could have drowned from that, you vegetable!"

The dryad grabbed Arenade's face with several appendages to make her face it.

"What do you desire the most?" Saffronesse asked.

"Screw you! Why would I tell you I want statues of myself erected at every corner of the world? At minimum, I want tens of millions of people worshiping me. Screw that Ruedegard Ducante! Why does he get an eight day holiday dedicated to him for just walking from the west coast to Radevic? That bastard probably rode in a lavish carriage the whole way!" Arenade ranted, appearing surprised after the fact.

Saffronesse revelled in hearing it all from start to finish.

"Huh. Must be some kind of truth-telling nectar. Will it work if I ask you questions? Between my dick or tongue, which do you prefer?" Kanae seized this chance to ask.

"Your big dick makes me cum like crazy, but I think I like cunnilingus better— HEY! WHAT ARE YOU MAKING ME ANSWER?!" Arenade boomed angrily.

When the dryad moved on to Renya next, she willingly opened her mouth wide to receive the nectar. The dark elf smacked her lips and swallowed with a hearty gulp.

"Tell me what you desire most," Saffronesse demanded from her.

"I already told you: to have Rown Company roads through every country in the world, like the blood veins in the body. I could also go for a couple of hot babes and studs in my life. My guns are also getting on in age after years of use. Be nice to have some new shooters, know what I'm saying?" Renya grinned.

That didn't seem to interest Saffronesse one bit.

"Sorry about this, Renya, but I really want to know if you and Queen-Mother Zariah are getting friendly," Kanae said, taking advantage of whatever Saffronesse did to make everyone honest.

"Aww, come on. I told you before, didn't I? That bitch is batshit crazy. There's also something weird about her that I can't put my finger on, like she ain't all there in the head. I like our partnership better. There's no 'succubus-only' future working with ya," Renya explained.

Kanae breathed a sigh of relief and felt a little guilty not fully trusting Renya Rown. They had gone through a lot. Even the dreaded pirate lord and devilish business woman had a heart of gold. Or maybe silver, given her shady background…

Finally, Saffronesse stopped in front of Thored to inject a load of nectar down his throat.

"Surely, a Necro Lord must covet something?" Saffronesse asked impatiently.

"Well, I would like to have a new workplace. I've been down here for decades. It is wholly unsafe and a constant threat to my health, especially when monsters try to kill me at every turn! Tinkering with the dungeon core has been fun, but I need new material! Such is the ambition of an artificer!" Thored exclaimed.

"Be honest, did you like having sex with me?" Kanae chimed in once again.

"Oh, very much. I haven't been with a woman in years! Despite the ensuing pain, to lay with a succubus was an incredibly— Quit it! Don't ask such questions while I'm prone to answering truthfully!" He frowned.

"Silence!" the devil roared.

A tentacle shoved down each of their throats, and they couldn't so much as utter a word. Saffronesse strolled back to Arenade and caressed one side of her cheek.

"I have made my decision. You shall wield the Sceptre of Want and become my Champion of Envy. Together, we shall seize the world for ourselves!" Saffronesse bellowed.

Arenade shook her head frantically. Roots forced her arm outstretched and fingers open. The dryad was about to hand Saffronesse's weapon over when a gust of wind blew past them.

"Let them go!" Seven shouted, swooping through to cut their bindings with his sharpened talons.

Freed from the restraints, they dashed away to safety. Seven veered back around to rejoin them, and Kara hurried in to catch up.

"Squirt! You're a little too clingy for my liking and need to start taking showers more often, but am I glad to see you!" Arenade high-fived the harpy boy.

"Y-Yeah! That was weirdly honest…" Seven furrowed his brows and sniffed his armpit.

"Is that Theena?" Kara gasped, pointing to the tree in the back of the room.

"It is." Kanae nodded. "But the dryad's in the way, and it's possessed by a devil. Since you two are already here, stay on your toes and don't let her tentacles grab you!"

Thored summoned an army of dungeon monsters to attack the dryad, but they were all like ants to her. She knocked them away with a single sweep of her root. Magic pounded into her with little effect. Even though Arenade, Renya, and Thored were made stronger by Kanae's Bond, it was like hitting a giant concrete wall reinforced with adamantine. She barely budged from their attacks.

Renya clicked her tongue out of frustration and summoned numerous clones into a firing line. They blasted the dryad relentlessly— until a stray shot found its way past it and struck the tree in the back. Her spellfire had damaged a small section of the trunk, which was scarred black with burns. But the wound was beginning to regenerate. The enraged dryad let loose an ear-splitting howl.

"It's the tree! That's the dryad's weakness!" Kanae shouted.

Everyone made a break for it. Hundreds of roots erupted from the ground in an attempt to capture them. A beam of sizzling holy energy cut through the appendages like butter.

"I'll hold her back! Get to Theena and the tree!" Arenade urged as she charged up another beam from her Halo.

As soon as they reached the giant tree, Renya created more clones of herself to shoot down any roots and vines that slipped past Arenade. Meanwhile, the rest of them put their heads together over what to do next.

"Theena!" Kara and Seven raced up to their friend, tugging on the vines that restrained her to the tree.

"We need fire!" Thored yelled.

"All I have is this!" Kanae pointed the Ring of Scorching Ray at the roots holding Theena and fired a couple of bolts.

Each blast struck them dead on, and they began to burn. However, the living organism that was the tree started regenerating. Kanae pressed a hand into the fire to harm it with Necrotizing Touch. It worked. The regeneration stopped, and the burning roots crumbled away to let Theena free. She fell into her companions' arms, who laid her gently on the ground.

"Keep casting! What are you doing?" Thored asked.

"This ring recharges once a day! I don't have any fire spells, but you make a good point… I should find someone who does and feed on them with Feed the Queen… Actually, you're one to talk! You haven't done anything this entire time!" Kanae complained.

"Hrm…" The Necro Lord brought up the Dungeon Core Manipulation screen to scroll through a list of available monsters.

Kanae searched, too. They came across the hellduke troll, which they had sent to fight the Ortesian group. Its status showed that the monster was still alive. Kanae and Thored nodded to each other that the troll was their best shot. He despawned it back into the storage, then spawned it in front of them. The hellduke troll was badly hurt, but he was up and conscious at least.

"Uh… Kanae? Whatever you got up your cunt, you better do it now!" Renya warned.

Since the troll was her offspring, she directed him to attack the tree. He obeyed and lifted a giant burning club to strike it when powerful vines reeled the weapon away. The troll toppled backwards, his ankles and wrists bound by vines.

Kanae whipped around to find Arenade wielding the Sceptre of Want. The high elf's lips were peeled back to a big smirk.

"This vessel is so full of envy, that it's brimming with it!" Saffronesse spoke in Arenade's voice.

"You free my wife right now!" Kanae growled.

The devil answered Kanae with a dozen tentacles grabbing her and pulling her up to them.

"I don't think so. Centuries of waiting, and decades buried under this place with nothing but dryad for a vessel… A dryad's simple mind has no envy! I was so deprived… but no longer!" Saffronesse cackled.

Kanae gritted her teeth. She had almost lost her best friend Edina to a devil. She wasn't going to lose Arenade. But a devil's control was weakest at the beginning. Edina's symptoms didn't show until weeks and months later.

"Arenade, I know you're in there! You aren't going to let a devil beat you, a demi-goddess, right?" Kanae asked.

"What are you spewing about— You're… gods damn… right, I won't— Stop resisting! You're mine now!" Saffronesse and Arenade bickered over each other for control. "Yours? Hah! I… er… I-I belong to… Kanae… aahhh! Why am I still speaking honestly? You want to serve me, to be my champion, and we will take, take, take from all who have more than us— Us? Just because I want something doesn't mean I need it. I have all I ever want or need already, and most of them are back home. The other? Well, she's right in front of…" A glint of clarity showed in Arenade's eyes as she stared at Kanae. "Right in front of me."

Kanae smiled. She mustered up every ounce of strength to lean in to kiss Arenade, who dropped the Sceptre of Want to hold her. The bindings loosened and fell away. Lips locked and fingers entwined, they embraced each other tightly.

Saffronesse screamed like a child throwing a tantrum after having her toy taken away. Dark energies misted off Arenade and the writhing dryad on the ground, seeping back into the Sceptre of Want until the devil's voice vanished with a whimper.

Arenade and Kanae parted from each other's lips at last.

"So, was that the nectar making you talk?" Kanae asked teasingly.

"Y-Yes… I mean, shut up!" Arenade pouted.

Behind them, the hellduke troll broke free from the vines. He picked up the fiery club and beat into the tree. Flames creeped up the trunk, where they began to engulf the branches and leaves in a blaze. Ashes showered them like rain. Thored despawned the troll before he could cause any more havoc.

"Hah… Shit. That was a lot of fun. I should go on more adventures with you, Kanae!" Renya wiped the sweat from her brows.

"To think, a dryad was empowered by the devil's artifact." Thored summoned a lockbox with enchantments on the surface, then carefully placed the sceptre inside it. "No wonder I couldn't control her. I promised to allow you to take the artifact, but knowing what you know now… Do you still want to take it from this place? I understand why Lord Charron buried the sceptre underneath an entire Necro Lord Tomb now."

"What we just faced kind of proves your tomb isn't the best place. Aidenhall can protect it. We have an order of knights and a lot of safeguards in place for something like this. Also, Lord Charron's currently there as we speak. We can ask him how best to contain the sceptre," Kanae explained.

Thored was more than willing to part with the Sceptre of Want having heard his master's name. When Kanae held the lockbox, she felt a malignant force within. No way was she going to give this to Vizier Duran after learning that the devil of envy was inside it.

As for the last matter…

They gathered around Theena, who was still unconscious. She was being looked after by Seven and Kara. The two guarded her protectively.

"I don't care what Theena did or said. No one's gonna take her away from us!" Seven snarled.

"Theena's our best friend… Please, at least let us talk some sense into her when she wakes up," Kara pleaded in earnest.

"We won't hurt her. For now, let's just get you all back to Kandis. Thored, I don't suppose you can show us to an exit?" Kanae asked.

"Of course. Right this way." Thored beckoned them over to the far wall that hadn't been overgrown with vegetation. He put all his strength behind pushing a stone block. The piece groaned and clicked into place, and a section of the chamber above opened, followed by a rope ladder rolling down for them.

The party climbed up one by one with Thored leading the way. He popped open a hatch, pushed some dirt and vegetation out of the way, and they poked their heads out. It was the forest just outside of Kandis.

"I… You had the final boss chamber right next to the exit?!" Kanae exclaimed.

"What? It's an easy access for adventurers to escape should they finish," Thored reasoned.

The same was true for Saffronesse and the dryad. Thankfully, she never managed to escape despite all this time down here.

"We just went through the entire dungeon, but where was the loot?" Seven asked.

"Ugh. Adventurers. Always so greedy. Very well. I'll bring Kanae to a chest, and she can deliver the treasures back to you all," Thored said.

Kanae had Arenade and Renya guide the Rookies back to Kandis ahead of her. She reentered the Necro Lord Tomb #3 with Thored, and they navigated back to the observatory deck. Everything was still in place where the two had left it, including the messes.

The Necro Lord opened the door to a storage area stacked to the ceiling full of magical items and equipment, collected from fallen adventurers, discarded, and forged from his own tinkering. They were all supposed to be dispersed across the individual dungeons, but he hadn't found the time to do so yet.

"You may take but a single chest. It should contain enough loot to satisfy each member of your party. Before you leave though, perhaps you can assist me with one more thing in my dungeon? I would greatly appreciate it," Thored said.

"Does it involve fighting another anomaly?" Kanae asked.

"Nothing of a sort." He shook his head. "Traversing the dungeon with you and your companions has simply shown me what I've been missing. I believe I should make a premature departure from this place, meet up with my Lord Charron and ask him what to do next. But I'll need your help, from one dungeon core manipulator to another."


Chapter 9

Thored returned to the main room ahead of Kanae, leaving her to mull over the treasures on her own. There were a lot of chests in here. She flew around the warehouse to get a gander of her choices. They had a different design between each chest from bronze, silver, gold, and platinum bandings. Increasingly more jewels and crystals decorated the gold and platinum ones. On the other hand, bronze and silver chests were significantly more abundant than the latter two. Whether or not their lavishness indicated better equipment, she wasn't sure, but it was a good bet.

Knowing the Necro Lord though, Thored probably created the dungeons with rewards tied to the difficulty in mind. Wait a minute… Kanae screeched to a halt and pulled out the teleportation pellet. This thing teleported material objects, too. As an idea hatched in her mind, she shot a look to the door where Thored had left through.

Kanae proceeded to gather all of the gold and platinum banded chests into a single location. They were heavy as hell, but it was well worth the trouble. During her search, she came across a chest unlike any other in the storage room.

This chest had bandings with light blue color. Kanae recognized the hue anywhere— adamantine. The same metal that reinforced Aidenhall's gates. She couldn't find any other chest like it, so Thored must have intended it as a reward for the final part of the dungeon.

In the end, Kanae gathered a pile of fifteen chests: four platinum, and eleven gold.

"Alright, I think I gathered the most expensive-looking ones. He's going to leave the dungeon anyway. What use would he have for them?" Kanae shrugged, then tossed the teleportation pellet from above.

A vacuum of wind swallowed all of the chests, and they vanished from thin air. Whoever was in Aidenhall when these appeared was about to have a big surprise. But Elizabeth Bedlam, who had tuned the pellet to begin with, should catch on once it was brought to her attention.

Kanae returned to the adamantine banded chest she didn't teleport with the others. It was made with smooth, dark wood and had no lock. Instead, a runic symbol was etched onto where the keyhole should have been.

Fortunately, her lessons at Knights' Academy paid off. This wasn't a trap nor did it contain a pre-activated spell. It was an enchantment rune, one that activated only when someone channeled magic into the symbol. Marwin and Eliza's towers made use of these a lot as a sort of rudimentary switch.

Kanae casted Restore Mana on it. When the etching glowed with magic, the lid popped open. Several items laid within: a monocle, a smooth silver staff that ended with two hands cupped together, a pair of black leather boots, and an earrings set. She picked each of them in turn to check their properties.

[Divining Eye: Glimpse into another crowned individual's character sheet.]

[Great Retort: Channeling an element into the Great Retort changes the staff's damage type to that magic. Gaining unique spells according to the channeled element.]

[Shifting Boots: Grants the wearer the Blink spell.

Blink: Teleport a short distance. Mana cost depends on how far the wearer seeks to travel.]

[Doom & Gloom: Store a spell in Doom that can be activated at will. If possible, Gloom transforms the spell into an area of effect upon activation.]

"Oh, wow. These are some strong pieces of equipment." Kanae marveled at each one.

Divining Eye, especially. This simple monocle allowed someone to learn all of what another was capable of. She was definitely not going to give Kara, Seven, and Theena any of these…

Kanae closed the chest, grabbed a random silver one, and dragged both of them out of the storage area. Whatever the silver chest contained, those three were just going to have to settle on whatever was inside it.

"What took you so long? Also, didn't I specify only one?" Thored eyed the two chests behind her.

"We were technically two parties, so it's only right. One is for Renya, Arenade, and myself. The other is for the Rookies," Kanae explained.

"Hmph. Fair." He let the issue pass.

Kanae breathed a sigh of relief. Thored didn't suspect she had taken a lot more than just two.

"So, what do you need my help with? Can't you just waltz out of the dungeon normally?" Kanae asked.

"And risk someone entering the observatory deck to potentially wreak havoc on the entire dungeon? No. It must be dismantled in its entirety. The whole point of this dungeon was to contain the artifact, the Sceptre of Want. That artifact is no longer in this dungeon. As much as it pains me to leave and let my predecessors' works go to waste, the time to move on has come. Also… Lord Charron can make use of my Artificer class better with me on the surface, rather than wallowing away in this tomb!" Thored exclaimed.

The process of destroying a Necro Lord's Tomb that was also a dungeon core took a lot of time and patience. They had to do everything through the Dungeon Core Manipulation interface in their character sheets. It had a hidden feature to transform the individual dungeon biomes back to the original cavern.

Any adventurers still inside the dungeons would be fine. They were likely going to be severely disoriented and nauseous though. All in all, the entire process wasn't complicated by any means. It was, however, incredibly tedious.

Kanae understood very quickly why Thored needed an extra hand. The two had to carefully disperse monsters throughout the dungeons. When the biomes eventually reverted back to a cavern, creatures like ropers and minotaurs had to be evenly distributed. Otherwise, they might upset the balance in wildlife and ruin it for good. Putting twenty minotaurs in a single place, and most of them would end up starving due to intense competition for food.

Ideally, the monsters all over the dungeon cavern would reach equilibrium on their own. This would have been really boring had Thored not been so talkative while they worked. He recounted stories of how Lord Charron came to him, what Artaggon used to be like half a century ago, and his own accomplishments over the years. In the middle of spawning monsters though, Kanae suddenly lost her interface.

"What's going on over there? Dungeon 1-B needs more bats, otherwise the insect population will explode!" Thored warned.

"My skill is gone. I think it's just been that long. Skill Drain is only temporary after all," Kanae said and double checked her spell list.

"At a time like this? We still have a third of the monster population to distribute before terraforming the dungeon." He sighed.

Well, there was a way to get the skill back. While Thored was busy working, Kanae walked around the orbal apparatus while stripping her clothes off. He didn't notice until she was between his legs.

"W-What are you doing?!" Thored gasped.

"I know you want to fuck me again. You answered honestly during the fight earlier, so I know I turn you on. We'll just have a quickie, so I can get the skill again. I promise not to break your hips this time~" Kanae smiled seductively.

The beastman turned red.

"Very well… You may continue," he said.

Kanae undid the belt, freeing Thored's robes which he let slip to the ground. The jock-strap, an underwear which consisted of an elastic band and only fabric around the crotch, barely contained his massive cock. She pulled the underwear down, and his thick member almost bludgeoned her face.

An intense urge to be submissive and destroyed by this thing overwhelmed Kanae. She couldn't get it in her mouth. Instead, she licked along the entire shaft while squishing it between her breasts. The combination of Blowjob Proficiency and Boobjob Proficiency made Thored weak. He tried very hard to concentrate on work, but she had gotten far too good at fellatio for anyone not to succumb.

"Sluuurrp… chuup… Come on… Cum for me~" Kanae used her tail to suck on his throbbing ballsack, too.

"Succubus, wait… I'm…!" Thored ejaculated so hard, his knees trembled and body shuddered.

Thick white spunk pooled on the floor beneath Kanae's knees. She scooped a handful of the hot baby batter to finger herself with. Using her other hand, she cupped another handful to drink.

"Are we… done? Did you obtain the skill?" Thored asked.

"From a blowjob? Sorry to say, it doesn't work like that. I'm going to need you to stick your rod in me," Kanae said, rising up to brace both hands against the table and sticking her ass up to him.

The nervous Necro Lord gulped hard. He grabbed her waist with one hand, and held his dick with the other to guide it in.

Kanae bit down on her lip. Her eyes rolled back as the length of his cock entered her ravenous pussy at last. Something inside expanded. The large member flared up at the tip, pressing against the entrance of her womb. As soon as his hips made contact with her butt, she was climaxing already. Every inch of Thored's cock had plunged into Kanae.

"Mmmm! You're… You're crushing my womb! I love it… Please, fuck me stupid!" Kanae exclaimed, switching on Masochist.

"How does it feel now?" Thored picked up speed and hammered into her. "I'll be the one breaking your hips!"

"It feels good! So good! I can't get enough of your horse cock ruining my pussy!" she cried.

Thored clasped a large hand over Kanae's head, pushing her down to the table. His hips pounded her with incredible power. Fucked like an animal, her tongue rolled out and the coquettish sounds of a bitch needing to be bred erupted from her mouth.

Although the beastman was nowhere near the size of Titan, he still possessed the similar shape of the languisteed's equine member and a humanoid body with hands that can do more. Thored repeatedly slapped her ass, each clap sending reverberating pulses of pain and pleasure through her spine.

"Take it all, you horny animal!" Thored bellowed loudly.

"Oh, fuck yes! Spank me harder! I'm a bad girl who needs to be punished! Shoot your seed inside me, too! I want it all… I want to be filled to the brim!" Kanae howled.

Thored hammered into Kanae until the table started cracking. Both of them climaxed at the same time. The beastman emptied everything his balls had into her womb, and she felt the hot spunk cooking her from the inside. When he pulled out, his dick was still shooting out cum. The thick loads landed all over her back.

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Dungeon Core Manipulation.

Dungeon Core Manipulation: You can magically create dungeons out of available materials and spawn existing monsters. Touch a powered dungeon core for the expanded manual to begin.]

"Whew. That was a pleasant reprieve from working. Did you obtain the skill? Shall we get back to it?" Thored asked, wiping the sweat from his brow.

"Nngh…" Kanae got up and stumbled into his chest, looking up at him with a provocative, lustful gaze. "For some reason… I didn't get the skill yet. Can you fuck me some more to try again?"

Thored swallowed his hesitation. He picked Kanae up, firmly drilled her onto his cock, and brought her over to the bed where they continued. After draining the Necro Lord dry, they returned to completing the rest of work needed before dismantling the dungeon.

It took a few more hours before all of the monsters had been sufficiently dispersed throughout the dungeons. Together, Kanae and Thored accessed the hidden feature to finally pull the plug. Through the broadcast terminal, they witnessed Kandis adventurers in various biomes panic as the environment transformed into its original cavern state. Exits were still available to all of them.

The look on Thored's face was almost bittersweet. Even as he packed up the observatory's most prized mechanisms, the broadcaster and celestial astrolabe, there looked to be a hint of resistance in leaving. Both contraptions folded inwards on themselves to a single candlestick and runic orb with a handle. He placed them into a large knapsack, hoisted it onto his back, and was ready to go. A minotaur had been spared to Kanae, whom she placed under her charm to carry both chests back to the surface.

Kandis city was none the wiser. However, a few gawking harpies from the sky did stare suspiciously. The Harpy King's agents had probably been keeping an eye on Kanae and her companions. Hopefully, the others got back okay.

They crossed into the port city with no one suspecting Thored was the Necro Lord. As a beastman, he easily blended in with the populace.

"Ugh… The outside world is a lot more crowded than I expected. And the sun! Was it always this hot?" Thored groaned.

"What are you, a shut-in? Live a little. Breathe in the fresh air, take in the sights of the ocean, and…" Kanae raced over to a food stall to buy a skewer of roasted fish for the Necro Lord. When she waved the morsel in his face, he snatched it out of her hands and huffed.

Thored sniffed the fish at first and seemed taken by the scent. With a mouth that big, he chomped into the entire thing in a single bite.

"Mmm. It certainly is filled with flavor, more so than the rations I've been stealing off adventurers!" Thored asked for more, and Kanae was happy to supply him.

Once the Necro Lord had enough, the two quickly made their way to the inn Kanae had been staying at with Arenade. The number of harpies patrolling the sky increased. That couldn't be a good sign. Thankfully, the inn seemed to be clear. For now. Harpies remained in the air and soared around occasionally.

Everyone was waiting for them inside, and Theena was awake, hands tied with rope. She sat upright in bed with a Renya clone right by her side.

"You're back!" Seven exclaimed as they entered.

"About time!" Renya sighed. "I don't like what I'm seeing outside. Feels like we're being watched."

"That's because we are. It doesn't look like they plan on doing anything yet though," Kanae said.

"You guys finished up what you wanted to do down there?" Arenade asked.

Kanae nodded, then turned her attention to Theena, whose gaze was cast to the floor and both hands were bound in rope.

"Girl hasn't said anything since we got back, if that's what you're wondering. Believe me, I tried to get her to spill. But Seven and Kara over there won't let me do my thing." Renya thumbed over to the two Rookies, who were also by Theena's bedside.

"Theena, do you want to explain yourself?" Kanae asked, exerting a charm on her.

"I… " Theena tried to resist, but she ultimately couldn't. "I've been working for… the Harpy King."

Gasps erupted in the room.

"Wait, what?" Kara backed away with a hand over her mouth.

"I just learned the Harpy King is my dad! Does that have anything to do with it?" Seven grabbed Theena by the shoulders and shook her.

"It does… I'm sorry, Seven. The Harpy King sent me to keep an eye on you. It's… the only reason I joined your party. The same is true for… some of the other adventurers in Kandis," Theena admitted.

"No way…" He staggered away from the bed, feeling betrayed.

Seven turned to Kara, searching her eyes for answers if she was also in on it. The girl shook her head and was just as appalled.

"What about this handler business? What's up with that?" Renya pressed her.

"A handler is just someone the Harpy King sent to make sure everything in Kandis is going well. He probably bit the dust inside the tomb, because I never met up with him." Theena frowned.

"Why?" Seven asked shakily. "Kanae, please ask her! I want to know why she did all this!"

"Well, Theena?" Kanae eyed the girl.

"The Harpy King promised to save my family from poverty. All they eat are stale bread and live in broken down shacks! Of course I had no choice!" she cried, shocking the entire room.

Kanae noticed Arenade folding her arms and frowning. Being poor led people to doing desperate things. It was why she worked hard for others' sake.

Suddenly, Seven returned to Theena with a look of hurt. She refused to meet his eyes. He swiped the space between them, severing the ropes that restrained her wrists. In tears, Seven dropped to his knees and grabbed his friend's hands.

"I don't know what the Harpy King promised you, or how much you've been pretending to be my friend… but it was all real to me. As far as I'm concerned, you're still my friend! Kara feels the same way, don't you?" Seven asked.

Kara nodded as tears ran down her cheeks, too.

"What… You two should be angry at me!" Theena exclaimed.

"We are, and that's okay! Sometimes, we piss each other off. That's what friends do. Friends also rely on each other, so… forget what the Harpy King wanted you to do. The three of us will become the greatest adventurers ever and send some money from our quests back to your family. We're in it together!" Seven insisted.

Kara kneeled beside them and rested a hand on top of theirs. Theena, unable to hold back the tears, broke into a wail and apologized repeatedly for what she did.

Kanae ended the effects of Charm, releasing her hold on Theena. She let the three of them cry it out and pulled the others aside.

"We still have the Harpy King's agents to worry about. They're all over Kandis and Vizier Duran's palace. I say, we use the Sceptre of Want as bait to draw them all out," Kanae said.

"You're going to risk that thing falling into someone else's hands?" Thored squinted.

"I mean, this lockbox looks pretty important. We can just give 'em the good ol bait and switch!" Renya suggested, lifting the container which held a devil's artifact.

They were going to need a weapon of similar size and weight to replace it with. Their eyes turned to Arenade's staff. She flicked her gaze to each of them and realized what they were thinking.

"No way! The Forest Nymph's Regrowth Staff holds a lot of sentimental value to me. Kanae, you gifted this to me after we reunited!" Arenade reminded her.

"We got this for you instead." Kanae opened the adamantine chest and handed her the Great Retort.

Arenade inspected it for a few seconds, and her eyes went wide.

"Well, alright then! Take this heap of trash. I got myself a new weapon!" Arenade shoved her old staff into Kanae's hands and brandished the new one proudly.

"So much for sentimental value!" Kanae fired back.

But they had their bait now. The Forest Nymph's Regrowth Staff fit perfectly into the long and narrow trunk.

"Shifting Boots? Don't mind if I do!" Renya pulled out the leather footwear to put on.

"Is this chest for us? Can we open it? Can we?" Seven asked about the silver chest.

"Guys, we have more important things to worry about!" Kanae groaned aloud.

"Hey, you might as well put on Doom & Gloom. If you get a few more spells, they could be super useful. I'll take them if you don't want them," Arenade said about the two crystalline tear-drop earrings pinched between her fingers.

Kanae sighed and relented in putting them on.

"Adventurers. All so alike in their greed." Thored rolled his eyes.


Chapter 10

They devised a plan to be executed at night. Kanae, Renya, and Arenade would hand-deliver the bait to Cerulean Palace. When the patrolling harpies followed after them, that was Thored's cue to slip into the port with the real Sceptre of Want contained in another box. There, Renya's people were going to bring him aboard the Songstress. Once the rest of them reached the palace, a big fight was likely soon to follow.

"How are you feeling?" Kanae asked after pulling Theena to the side.

"Better, I guess. I'm sorry, Kanae. And… Thank you. I had no idea Seven and Kara cared about me that much. I just… Everyone, including my family, in Elusis has to live off scraps while the Harpy King and those in the upper-city gorge themselves fat. When I finally got the chance to make a difference for my parents… I leapt at the chance," Theena explained ashamedly.

"The Harpy King took advantage of you. I don't blame you. I promise to help your family somehow. But I need you to work with me. Is there anything you can tell me before we attack the Cerulean Palace later? We want to be completely prepared."

Theena hesitated to speak, but she ultimately resolved to confess.

"I mean, after seeing how strong you all are, I don't think you're going to have a problem. There is a harpy to worry about. Her name is Praijya. Part of the Harpy King's inner circle. She's a potent fighter. I've never seen anyone move like a blur before. But I think you're more than able to handle yourselves," Theena said.

"I'll keep an eye out. Thanks, Theena. Before you go, no more secrets. You're on thin ice with Seven and Kara. I have two friends that started as adventurers together, Arenade being one of them, who matter a lot to me. We piss each other off a lot. Tease each other just as much. We made mistakes along the way, but we eventually grew stronger because of them. You can be better, too." Kanae rested a hand on her head and smiled.

"Thanks." She returned a grin.

Before leaving, Theena also revealed that there were exactly 30 agents of the Harpy King in Kandis, the majority of which resided in the Cerulean Palace to keep Vizier Duran in check. As far as Kanae could tell, she had a change of heart after Seven's heartfelt plea to her. In the meantime, the three Rookies returned to the adventurers hall so as to not appear suspicious.

Unable to leave the inn and with little left to do other than to wait for nightfall, Kanae entered the bath for a nice hot soak. Getting fucked so hard in the Necro Lord's Tomb might have knocked some bones out of place. She was still tingly from Thored's thorough pounding, too.

"Make way for royalty and divinity!" Arenade announced as she entered with her new staff, Great Retort.

"Why are you carrying that around?" Kanae ducked to avoid being hit in the head when her wife descended into the bath.

"I'm still trying to get used to it. The damn thing is tricky. I can't get it to convoke the elements I want properly! Probably because this is originally a staff meant for spellcasting mages of the elemental variety. You know, like fire, cold, and lightning. As a priest, all I have are fire and holy spells. I guess I have Create Water, but…" She cast the spell, and suddenly the staff was shooting water out like a cannon at Kanae and waterboarding her.

The priest panicked. She pointed the staff in another direction, only to get the entire bathroom wet. When that didn't work, she dunked the staff into the water, and it was beginning to overflow.

"CAST ANOTHER SPELL, YOU IDIOT!" Kanae screamed as water flowed over the edge.

"LIKE WHAT— Oh!" Arenade incanted the spell of a weak Holy Blast, then lifted the staff out of the water to find its cupped hands holding a golden flame.

"If you don't get that staff under control, I'm confiscating it from you!" she warned.

"Don't you dare! Look at this thing. Doesn't it just scream 'divinity' to you? It was meant for me!"

It screamed 'dangerous' in the hands of incompetence…

Well, at least Kanae was squeaky clean now after getting beamed down by a column of water. The two of them climbed out to rejoin Renya and Thored, who were in the middle of going over the finer details of their attack plans.

This was for sure going to draw the ire of the Harpy King. They already foiled Cerberus by defeating the Ortesian force sent to kidnap Seven and retrieve the artifact. The only one they hadn't pissed off yet was Vizier Duran and his cousin, Sultana Dudula. It would really bite if she turned out to be the bad one in all this…

"By the way, we still have this feral minotaur. What do we want to do with him?" Thored thumbed to the charmed monster at the corner of the room.

"I could think of a few ideas." Kanae nibbled on her lower lip.

"No, you don't." Arenade clocked Kanae over the head with her staff. "If anything, we can use the minotaur as extra muscle. Theena said there was what? 30 agents of the Harpy King? That's a lot of fighting between the three of us."

"How about four?" Renya conjured a clone. "Or five?" And another. "Surely six!" She created one more clone and made them all shrug.

"Okay, wise guy… How about you go take care of all those harpies yourself?" The high elf folded her arms.

They did get an upgrade in the equipment department. It also wasn't as though they were pushovers either. Having fought the likes of Petyr Stormcloud, Roshasha, and Ambrosia, everyone else has looked like minor inconveniences to Kanae.

Crunch.

Everyone snapped to Thored, who had half a fried fish in his mouth. He returned their stares awkwardly before continuing to crunch down on it.

"What? I'm famished. You have no idea how poorly I ate in that musty old tomb," Thored said.

"Why don't we eat downstairs?" Kanae suggested to them. "It should be dark by the time we're done, and we can put the plan into motion then."

They agreed. The four ordered a feast's worth of food that put Coral inn's staff into high gear. Unsurprisingly, Arenade picked the most expensive cuisines on the menu. Thored stuffed himself so full, Kanae worried if he was going to make it to Renya's ship later.

They were just finishing up when a harpy duo entered the dining area and waltzed right up to their table.

"We see you have returned safely from the Necro Lord's Tomb," one of them said with her head bowed.

"Have you succeeded in obtaining the artifact? Vizier Duran eagerly awaits you at the Cerulean Palace," the other added.

It was the harpies who sounded impatient, not Duran. Kanae could tell by the subdued strain in their voices from being made to wait all day. As if they hadn't been keeping tabs since she returned to the city…

"We have the artifact." Kanae nodded. "We're just having dinner before going to visit Vizier Duran. That won't be a problem, right?"

The harpy pair exchanged relieved glances, then bowed again with their arms and wings outstretched.

"Of course. Please, enjoy your dinner. We look forward to receiving you at the Cerulean Palace soon," they said at the same time.

Kanae watched them intently until they were out of the restaurant. The rest of her companions expelled their stale breaths.

"Those birdies keep a closer hawkeye than I do on my operations. Learn to relax a little. Sheesh!" Renya sat back and lifted a glass of wine to her lips.

"It sounds like they're getting desperate." Arenade scoffed. "Really makes you think why they want that sceptre. Nothing good has ever come from devils. Ugh. Saffronesse yelling so much did a number on my brain… I don't know how Edina dealt with it for as long as she did." The elf shuddered, clutching herself.

Kanae licked the sauces on her plate clean. She and Arenade still had some time left on their honeymoon before needing to return to Radevic. When they finally kick out the Harpy King's infiltrators, the two of them could get back to being a lovey-dovey, newly wed couple.

Until then…

"Alright. Everyone ready to go kick some ass?" Kanae asked.

Renya and Arenade were raring to go. As they rose to their feet, Thored pointed to the basket of garlic bread on the table.

"You three won't be finishing that, will you? I'll just…" Thored glanced left and right before nabbing the entire basket.

"Talk about a glutton. My crew will be here in a jiffy. You'll know who they are when they show you their tongues. Should have a tattoo like mine." Renya stuck out her tongue to reveal the tri-dagger mark.

Thored adjusted his glasses to get a better look and commit it to memory. The rest of them set off into Kandis, the Sapphire Jewel draped by a cloudless starry night and full moon.

When they arrived, a dozen harpies were waiting for them at the entrance of the Cerulean Palace. Unlike the dinner with Vizier Duran, not a single harpy was unarmed. Each one wielded a pike. Granted, not in an aggressive manner but as a guard standing watch. Some were perched on outcrops along the walls.

It was Renya who held the box containing the bait. Harpies near and far were zeroed in on the container like vultures over carrion. Others, without weapons, emerged from the palace with the platform seats. Kanae, Arenade, and Renya took one each, and just like last time, the harpies lifted them all the way up to a garden terrace this time. Unlike last time, those armed guards from below had followed them up.

Flowers and shrubs swayed to the gentle winds. A leaf rolled past Kanae's feet. Vizier Duran, escorted by harpies of his own, nearly choked on his spit when he saw them. He looked exasperated and in disbelief like they had betrayed him.

"D-Dear guests, I see you have returned… with the artifact," Duran said with a hint of disappointment.

A large harpy woman by the vizier left his side to come over. Fiery red plumes made her look like some kind of phoenix. She stood in front of Renya with both hands outstretched, expecting to receive the container.

Kanae gave Renya the cue by placing a hand on her shoulder and infusing her with Bond before doing the same with Arenade.

"Change of plans, Vizier. We're gonna keep this," Renya said.

"You will?" Duran gasped in relief, only to clear his throat a split-second later. "I-I mean, what? How dare you! We had a deal!"

The harpy snarled and took a swipe at the case. Renya sidestepped the lunge, drew a flintlock with her free hand, and fired a magical blast. Her attacker went flying off the palace. All of the harpies pounced at once, and chaos ensued.

"Wait, wait, wait! You're going to start a fight HERE?" Vizier Duran cried and dove into the safety of a bush.

"Just stay there and keep your head low!" Kanae flourished Lust, catching a harpy by the leg and yanking her down.

Most of the harpies targeted Renya. Every time one got close, she would blink away in laughter, appear behind the aggressor, and put a bolt of arcane energy into their back. Half a dozen harpies managed to surround her, and instead of blinking to safety, she created just as many clones to shoot them down.

Meanwhile, Arenade had mastered control over Great Retort in the short time that she wielded it. The holy flame within the cupped hands of her staff roiled with the intensity of a sun. She set divine fire to the garden, and expelled a nova of energy that blasted attacking harpies away.

More arrived to reinforce the defeated ones. The battle up here had caused enough of a commotion for them to come and investigate. Good. That was exactly what Kanae wanted to happen. By now, Thored should be well on his way to Renya's ship. All that was left to do now was defeat the remaining harpies to free Kandis from the Harpy King's grip.

A harpy tried to go for Kanae's throat. She waited for her to get closer and casted Charm. The spell seized hold of her, and Kanae directed her aggression at the others instead. One by one, the weakened harpies fell under Kanae's control.

"Kanae, one of them is about to cast a mass heal!" Arenade shouted, who was being bogged down by two harpies.

Kanae followed Arenade's gaze to a harpy chanting the words of a magic spell. She held an open tome and was reading off its pages.

Now might be a good chance to make use of Doom & Gloom. Kanae casted Necrotizing Touch. Her hand gassed off a dark purplish necromantic mist. This spell was more of an attack and required physical contact to work. With her new earrings, she channeled the spell into Doom. It granted her an augmented version. [Necrotizing Touch (Area)].

As the harpy unleashed the healing spell, Kanae activated Gloom. Necrotizing Touch blighted the entire terrace, killing all of the plant life. Ghastly hands reached up to grab each harpy. When the blanket of healing magic spread across them, it did absolutely nothing to restore their wounds. Their relief turned into despair.

"It's no good! They're too strong!" an injured harpy cried.

"One, two, three… That makes 24 down, six of which are under Kanae's control. Those five over there are the only ones left. Where's the last one? Did I count wrong?" Renya asked while a little over a dozen harpies laid unconscious at her feet.

"You definitely counted wrong! Count again," Arenade suggested.

Renya sulked. But it didn't look like they needed to. Even in the dark, a shadow soared past them. Glancing up, they had just missed it.

"Look out!" Vizier Duran warned.

It happened in a blink. A figure bodied Renya off the palace, and the box skidded right up to the ledge.

"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck! I didn't put my brown pants on!" Renya screamed as she plummeted.

Kanae was about to dive off the palace to get Renya until the same figure barrel-rolled and kicked her back. She guarded herself with both arms just as the leg made contact.

"Ow… that stung…" Kanae winced, then glanced up to see who had dealt the blow.

The harpy was about as tall as Arenade. She was dressed in light leathers around her chest and a feathered waistcloth. Large, dark brown feathers granted her a massive wingspan. Her hair was snow white and made into a single, long and thick braid that ended with a spiked blade. A wicked and wide smile adorned her otherwise battle-hardened mien. In each hand, she wore gloves with four foot-long claws that looked like they could shred meat right off the bones.

"I thought I wasn't going to get in on any of the fun. The Harpy King told me to just chill and not make a peep unless shit hit the fan. Judging by the number you did on my squad, I'd say a brick of shit hit the fan real hard!" She bellowed with laughter.

"Praiyja," Kanae said.

"Not sure how you know my name, but if I had to guess… It was Theena. One of mine saw her coming back from the Necro Lord's Tomb with your group. Figured you must have made her talk. Shame. We'll just have to make her family pay for her failures." Praiyja shrugged.

Arenade incanted Penance, which created multiple golden rings that tightened around Praijya's body. Even the harpy wasn't sure what had happened.

"Or, we can hold you ransom for them! Try to break out of that." Arenade taunted.

Praijya smirked. She squeezed her eyes shut and flexed, letting loose a bestial roar. Her muscles bulged. Her feathers puffed out. The magical bindings began to crack and splinter until they finally shattered.

"You just had to open your big mouth…" Kanae sighed.

Arenade's jaw dropped. "I didn't think she would actually break free! That's one of my highest level spells! You, harpy. How in three hells did you manage to brute force out of Penance?"

"I have a name. Praijya, the Left Talon of the Harpy King, crowned Spellbreaker! I'll be taking this. You have my thanks for bringing it directly to us." Praijya picked up the box with her talons and whistled sharply.

A dispelling wave of magic rippled outwards from her. Kanae sensed the harpies she had charmed return to their senses. They picked up their more injured fellows and joined Praijya in the sky.

Kanae and Arenade were about to give chase, but a volley of spears and javelins forced them to hide behind a withering tree. When the attacks ceased, they peered out of cover. The harpies were flying at breakneck speeds away from the city.

"You idiots! They got away with the artifact!" Vizier Duran ran to the edge of the terrace and fell to his knees.

"The artifact wasn't in there. An old magic staff is," Kanae explained.

"Re… Really?" He glanced up at her.

"Yep! We just gave them the old bait and switch." Arenade puffed out her chest in a job well done. "The real one is in our hands."

All the weight lifted from Duran's shoulders. As soon as he stood up, he dropped onto his ass. Color returned to his face, and he looked a lot more calm than before.

"But that doesn't mean you're out of the woods yet. When they realize it's not the artifact, they might come back. We'll probably be long gone by then though. But you have some explaining to do. That wasn't just some magic-less heirloom. It was the Sceptre of Want, an ancient weapon that contained the devil of envy, Saffronesse," Kanae said.

"Kuh… So, you know… I hoped it would have been a simple search and retrieve quest. It comes as no surprise that someone as capable as yourselves found out. Very well, I shall tell you everything inside, but… is your dark elven friend okay?" Duran asked.

Kanae and Arenade snapped to the ledge Renya had been knocked off from. They raced over to peer down. The two breathed a sigh of relief, seeing the pirate lord lying flat on a lower terrace a few floors down, and not a red splatter at the bottom of the palace.

"Uugh…" Renya squealed in pain. "Note to self… the ability to blink does not soften or break a fall…"

After rescuing Renya, the vizier invited them into the Cerulean Palace. Many of the guards and servants were rightfully confused. Kanae and her companions had attacked after all, but he reassured his people the real enemies were the ones who had just fled. It seemed much of the palace didn't even know that the Harpy King’s agents had infiltrated the city. A couple of the spooked guards thought the harpies around their vizier were courtesans.

Renya sent someone to retrieve the Sceptre of Want from Thored. They returned with the real container that Praijya was searching for. Thored didn't come with them and stayed behind after drinking himself to a stupor on the Songstress. In the privacy of the vizier's personal bedchamber, Vizier Duran opened the case, and he gawked at the weapon in utter shock. His fingers trembled. His mouth hung open. He seemed to shrink even more despite his already small stature.

"It's true… It really is the Sceptre of Want," Duran whispered.

Kanae closed the case and confronted him. "So, you did know what the artifact was. You lied to us about it having great symbolic and sentimental value."

"That was simply what Praijya wanted me to tell you! I swear, I would have told you if I could have… Yes, I did know the truth behind the artifact. But I wasn't in the right position to tell you," he pleaded earnestly.

The moment Renya yanked the case away from the table, Vizier Duran instinctively went to grab it. He was too slow. It was proof, beyond a reasonable doubt, that he coveted the weapon.

"Are we sure this thing is safe here? What if those harpies come flying back?" Arenade peeled the curtains back to peer outside.

"Hah! It's been ages since anyone's seen the sceptre. I doubt a smooth-brained harpy like Praijya will know what the artifact looks like. My only regret is that I don't get to see her hand-deliver the fake to the Harpy King!" Duran bellowed with laughter.

"I've been meaning to bring this up: between Sultana Dudula, Cerberus, and the Harpy King, who is the bigger power in Savir?" Kanae asked.

"Obviously, my cousin, Sultana Dudula!" he exclaimed.

Unconvinced, the three of them continued to stare at him.

"The… Harpy King is…" Duran admitted.

"How about we try this again?" Kanae asked, placing a charm on the vizier. "Why do you really want the Sceptre of Want?"

"To… give… to Sultana Dudula. That way, she can defeat Cerberus and the Harpy King, thus claiming all of Savir for herself," he said.

Everyone folded their arms.

"Well, no way in three hells are we giving it to Sultana Dudula," Arenade said.

"At this point, we should just bring it back to Esta. Have her vault it in the Silver Hall," Kanae suggested.

"Nononononono! Uhh… What will it take? A million gold? Ten? A hundred million— after Sultana Dudula triumphs over the other two. You must allow me to bring it back to my cousin!" Vizier Duran dropped to his knees and was practically begging.

"Keep your gold. I'd like VIP access into Kandis and any port along Savir for Rown Company!" Renya chimed in.

Kanae elbowed the pirate lord in the side.

"We're not giving the Sceptre of Want to anyone! The last thing we need is a devil running the show again. When we leave, we're going to take the artifact with us back to Aidenhall where it will be vaulted. That's that," Kanae said, putting her foot down.

Vizier Duran sulked, but there was ultimately nothing he could do about it.

On their way out of the Cerulean Palace, Kanae made Renya promise not to make any backroom deals with the vizier and returned to the Songstress with the artifact. It was going to stay on the ship until they left.


Chapter 11

The very next day, Kanae and Arenade visited Kandis' adventurers hall. Sure enough, Theena, Kara, and Seven were there in their new equipment. Around her party though, she seemed right at home.

Seven waved energetically and beckoned them over. Kara was still the same timid feline beastman. As for Theena, the former agent of the Harpy King still looked ashamed of herself. She found it hard to look Kanae in the eyes.

"Is it just me, or does the hall look a little less crowded?" Kanae asked.

Never mind that almost everyone had gone dungeon-diving in Necro Lord's Tomb #3. Many of them should have returned by now. Kanae shuddered to think they might have died in the dungeon…

"About that…" Theena began reluctantly. "Some of the adventurers here were employed by the Harpy King, like me. They likely all left after seeing Praijya take off in the direction of Savir."

"In other words, peace has returned to Kandis thanks to the efforts of me! I'll take your praises in the form of worship and fealty now." Arenade beamed.

Only Seven and Kara applauded.

"What are you three up to for the day? Don't tell me you're going to pick up more quests?" Kanae asked.

"We were actually about to go to the beach! You guys should come with us!" Seven exclaimed.

Although this was supposed to be their honeymoon, it occurred to Kanae that she and Arenade didn't do much honeymooning. The beach did sound nice… Kanae stole a look at the busty high elf and imagined her in a bikini back from Earth.

"A day out on the beach does sound nice, but do I really want to risk sunburning my beautifully divine skin?" Arenade asked herself.

Now, Kanae was imagining Arenade with a bikini tan and gulped hard.

"Let's go to the beach," Kanae insisted.

"That was fast. You don't have any ulterior motives, do you?" Arenade squinted.

"No…" She avoided eye-contact.

The beach Theena and the others were going to could only be reached by boat. Unfortunately, Kanae and Arenade needed to buy swimsuits before leaving. They agreed to meet them at the docks after picking some up.

Luckily for the newly-weds, Kandis had plenty of shops selling such apparel. They entered the first one they came across, which was a modest clothing boutique on the corner of a low-traffic block. One side of the store displayed common and traditional Saviran outfits. The other side had swimwear.

"Out of all the clothes you brought along, I'm surprised you didn't bring a swimsuit," Kanae said as they browsed.

"Sand gets everywhere. Have you seen how much hair I have? Do you know how miserable it's going to be getting all the grains out later? But ugh. Seven looks up to me, and he asked us to come. I'm not turning the kid down. Now… which one is going to accentuate my beauty the most?" Arenade wondered to herself.

Kanae discovered a coconut bikini and showed it to Arenade.

"How about this?" Kanae asked excitedly.

"I'm not wearing that…" Arenade shot it down immediately.

"There's not a bikini in the world that's going to contain those enormous tits of yours," she groaned, only to have two hands pinch her cheeks. "Waih… I'm shorry!"

Arenade eventually found a white bikini connected by a gaudy golden ring between the chest. An accompanying sarong, light and flowy, wrapped around her waist like a skirt. She even bought a wide-brimmed, woven sun hat to go with it. Kanae purchased a black slingshot bikini. Even though the Matron's Regalia was sparse enough to be its own bikini, she didn't want to get any sand in it.

On their way down to the docks, they grabbed Renya and Thored from the Songstress to come along. They might as well, since the alternative was to stay cooped up in the ship all day. In case Vizier Duran had any bright ideas, the Rown Company crew was also more than enough to keep an eye on the special cargo.

The whole party boarded a small ferry and sailed south along the coast. It was mostly cliffs until the land gave way to a large inlet cove populated with hundreds of beachgoers, palm trees, and a boardwalk of stores and salons. Waves pushed and pulled gently against the sandy ivory shores. People swam as far as the rocky entrance. Others were content lying on beach towels to soak up the sun.

Seven leaped from the boat and soared into the sky, grinning from ear to ear as the wind coursed through his feathery wings. Kanae would have joined him, but she had the beautiful sight of the beach to share with her wife instead.

The ferry moored at the docks alongside a dozen other similar-sized ships. Seven landed next to his companions, and they took off running together towards the beach.

"Wow. Something like this was just a short sail away from the city? The beach looks so pristine!" Kanae gasped as they searched for a suitable place to put their things down.

"Kandis prides itself on tourism and natural beauty." Renya smirked. "I sail down here all the time until the port authority or some Saviran captain stops me."

They found a nice spot after a family of dark elves had enough playing for the day. Renya created multiple clones of herself to put up a beach umbrella and laid out a towel to rest on. Seven, Kara, and Theena bolted for the waters.

"Kanae, I need your help putting sunscreen on me!" Arenade tossed Kanae a glass bottle that contained a gel, almost slime-like liquid inside it.

Here it comes, Kanae thought. She was going to get a chance to apply sunscreen on a beautiful woman. Moreover, on those breasts… This momentous occasion had been something she dreamed of for years.

"Don't think of doing anything lewd to me unless you want a holy beam in your face." Arenade laid face down on her towel and unhooked the bikini strap.

"I wouldn't dare…" Kanae lied.

The gel was cool to the touch. Kanae scooped some onto her palm, and the sensation very clearly contained properties from a slime. Probably made from one. Arenade must have paid a premium for something like this. She lathered it all over her hands, then kneeled down to get to work.

This wasn't the first, second, or third time Kanae had seen Arenade naked from behind. Her bare back was quite the sight to behold, too. She worked both hands into every nook and cranny. The gel spread easily, gliding across the surface of her skin.

Though… Kanae wanted to feel more of her voluptuous, high elven wife.

"Hey, watch where those hands are going…" Arenade warned.

"You don't want your boobs to get sunburnt, do you?" Kanae cautioned mischievously.

"Nnh… Fine, but no touching any more than you need to!" she exclaimed.

Kanae grabbed some more gel and caressed the sides of Arenade's breasts. The elf's ears had turned red. She didn't stop there. Kanae applied the sunscreen gel to her plush thighs, rubbing them with the intent to turn her on. Arenade began to breathe heavily, burying her face into both arms.

Wherever Kanae's hands touched, Arenade would twitch and shudder. She got a little adventurous and grabbed two handfuls of her ass.

"Mmmmh!" Arenade suppressed a moan and was clearly climaxing. "I think… that's enough… sunscreen…"

"Geez. Do you two need a room?" Renya lifted her sunglasses and asked.

Arenade dealt Kanae a swift kick to her chest, and she went rolling across the ground into someone's abandoned half-built sand castle.

"I'll apply the rest, thank you very much!" Arenade shouted, red up to the tips of her ears.

"Damn." Kanae popped her head out of the sand and pouted.

Everyone seemed to be enjoying the beach in their own way except for Thored. The former Necro Lord of Tomb #3 sat underneath the shade of a separate umbrella. He looked worse for wear and was hugging his knees.

"What's up with you?" Kanae asked.

"The sun… The sun is a powerful foe," Thored replied wearily.

Right. This guy had been shut-in underground for five decades. He wasn't used to the sun, which was basically one giant fireball in the sky.

"Kanae!" The three Rookies raced up to her, nearly tripping on the sand as they did.

"I thought you three went for a swim?" Kanae noticed that none of them were wet.

"Later. More importantly, I bet Theena and Kara that I can beat you in a race. They think you're faster, so now we have a competition on our hands. Come on! Race me!" Seven insisted and tugged on her arm.

"We don't even think it's that big of a deal, but he really won't give it a rest. Sorry." Theena frowned.

Kara also lowered her head apologetically.

"Okay. Why not? Where's the finish line?" Kanae asked, raring to put a Rookie in his place.

"Around the cove." Seven traced a finger along the shore, around the inlet, and back to the starting point where they were standing. "No taking shortcuts, no spells, and no buffs. We'll fly all around, and whoever makes it back here wins!"

Kanae accepted Seven's challenge. The two got into positions, and Renya raised a gun into the air. They had even drawn a small crowd, lured in to making bets of their own. A lot of people seemed to bet money on the harpy though. Kanae would show them what a mistake that was going to be.

"On your marks!" Renya shouted, and both of them unfurled their wings. "Get set…" She fired a shot into the sky. "Go!"

They launched into the sky, kicking up a cloud of sand. Seven got a much better head start, thanks to his talons giving him a springy boost. The beach beneath them passed by in a blur, and people cheered on at the top of their lungs.

However, as soon as they reached the natural rocky barrier that surrounded the inlet, Kanae was beginning to catch up. Seven glanced over his shoulder at her with a smirk, only to have that smile wiped from his face when she neared.

"You better not be using a buff to speed yourself up!" Seven yelled.

"Don't get too full of yourself just because I gave you a lead!" Kanae teased.

The harpy boy beat his wings even harder. Too bad Kanae had a much larger wingspan and was naturally faster. By the half-way mark, they were neck and neck. Their speed created waves in the water, causing boats to rock and teeter. The rest of the race was—

"Look out!" someone on a nearby boat shouted.

A cluster of giant tentacles emerged from the ocean. Kanae deftly avoided being grabbed, but one of them snatched Seven by his ankle.

"Come on! You were about to win anyway! Did you charm a monster to do this?" Seven asked.

"Of course, not!" Kanae retorted.

"Oh," was all he uttered before being yanked into the water.

Shit!

"Seven!" Theena and Kara cried, both looking like they were about to dive in to help him.

"Stay there!" Kanae exclaimed before diving underwater.

The waters were mostly clear closer to the shore. A giant kraken dragged Seven, struggling and punching the tentacle, into the depths. She swam up to the appendage holding the boy but didn't have the strength to free him.

Alright… a different approach then. Kanae had learned in school that male cephalopods had their reproductive organs in one of the tentacles. But which one was it? Seven winced. Bubbles escaped his mouth. He was running out of air. She needed to hurry.

Kanae threw caution to the wind and grabbed each tentacle one by one. They fought back, pushing away and trying to constrict her with their suckers.

Another idea popped up in her mind. She switched on Versatile Womb. The kraken's aggression subsided. A particularly long tentacle drifted forth. Kanae pulled the crotch area of her slingshot bikini aside, offering to be inseminated. Something like a stringy, writhing snake slipped out from the tip of the tentacle and plunged into her pussy.

The impact knocked a few breaths of air from Kanae's lungs. The kraken cock wormed its way into her baby room and deposited a payload of spunk. A strange feeling overwhelmed her from within, like numerous tendrils tickled the inner walls of her womb. When it tried to pull out, Kanae held the dick in place with both hands. She drained the kraken until it looked like a husk similar to fried calamari, then finally let go. Its dick slipped out, and a cloud of white continued to burst out from the tip.

Unconscious, Seven drifted loose from the tentacle holding him. Kanae grabbed his hand and swam to the surface, but he wasn't breathing.

"Oh, no… Don't drown on me!" Kanae flew to shore, where their companions surrounded them right away.

"Was that a fucking kraken?" Renya gasped, eyes glued to the waters in the distance.

"Forget the kraken! Seven isn't breathing!" she exclaimed.

"Let me!" Theena pushed Kanae aside to perform chest compressions. This went on for almost a minute, and they were beginning to lose hope when—

Seven coughed up seawater and his eyes fluttered open.

"Ughh… What happened… did I win?" Seven asked groggily.

"Thank the Supreme One…" Theena threw her arms around him.

"I just remembered!" He cried. "Before I fell unconscious, I remember Kanae was fighting a kraken! She made it shoot white stuff or something, and it kind of just let me go."

"About that…" Kanae's belly swelled as Versatile Womb enabled her to be impregnated by the kraken.

They cleared their belongings off the beach towel. Arenade had Kanae lie down with both knees up. One after another, egg sacks slipped out from her vagina for a total of 30. The kraken fries broke through their pouches and squirmed for the water.

"Seriously?" Arenade glared at Kanae with judging intent.

"I was running out of time, and luring it to screw me was the only way!" Kanae protested.

"Uh, huh." Her wife didn't look convinced in the slightest.

Thored picked up a kraken fry, and the critter wrapped its tiny tentacles around his much larger fingers.

"Are these edible? Can we cook them?" Thored asked curiously.

The party stared at him with a hint of disgust, but they started a fire and ate them anyway. Everyone except Kanae anyway.

The beach started thinning out during sunset. It went from thousands to a few hundreds as people returned home to turn in. Not Kanae and her companions though. They stayed at the beach until the blue sky painted over with an orange and purple brush, still wrapped in the ambient heat that lingered. Others around them had raised little tents to camp out for the night, or headed to the taverns along the boardwalk for a drink.

As for Kanae's group, however, they had piled a bunch of kindling and dug a hole for a fire pit. She watched as her friends roasted the kraken fry to eat. There was still a bucket full of them.

"Kanae, what are you waiting for? Dig in! I didn't know kraken and a little bit of spice could taste so good!" Arenade brandished a skewered fry in her face.

"N-No… I think I'm good…" Kanae grimaced at the sight of it, unable to reconcile eating what she had given birth to earlier.

"More for me." Her wife shrugged and devoured another kraken.

While Arenade returned to the fire for more, Kanae rolled her eyes and wandered over to the shore where Theena was gazing out to the sea.

"Not hungry?" Kanae asked.

"As much as I'm a fan of kraken delicacies, eating something that came out between your legs is a little…" Theena shot a look to the others around the fire.

It wasn't just Arenade. Thored, Renya, Seven, and Kara were happily eating and drinking without a care in the world. What happened with the kraken almost dragging Seven into the depths of the ocean seemed like an afterthought.

Everyone was enjoying themselves. They looked like any other group still out on the beach, enjoying what was left of the night.

"Yeah… I feel the same. So, what's the plan after this? Can't imagine it's going to be safe for a former agent of the Harpy King," Kanae said.

"Well, I'm not really an agent. Just another adventurer they hired. Paid a little extra to watch Seven. As long as I stay with him, I don't think they plan to make any moves against us. We're actually planning to head back into Savir. Not to confront the Harpy King or anything. Monsters are stronger there. We still want to become Veterans together. I can't say it enough, but… really, thank you. If not for you, I wouldn't have known what I was about to lose." Theena smiled thoughtfully at her friends laughing by the fire.

"You can thank me all you want, but you made the choice to stay in the end. All I can say is you made the right choice. I lost Arenade once when she died. I'd do anything to make sure that doesn't happen ever again," she explained.

Theena nodded as she listened intently, then cocked her head.

"Did… Did you say she 'died'?" Theena gasped.

"Hehe. Yeah, our adventures are a little out of your scope." Kanae grinned.

"I got that feeling from how strong you all are. By the way, I kind of want to address the dire beast in the room. Did you get those tattoos on purpose, or did you lose a bet?" She pointed to the ink on Kanae's chest and upper right thigh.

Both tattoos showed obscene language, and they were on full display for everyone to see. Kanae put a hand to her face. No wonder people were throwing her salacious looks all day. It wasn't just because she was a succubus. Her tattoos were quite literally asking for it!

"Guh. Would you believe me if I told you this was enchanted ink?" Kanae asked.

After sharing a laugh, the two returned to the others. Seven and Kara yawned deeply. Playing all day took a lot out of them, and the kraken scare probably didn't help… despite them so ravenously eating the babies now.

"I think it's time we head back. We have a long day ahead of us traveling into Savir tomorrow morning," Theena said.

"Ehhh? But I wanna stay up!" Seven protested from behind Arenade, who was giving him a piggyback ride.

"Yeah, what's the hurry? We still have a full bottle of wine and a bucket full of kraken," Arenade added.

Theena turned her attention to Kara, who was nodding off where she sat. The feline beastman could barely keep her eyes open, let alone follow what was going on. Renya was seated beside her, offering a shoulder for the girl to lean on. The adults, on the other hand, were hardly tired.

Eventually, Seven relented. He was also getting tired and couldn't exactly hide it. Theena picked up Kara onto her back, and together with Seven, said their 'good nights' before heading to a tavern.

"Wait, those three are leaving tomorrow?" Arenade asked.

"To Savir, apparently. We can go, too. But I think I need to check back with the Grand Eye before we consider another vacation," Kanae said.

The happiness on Arenade's face vanished with the mention of going home. Her smile flipped into a frown.

"Ugh. I don't want to go home! I don't wanna!" Arenade dropped to the ground and threw a tantrum.

"Seven acted more mature than you!" Kanae groaned.

"Man." Renya sidled up and rested an elbow on her shoulder. "I didn't know those tykes long, but I'll miss 'em. If you guys need someone to sail you to Savir, let me know. I'm your pira— captain!"

They glared at the dark elf, wondering if she had any ulterior motives for going to Savir. After settling matters with Vizier Duran the other day, Renya had returned to make some backroom deals between Kandis and Rown Company. Whatever those deals were, neither Kanae nor Arenade were privy to. They would just have to hope she wasn't up to no good.

"Anyway… The evening is still young. Since the kids are gone, what do we want to do next?" Kanae asked.

"You can go do whatever. I'll be right here soaking what's left of the sun." Arenade laid back down on the beach towel and sighed blissfully.

"I wasn't planning on telling you this until later, but are you sure you want to stay out any longer?" She folded her arms.

"Of course, I do. Why?"

When no one answered her, Arenade sat upright and stared at them. It took Thored conjuring a thin pane of water that acted like a mirror before she got an answer. Her expression turned to dread, both hands to her own shocked face, and mouth hanging open.

Half a day in the sun had tanned Arenade into a dark elf. The sun screen gel didn't do what it was supposed to do. Her deeply tan skin was in stark contrast to the blonde hair and white bikini. It wasn't a bad tan, where someone turned red or orange. She just looked like a somewhat lighter dark elf now.

"How did this happen?! I was lying under the beach umbrella! The sun screen, too… Kanae, you must have swapped it out with your jizz or something!" Arenade cried accusingly.

"I did not rub jizz on you! You probably got scammed by whoever sold you the sun screen. Don't try to pin this on me. It's not my fault you look like a roasted pig," Kanae fired back.

"Chin up. We look like we could be sisters now!" Renya crossed an arm with Arenade, and their complexions were similar.

Arenade fell to her knees in despair.

"My beautiful, porcelain skin… Damn the sun!" Arenade raised both hands into the sky and proceeded to curse at the Supreme One for some reason.

Some people just tanned easily. Apparently, Arenade was one of them. Or maybe it was just a high elf thing.

"Kanae, I don't mean to alarm you, but you have also been sun-tanned," Thored said.

"I am?" It was harder for Kanae to tell, but she had always been prone to some light tanning when under the sun long enough. She peeled back her swimwear and there were in fact two distinct complexions. Obviously, not as dark as Arenade. The bikini tan was kind of hot though. Because of the slingshot bikini, she probably had a very visible V compared to the rest of her tanned body.

Arenade though…

Kanae was getting turned on just thinking about how Arenade looked naked with that bikini tan. She needed to know.

"Ugh… My Kanae-is-horny senses are tingling… You keep your dirty paws off me!" Arenade warned, backing away with both arms guarding her chest.

"I just want a little peek. Really quick! We can even go into those changing booths over by the restrooms!" Kanae creeped forward like a predator ready to pounce.

To her surprise, however, Arenade gave in.

"On… Only for a little bit then…" Arenade said, twirling her hair in one finger and appearing incredibly demure.

Kanae gulped hard.

"Thored, Renya… We'll be right back!" Kanae grabbed Arenade's hand and pulled her over to the changing booths.

They were a series of wooden scaffolding with large clothes draped over them. None of them seemed to be occupied at the moment. Everyone was already changed into their bathing suits or were turning in for the evening anyway.

As soon as Kanae and Arenade entered, their lips locked faster than a blink of an eye. Neither of them needed to work hard in getting each others' bikinis off. They slid right off their shoulders and dropped down to their ankles. Gaps and tears in the booth's privacy barrier let what little sunlight was left in the day bleed in.

Kanae peeled her lips away first and couldn't stop staring at Arenade's tan. The complexion was still porcelain where the strings and fabric of the bikini had covered the elf's body. That divine skin Arenade always boasted about was mostly gone.

"Are you satisfied now?" Arenade asked, deeply red instead of tan now.

"Not yet. You guys got to eat earlier. It's my turn." Kanae kneeled down between Arenade's snatch.

The contrast of white and tan had a very clear border just above her trimmed patch of pubic hair. Kanae pressed her tongue to the entrance of Arenade's pussy and licked hungrily. Her high elven wife shuddered. Cute moans erupted in brief quips.

Arenade covered her mouth with one hand and grabbed Kanae's horn with the other. Very quickly, the booth grew humid with their panting breaths and body heat. She leaked so much. The juices from her pussy tasted like honey. Her clit was engorged and in need of teasing.

It didn't take long before Arenade climaxed. She was so easy to bring to an orgasm. Unfortunately for her, Kanae wasn't satisfied yet.

"Wait, Kanae… what are you— aahh!" Arenade nearly jumped when Kanae slid her tail inside the soaking entrance.

"I'm still hungry. Just give me a little more." Kanae reached up to pinch and tug on Arenade's nipples.

The high elf's eyes rolled back.

"Oh, gods… Kanae… Mmmh!" Arenade moaned even louder, completely lost to lust and not realizing they were technically still in public.

Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick! Shlick!

Kanae pistoned her tail into Arenade's pussy like it was a dick. Love juices dripped like a broken faucet. Even so, Kanae slurped up every last drop.

"Come on, be honest with me~ When the dryad made you answer truthfully, you said you like my cunnilingus the best, didn't you?" Kanae asked teasingly.

"Yes… I like it… Your tongue is driving me up the wall with pleasure! I'm seeing stars! I'm cumming! Your tongue is making me orgasm agaaaaaain!" Arenade howled.

The climax was so powerful, Arenade squirted. Kanae moved away just in time as she wetted the sand beneath their feet. Her knees gave out, and she fell to the ground on her butt first, then onto her back. Kanae climbed on top, tail still inside Arenade's pussy, and kissed her trembling lips.

They exchanged spit, and Kanae gave Arenade the taste of her own juices. The sand was getting everywhere, even to their unmentionable places. That didn't stop Kanae's hunger, and she nibbled on Arenade's nipples which brought her to a second climax.

"You're… insatiable— mmh…" Arenade couldn't finish the rest of her sentence with Kanae making out with her again.

"And you're so cute when you turn into jelly in my hands," Kanae cooed affectionately.

"Hmph. You should be telling me I'm amazing, talented, and the most capable high elf in the world. Not cute." She pouted.

It had been a while since Kanae got head. They exchanged kisses for a while longer before she wanted Arenade to return the favor.

"Just a little bit?" Kanae asked.

"Fine. I get you off, then we go back to the others," Arenade said.

Score!

Arenade remained lying on the ground, waiting for it. Kanae got up and brushed some of the dirt off her lap. She was about to sit down on Arenade's face when her wife shouted 'wait'. Too late. Kanae had planted her muff down. When she got up and saw a layer of sand all over her mouth, it made sense.

"Ptooh… peh! A mouth full of sand definitely killed my libido." Arenade groaned.

Both of them figured they had enough. Until they got back to a room at least. They donned their swimsuits again but couldn't conceal how disheveled each other were. It was obvious what happened.

Thored and Renya were waiting back at the beach spot, still munching on the kraken. The former Necro Lord had a very big erection, and he was hiding it poorly with one leg crossed over the other.

"You two sure know how to put on a show. The whole beach heard!" Renya laughed.

"What?!" Kanae and Arenade scanned the beach, and some people were throwing them embarrassed looks.

The pirate lord jumped up and threw an arm around each of their shoulders.

"Hearing you go at it like animals got everyone all hot and bothered. Why don't we grab a room over at one of those hotels to continue with all four of us?" Renya asked.

"What? Me included?" Thored gaped.

"If you horny bunch want to keep going, be my guest! I've got better luxuries to enjoy!" Arenade pushed Renya's arm away.

"Arenade and I are still on our honeymoon, so I'm going to stick with her. Maybe another time." Kanae winked.

A wave of disappointment washed over Thored… Until two Renya clones grabbed an arm each.

"Come on, big guy. I'm enough for my own orgy!" Renya, with her clones pulling Thored along, headed to a tavern on the boardwalk.

Kanae left them to their fun and followed Arenade into the water to wash the sand off their bodies. The waters, even though it was getting dark, were still nice and warm.

"Oh, you can actually swim? Figured you were as scared as a cat being on land all day." Kanae joked.

"What do you take me for? I can swim perfectly fine! I just have little reason to. I'm probably a better swimmer than you," Arenade challenged.

"I'm not falling for another race and risking a kraken showing up." She shook her head.

Arenade swam a little farther. The setting sun was sandwiched between the cove's rocky entrance. Its distorted form stretched across the waters. Kanae hugged Arenade from behind when she caught up. Together, they drifted in the water in each others' arms.

"Hey, so… I'm sorry for getting us caught up in another international crisis during our honeymoon. Should I have told Vizier Duran to screw off when we had dinner with him?" Kanae asked.

"You're still in hot water, but I forgive you. It just means you need to make it up to me on our anniversary next year. I'll need a heavy dose of being spoiled, pampered, and complimented at least five times a day, every day while we're on vacation. Understood?" Arenade turned to face her.

"Yes, dear…" She expelled a long, drawn-out sigh.

Anniversary, huh? Kanae couldn't help but feel giddy. They really were a married couple now. The two cuddled while drifting listlessly in the calm waters. As the sun set, stars began to show themselves by the hundreds with the blanket of night pulling across the horizon.

"You know, I'm kind of amazed we're able to stay afloat like this," Kanae said.

"Kanae, I swear to the Supreme One… if you make a joke about the buoyancy of my boobs, I'm drowning you." Arenade's threat shut her right up.


Chapter 12

Kanae and Arenade saw her new friends off just outside of the city entrance. Theena, Seven, and Kara had their belongings packed and ready to leave. A caravan of wagons and carriages bound for Savir, helmed by a merchant's guild called the East Saviran Trading Association, had a line of people shuffling on board, and the three Rookies would soon follow.

It was a cute sight to see Arenade suffocating Seven with a bear hug. Each of them took turns giving one another a goodbye. When it finally came time for Kanae and Theena to bid farewell, the Arkesian girl seemed too shy and ashamed of herself to initiate.

"Come here, Theena." Kanae wrapped both arms and wings around her, the same way she did to her daughters.

Theena settled into the hug and sniffled a few times. As the two parted away, she offered a bright smile.

"I'm not going to waste the second chance you've given me, Kanae. I didn't expect to find a friend in a succubus. I'll never forget what you did for me. All of us," Theena said.

"Will you be fine in Savir? Considering all that's going on." Kanae recalled the civil war that was brewing.

She nodded. "We'll be careful. The Harpy King won't do anything as long as I can continue pretending to monitor Seven. Sultana Dudula hasn't made any move on us, and we should be okay just steering clear of Cerberus' territory."

"You'll visit us, right?" Seven slammed into Kanae with a big hug, making her wish she had an adorable son to dote on. "Next time we see each other, we're going to blow your mind at how much stronger we get! I'll beat you in the next race, too! Stupid kraken interrupted us…"

"We'll try and find time to, but you need to promise not to get into any trouble. Can't visit you if a monster gets you first," she teased.

The harpy boy pouted at being underestimated. Each of them might have a new piece of magic equipment now, but Kanae knew firsthand that it alone wouldn't be enough. They needed to rely on each other, just like how she, Arenade, and Edina had relied on each other before.

A loud horn honked from the foremost carriage. Its stagecoach, a dark elven man with a pipe between his teeth, conjured a magical megaphone to speak into.

"We'll be 'parting in five minutes! Say yer goodbyes and climb aboard a'fore I leave ya behind!" he shouted.

Kara stood in place as Seven and Theena approached their carriage. Her companions turned around. Eventually, she scampered over to Kanae and glanced up with her timid, big green eyes.

"Uhm… Y-You said you were from up north, didn't you? Do you happen to know a feline beastman named Camilla? I think she's called a Saint Priest, which is something important. I think," Kara said.

"Camilla Rudeux? Yeah, she— Wait a minute… you two share orange hair. Don't tell me…?" Kanae pieced the puzzle together right away.

"My full name is Kara Rudeux, and Camilla's my big sister. I-I just want you to give her a message. Can you tell her that…" She glanced back to Theena and Seven, who were waiting by the carriage door. "That I'm doing just fine, and, and… that I made two really good friends?"

Kanae was beginning to see the resemblances, at least in physical appearance only. Camilla was much taller though. Their personalities also couldn't be more different. To think, she had been with the feline Saint Priest's little sister this whole time.

"Of course. I'll let Camilla know," Kanae promised her.

It didn't happen often, but Kara flashed a smile. She caught up with the rest of her friends and jumped into the back of the carriage. The three of them stayed by the edge and waved. Seven started tearing up, and he probably would have flown back to Kanae and Arenade if it wasn't for Theena holding him back.

"Hic… I'm going to miss those three, especially that bird-brain." Arenade put on a stoic face as the caravan rolled into the forests.

"I didn't think you were going to get this emotional." Kanae grabbed her hand and squeezed.

"If the Grand Eye thinks about sending you to Savir, you're taking me with you. Ahhh! But the heat and sand… Kuh!" She fought a mental battle over the pros and cons of going to Savir.

When the caravan had disappeared from sight for its voyage, the two returned to the city and headed for the docks. They descended from the city to Renya's Songstress to check on their stuff. Rown crewmen readily let them on board, and a kind sailor brought them downstairs to the cargo area.

The statue that Kanae and Arenade had commissioned from a magic sculptor on their first day was accounted for. A large number of ropes secured it from toppling over. A ton of souvenirs they had purchased for friends and family were strewn all about the floor, too. As for the Sceptre of Want, it was guarded by several well-armed crewmen inside the captain's quarters.

To absolutely no surprise, the guards had apparently stopped an attempted break-in the other night. They easily foiled it and tossed the intruders overboard. Chances were, Vizier Duran had sent them. No one else knew where they had stowed the artifact anyway. Good to know Renya's crew were more than capable of handling a robbery attempt.

Nothing from Praijya and the harpies though, so it was safe to assume they still believed the Sceptre of Want was in their talons that night.

Satisfied that everything was in place, they hopped back onto the deck just as Renya and Thored were coming aboard.

"Yo-ho, mateys! We aren't due to sail for another day. Were you checking in on the goods?" Renya asked.

"Yeah, and everything is in order. Did you two actually…" Kanae squinted at the pairing.

Nothing about them suggested they had a good fuck, yet Renya shot Thored a taunting smirk. When Kanae got a good look at him, he looked absolutely terrible.

"I, uh… I ended up having indigestion from all the kraken I ate and passed out on the toilet…" Thored confessed.

Arenade turned away and snorted.

"We didn't know until one of the locals told us!" Renya shrugged. "Apparently, all kraken species have a little bit of poison in 'em. Cooking won't get rid of it either. Eat a few, and you won't notice. Eat a whole bucket full, and that adds up. I didn't get laid, but I had myself a good laugh!"

"Your surface world is terrifying… There is danger at every turn…" Thored shuddered with clear signs of PTSD.

Renya had a crewman take Thored down into the ship's infirmary to be looked after. She had healers, who could begin administering magic to soothe his stomach, but there was nothing they could do about someone having the runs.

"Anyway, what's the plan? We can set sail for Port Kandis if you wanna leave early," Renya offered.

"No, Arenade and I aren't leaving until we spend up to the last minute of this honeymoon. I think she likes this place too much to leave early." Kanae eyed the high elf in question.

"What? This place is the best! Minus the few hiccups, obviously. Hm… Many hiccups. Oh, gods… It just occurred to me we hadn't really experienced an actual honeymoon… The only real time we had a chance to relax was the first day and yesterday!" Arenade fell to her knees in despair.

Meanwhile, Kanae and Renya exchanged eye-rolling glances with each other. Arenade was clearly overreacting. Without a word, she jumped to her feet and took them both by surprise.

"You!" Arenade planted a vise on Kanae's wrist. "We've got one day left on our honeymoon to enjoy and nothing's going to come between us!"

"Arenade, maybe we should just take it easy and— ahhh!" Kanae had no chance to protest with Arenade yanking her along.

"Have fun! I'll be here if ya need me!" Renya hollered from the ship.

The first place Arenade dragged Kanae to was a jewelry shop. It was a high end parlor with merchandise behind enchanted and reinforced glass display cases. Other wealthy patrons browsed the stock with an aura of superiority around themselves. Prospective customers inspected trinkets faceted in shapes never before seen.

At the center of the room, the jewelry store displayed its most expensive and exotic product— a gaudy longsword with a diamond-encrusted hilt and pommel. There was nothing magical about this weapon, at least not that Kanae could sense. The only special thing about it was the amount of glistening diamonds.

But Arenade wasn't drawn to that. Instead, a large golden necklace with an emerald, opal, and garnet gem glistened back to her eyes.

"I would look so divine with that on…" Arenade breathed heavily like she was in heat.

"Oh, god. That's right. I married a high elf." Kanae sighed into her hand.

"The gentle ladies have good tastes. Would you like to behold the glory of this piece with your very own hands?" An older canine woman appeared behind the display case.

Judging by the fine embroidery of her tunic, Kanae almost mistook her for a fellow customer in the store. She was actually the proprietor, whose wagging tail was eager to serve. Or… bait them into paying an exorbitant amount of money for pretty stones.

"Would I? Let me try it on, too!" Arenade insisted.

The proprietor gladly brought the necklace out. While she helped Arenade try it on, Kanae grew increasingly nervous about the price of everything in here. 150,000 gold for a platinum ring. 500,000 gold for a chain necklace. Two-million for a pair of diamond earrings. Hell, the diamond-encrusted sword didn't have a price tag. There might have been too many numbers to fit on a tag. Prices like these funded the operations of an entire country. Who in their right mind would pay for them?

As for the necklace Arenade was trying on… Kanae searched the glass case for a price. The number made her jaw drop, because it was listed at a whopping fifteen-million gold. It didn't even look like it was worth that much to begin with! Did Arenade even bring that much currency with them? Because Kanae sure didn't. It would take Renya's ship to deliver such an amount.

"Uhm… Arenade? I-I'm pretty sure these are out of our price range," Kanae said.

"Nonsense. We have the wealth of an entire nation at our back. If I want this, then I'm getting it," Arenade declared.

"We won't have the wealth of an entire nation at our backs if you hand it all over for some colorful rocks!" she cried.

"But, madam! Surely, you can see how beautiful it is adorned on your companion. See how it shines like her eyes," the proprietor said.

Kanae took a good look at Arenade, and she was more attracted to her boobs than the necklace. Something twinkled in her eyes though, like the brief and light flash of magic.

"Heh. See, my beauty left you speechless. Alright, we're buying this! Write me the check and bill it to the Commonwealth of Sin!" Arenade brushed her hair and stuck out her chest.

"Hold on…" Kanae grabbed Arenade's shoulder, fetched the wand with her tail, and casted Dispel.

"What the?" She blinked a few times in confusion.

The beastman woman choked on her spit. She tried to sneak off until Kanae casted Magic Hand, and caught her by the tunic's back collar.

"That's a very underhanded way of convincing people to buy your overpriced merchandise," Kanae said, walking in front of the woman to confront her.

"Hey, what did you just cast on me?!" Arenade growled.

When the woman refused to answer, Kanae placed a charm on her.

"Command, it's a paladin skill to coerce someone to follow orders. I use it on folks to seal the deal on a sale," she admitted.

Kanae ended the effects of Charm, and the proprietor fell into panic as her mind became her own again.

"P-Please, don't hurt me! I won't do anything like that again, I promise!" the woman pleaded.

"Hmm. Sure," Kanae said.

"Wait, you're just going to let this bitch go?" Arenade asked.

"Yeah. We'll go. We'll also keep quiet about your sneaky business, if you let us take this necklace for free. Fifteen-million gold is a small price to pay for crossing a succubus, right?" She stared the proprietor in the eyes.

The beastman woman wanted so badly to decline, but she had no choice and relented. They walked out with the ludicrously expensive necklace still worn around Arenade's neck. Who even knew if that was worth its listed price to begin with?

"Look at you. If I didn't know better, you were actually a Queen-Mother's Mistress daughter for pulling something like that," Arenade joked.

"Well, it did look like you really wanted it despite being under the effect of Command. I think it does look nice on you, too." Kanae's compliment left her wife a little bashful and red.

"Hmph! I'm glad you're finally coming around and realizing what I deserve!" She whirled around, but even from here, Kanae could tell there was a big smile on her face.

Next on Arenade's to-do list before they leave Kandis was to find souvenirs for themselves. When they first arrived, they had spent all that time buying things for everyone else. While on the lookout for fun things to purchase, Kanae noticed a severe lack of adult toys shops. Sexy Slime Goods might need to think about expanding operations into Kandis and Savir.

A garden nursery caught their attention. The small orchard was tucked away on a section of the city that bordered the wall, leading to the forest. From trees that were fully mature to young saplings in pots with their first few sets of leaves, they stretched from front to back. Some didn't even look like they belonged here. Others were so exotic, neither Kanae nor Arenade could believe they were real.

One tree, whose trunk grew in a spiral, had melon-like yellow fruits hanging from its branches. Smaller, red fruits bulged out from the soft surface that emitted a fragrant smell.

"Oh? Hello, dearies!" An old, dark elven woman rose to meet them. Her knees were stained with soil. A woven sun hat provided her kind, wizened face a little shade. She held a spade in one hand, and a bag of fertilizer or compost in the other.

"Sorry about wandering in. We saw your orchard and wanted to check it out," Kanae said.

"You're more than welcome! They call me Aunt Yelma. This is in fact my orchard that I tend to. I grow species of trees from all over the world, using magic to create the perfect climate that matches their native home," Aunt Yelma said.

"Did you grow all this by yourself?" Arenade asked.

"No, I couldn't! I have help come by every once in a while. Family, too. What you see is decades of hard work. Come, come! Look around. I can tell you're not from Kandis or Savir. Ortesia, maybe? But they wouldn't welcome succubus-kind there. At any rate, perhaps you would like to buy one of my saplings to bring back home!" she insisted, beckoning them into the orchard.

Aunt Yelma took them on a tour around the entire orchard. The beautiful trees were also home to numerous wildlife like birds, ground critters, and insects. Though, Arenade didn't care for the insects and even screamed when a spider landed on her shoulder.

They considered buying a foreign sapling to bring back home. Once grown, it would probably look nice in Ehmvier or Amethyst Hall. Wait…

"Aunt Yelma? You wouldn't happen to be growing Kh'shanti, would you?" Kanae asked.

"You mean those massive things?" Aunt Yelma turned on her like she was crazy. "You know what? I actually do have a seed. Never considered growing it on account of them taking forever to mature. No one alive today is going to see it in their lifetime. Hells, neither will their great, great, great, great, great grandchildren either."

The grove tender entered a little glass greenhouse and returned with a seed the size of their head. Oval in shape and chestnut brown in color, it had ridges all along the side. An opening at each focal point gave them a glimpse into a lighter, smoother seed within.

"Never thought I'd actually see a Kh'shanti seed, but here we are. This thing has to be worth a fortune. How did you even get your hands on it?" Arenade asked.

"Used to be a Kh'shanti in Savir thousands of years ago. As far south as Elusis, I think? My guess is that's where this seed came from. Some traveling merchant came by here say a decade ago and asked if I'd buy it off him. I told him I wasn't going to buy a seed I can't grow, so he just left it here!" Yelma explained.

Arenade slapped a hand to her face. That merchant just dropped a gold mine in the form of a seed.

"We'll buy this. How much do you want for it?" Kanae was ready to pull out a fortune until the elf shook her head.

"I didn't pay a single gold piece for it. You can just take the seed off my hands if you promise to make it sprout. That's the greatest payment I can possibly receive," Aunt Yelma insisted.

"Thank you!" She bowed graciously. "If we manage to get it to sprout, we'll be sure to tell you!"

They ended up buying some young fruit trees and exotic trees to be planted back home. Arenade wanted the prettier ones to grow in front of the castle at Ehmvier. Aunt Yelma arranged for a wagon to deliver them down to the docks. On their way out, Kanae cradled the Kh'shanti seed. Talahurah might just get its second wind because of this.


Chapter 13

Leaving Kandis wasn't an issue. Getting on the boat was another matter. Desperate, Vizier Duran had come to the docks on the day Kanae and her companions were about to leave, begging them to reconsider in giving him the Sceptre of Want. Of course, there was no way in hell Kanae would surrender an artifact containing a piece of the devil of envy.

Fortunately, even the vizier knew he was powerless. There was little he could do to stop them, and even less he could when it came to using force.

Together on the Songstress, they sailed back to Port Kandis and began their journey home to Radevic. The Imperial Span made for a smooth travel there by carriage. During the ride, Kanae and Arenade tried to germinate the Kh'shanti seed by potting it up, watering it, and using the priest's Plant Growth spell.

Nothing worked. After all, none of them were botanists or gardeners. The extent of their green thumbs had been toiling in the fields as farmers during the Commonwealth's infancy, then cheating with Arenade's signature Plant Growth.

"What if I try bonding with you?" Kanae suggested.

"Don't Bond me! It's not going to work, and you'll just make me horny for no reason," Arenade said.

"I fail to see any downsides to this," she replied promptly.

A sharp glare shut down any more attempts on the matter. The big seed rested within a ceramic pot, filled with incredibly fertile soil purchased from a village during one of their pit stops. Arenade had been casting Plant Growth non-stop, but the only thing growing within were grasses and weed that hitched a ride in their pot.

They were missing something. What, neither of them were sure.

Kanae had thought they could restore the Kh'shanti to Talahurah, but that might have been too ambitious. At this rate, Aunt Yelma was right. No one alive today or in the next several generations would see the tree mature.

"Wait!" Arenade exclaimed. "We are missing something. Very important actually. The Kh'shanti in Talahurah sat on top of a large mana flow and acted like a sponge cap. Obviously, I alone won't have enough magic to feed the seed. We'll probably need to bring it there first."

"That makes sense… You think Plant Growth will be able to speed up the process when we plant it in Talahurah?" Kanae asked.

"Won't know until we try. Priests aren't the only crowned classes with Plant Growth, you know? Wild mystics like Shamans, Soothsayers, Sages, and the like share the skill, too. It's not going to happen overnight, but maybe in a few years… who knows." The high elf shrugged.

It was worth a try then.

Both of them leaned back in their cushiony seats of the Rown carriage and sighed. Not long now before they reach Radevic. Like magnets, their hands eventually found each other and locked tightly.

The honeymoon might not have turned out the way they wanted, but it sure ended up being a memorable one.

Since there was a lot to bring back, they chartered multiple carriages for the journey. Renya was in the frontmost vehicle, containing all of their souvenirs. Thored occupied the open-back wagon that had Kanae and Arenade's statue. He wanted to see the surface world with his own eyes rather than being cooped up within a carriage. That left the two of them alone in the third carriage along with their belongings.

"You know… We still have another day before arriving in Radevic," Kanae said, turning to her wife with a seductive look.

"Geh. D-Didn't we have enough sex in Kandis?" Arenade stammered.

Without giving Arenade a chance to protest further, Kanae pinned her down on the seat and kissed her. Very quickly, the elf's resistance waned.

"There's no way I can get enough of your divine body," Kanae whispered coyly.

"Fine…" Arenade avoided looking Kanae in the eyes and was covering her mouth with the back of her hand.

Their carriage rocked the rest of the way to Radevic. Thankfully, Rown Company was ahead of its time with their vehicles having developed strong suspensions. They were originally designed to make it easier to travel through the rough, undeveloped terrains of the Commonwealth, but their effectiveness led to Renya rolling them out to their fleet of vehicles. Those same suspensions saved the carriage as Kanae and Arenade fucked the entire way home.

When they reached Radevic at last, parked in front of the gates to Aidenhall, a very disheveled Arenade stumbled out first. The right strap of her robe was slipping down her shoulder, the normally straight, flowing locks of golden hair were a tangled mess, and she had bags under her eyes.

On the other hand, Kanae emerged from the carriage absolutely glowing. Stretching her arms to the warm early sun, she was brimming with energy first thing in the morning.

"I hate you," Arenade grumbled.

"I love you." Kanae pressed their lips together, causing her high elven lover to turn bright red and pout.

Renya and Thored hopped off from their carriages next. The tall, adamantine-reinforced walls that surrounded Aidenhall towered before them. Guards stationed at the gate saluted Kanae.

"So, where do you want your statue?" Renya asked, thumbing to the silly sculpture of Kanae and Arenade in the middle of fighting.

"I think we want it in Ehmvier after all. Can we count on you?" Kanae asked.

"Can you count on me? Count on Rown! Hah! I should start using that tagline from now on. Yeah, I'll get my crew to ship it in a jiffy. I gotta be up north for a bit to oversee the northwestern arm of the Imperial Span anyway. You need anything, just let Thedia over at HQ know." Renya slapped Kanae hard on the back before jumping onto the wagon with the statue.

The Rown drivers of the remaining two vehicles headed through the opening gates into Aidenhall. Kanae, Arenade, and Thored followed suit. A commotion and crowd drew their attention to the courtyard though.

Saint Priest Vestrid and a platoon of knights stood around, looking very troubled at someone kneeling in the dirt. Whoever they were, the drakeling seemed reluctant to stop them. Kanae drew closer to investigate, only to find that someone to be Lord Charron.

The dreaded Demon Lord of Artaggon was on his knees, garden spade in hand, and humming to himself as he planted flowers on a barren plot of soil. Instead of his regal garb, he had on overalls and a sunhat nestled between two horns.

"What… is going on here?" Kanae asked.

"Oh, Amethyst? Welcome back from your vacation with Queen-regent Arenade. Maybe you can talk some sense into Lord Charron. For the past few weeks since you were gone, he's been planting wildflowers native to Artaggon. We keep trying to tell him that doing so risks introducing invasive species to Radevic, but he refuses to listen," Vestrid explained.

"Your concerns are unfounded!" Lord Charron exclaimed. "There's nothing invasive about Artaggon's flora. Behold, the agar serpent plant! It is renowned for its beauty and captivating stems that look and move like snakes. Gorgeous, isn't it?"

The flower Charron had just planted boasted long and wide green leaves. Its stems seemed to behave strangely, like snakes searching for prey on the ground. A fragrant smell emitted from it, even though the flower buds had yet to bloom.

Suddenly, a little groundhog poked its head out of the earth. The tiny critter went to check out the new plant, only for the agar serpent plant to snatch it up. Everyone gasped in terror. The plant reeled the groundhog into its foliage, where a short squeak cried out before going silent.

They turned their glares at the gardener.

"It, uhh… makes for great pest control?" Charron laughed nervously.

"For the last time, Lord Charron, please keep non-native plants potted indoors. If you do not remove the agar serpent by next morning, we will have a landscaper come to cut it down." Vestrid sighed and rallied the Aidenhall knights towards the palace. The drakeling paused in front of Kanae before leaving. "And Amethyst, since you're back, you should report to the Grand Eye in the cathedral once you get the chance."

Good idea, given what Kanae had brought back and what might be transpiring over in Savir.

"My Lord Charron! I've returned to the surface to serve at your side!" Thored kneeled.

"Thored, is that you? Shouldn't you be at…" Charron counted off his fingers until he reached three. "Necro Lord's Tomb #3? What are you doing here, and what happened to the dungeon?"

"About that…" The former Necro Lord turned his attention to Kanae.

"We brought the Sceptre of Want to the surface!" Kanae took the morningstar out of the container to show him.

"YOU DID WHAT?!" He backed away in fright.

It took a lot of explaining to convince Lord Charron that Saffronesse, the devil of envy, was not currently awake or active after defeating her vessel. He certainly gave them a scolding about pulling the Sceptre of Want from the tomb though.

"If anything, you should be thanking us!" Arenade jabbed a finger into her brother's chest. "There were people after this thing. Had we not been there, they might have succeeded! Better in our hands than the Empire of Ortesia or some idiot in Savir."

"The problem, dear Arenade… is that it is in our hands now! You have opened up the possibility of more people possibly wanting to steal it. Think! Did all your brain matter fall into your tits?" Charron sassed back.

Offended, Arenade recoiled and gasped. She casted Plant Growth on the agar serpent flower, aging it into a much larger specimen. Snake-like stems fired out and grabbed hold of Charron. One appendage wrapped around his mouth, sealing his cries.

"My lord! What are you two doing?" Thored went to try and free Charron, but the grasping stems seized hold of him, too.

"Look, we're going to take this thing up to the Silver Hall to have it vaulted. In the meantime, you should probably get this agar plant out of here before anyone else gets hurt," Kanae said.

"Heh. You're looking a little tied up, brother! Maybe you should try calling for help?" Arenade sneered as they left.

Charron furrowed his brows, and his muffled complaints grew increasingly frustrated. Kanae and Arenade flew up to the Silver Hall in search of the Knight of Silver, but Estaline wasn't there.

Instead, they found Runald directing several mages down into the vaults underneath the hall. They were carrying a small, ornate box that likely contained a dangerous magical item from the previous vault. He waved to Kanae as soon as their eyes met.

"Kanae— er… Knight-Commander Amethyst, you're back from your honeymoon! I hope you two enjoyed yourselves, because the last week has been very busy for us," Runald explained.

"Fun for someone." Arenade eyed Kanae with a steely gaze.

Runald didn't seem to catch on, and he cocked his head in confusion.

"Ignore Arenade. She's just mad we spent most of our honeymoon roped up in something. Anyway, where's Esta? I was hoping to see her," Kanae said.

"There was an incident south of Lograin involving someone misusing a dangerous spell book. Grand Eye Analise sent Knight-Commander Silver to apprehend the miscreant and retrieve the tome, then determine if it needs to be vaulted. What do you have there? A new staff?" Runald pointed to the Sceptre of Want in her hand.

"Oh, this? It's a devil's artifact that I was hoping the Silver Hall can put away," she answered as a matter of factly.

It became unnervingly quiet.

"Why is it that trouble always seems to find its way to you?" Runald stepped back and squinted suspiciously.

"Yeah, Runald! You tell her. This bitch got us jumping into a Necro Lord's Tomb and getting into some political BS with another country!" Arenade spared no punches.

"Get off my back, guys! Can this be put in the vault or not?" Kanae groaned.

"Yes, it can." He sighed, then walked over to a brass speaker that traveled up and out of sight into the ceiling. "Code red, code red. Silver Hall, please fall into formation for the vaulting procedure of a level 5 dangerous magical item. I repeat: a level 5 dangerous magical item."

All at once, the Silver Hall rumbled with activity. Esta's troops descended from the stairs in full armor and armed to the teeth. The magically-inclined readied spells and wielded anti-magic instruments.

"Uh. What's going on?" Arenade tensed up as a hazmat-suited man unburdened the Sceptre of Want from her.

"Level 5 is the highest priority for things like an artifact belonging to a devil. It's all hands on deck. We're going to go into lockdown now, so you two might want to leave unless you want to be stuck here for a whole day," Runald explained.

"A whole day? Doing what?" Kanae gasped.

"Vaulting the artifact. What else? We can never be too careful. Every precaution needs to be taken. I'll see you tomorrow, maybe. If you see Silver returning early, send her our way. Thanks." He shooed the two of them out.

The portcullis dropped, the giant steel doors slammed shut, and the bridge lifted to separate Silver Hall from the rest of the palace. All of this happening with Kanae and Arenade's jaws on the ground.

"Delivery for— huh? Oh, gods damn it. Not again. If someone steals their package, I ain't responsible!" An exasperated courier tossed a small box to the floor and turned around.

"You can handle the rest, right?" Arenade granted herself wings with Holy Armament.

"Where are you going?" Kanae asked.

"I'm all sticky and sweaty, so a bath is in order. Besides, you meeting with the Grand Eye is an Order of Colors business. The kids are probably waiting for one of us at home, too. I want to see them!" she exclaimed.

Kanae sulked. When Arenade saw, she expelled a heavy sigh and landed back on the ground. The two of them embraced, but it was Arenade who initiated a kiss this time.

"Figure out what you want to do with the seed, then come get me. I'll be at the mansion!" Arenade smiled and took off into the air.

Kanae recalled Vestrid telling her that the Grand Eye was at the Basilica of Saint Rue. She hurried there to find the holy leader of Radevic praying with groups of people at a time. Occasionally, someone injured or ailing asked her for healing, and she was more than eager to provide restorative magic.

The two Saint Priests accompanying her chaperoned a couple of children while their parents were busy. Delayn played with a little girl by giving her a shoulder ride. Camilla read a story to three kids.

"Camilla, you have a minute?" Kanae asked.

"Awww. Looks like we're going to need to pick this story up another time, kids! Run along now. The Grand Eye seems just about done with your folks." Camilla ushered them away and put the book down.

The children groaned in unison, but they ultimately listened and skittered off.

"You're surprisingly good with kids for someone who smokes like a chimney," Kanae joked.

"Excuse me! This and that have nothing to do with each other. I'll have you know, I used to be a teacher before I became a knight in service to Aidenhall!" Camilla grinned.

"I'm not sure how to broach the subject, but… I met your sister Kara in Kandis. She and her friends are traveling into Savir as adventurers. Kara wanted me to let you know that she's doing just fine over there."

Camilla was speechless. It didn't look like she expected the news, but a second later, her lips softened into a content smile.

"Is that so? I'm glad! Man, what a load off my shoulders… When I left Savir to become an educator up here, it was so that I could send income back to my family. Hehe. Kara's standing on her own paws. Atta girl! Huuu~ This calls for a celebratory smoke, and you're joining me, Amethyst!" Camilla was about to pull out her pipe until Delayn whacked her hand.

"No! You're in the Basilica of Saint Rue. Be mindful of the sick, Camilla. As for you, Amethyst, the Grand Eye is expecting you. Go on before the sight of you makes me want to self-flagellate," Delayn said.

"Good to see you, too." Kanae rolled her eyes.

Grand Eye Analise was just now saying goodbye to the visiting congregants. They bid their thanks and farewell to her with sincere gratitude, some looking much healthier than before.

"Sometimes I forget you have duties other than being a political leader," Kanae remarked playfully and took a seat beside her.

"Ha! You and me, both. The glow on your face tells me it was a good honeymoon, Amethyst. I should be glad you aren't after my William, though a certain persistent hobgoblin you brought here has her claws around him…" Analise growled.

"F-Forget about Aisha. I have a report to make!" She quickly shifted the conversation to avoid her wrath.

Kanae spent the better part of an hour recounting everything that happened during her honeymoon in Kandis. From the meeting with Vizier Duran, the Ortesian cell, Saffronesse and her artifact, the Necro Lord's Tomb and Thored, the Knight of Red's potential whereabouts, and finally the potential ramifications of butting into Savir's civil war.

Through it all, Analise didn't seem very concerned. She was more amused than anything. The only element that worried her was the Empire of Ortesia's involvement.

"Of course, Ortesia has to stick their gold-dusted fingers into everything. What happened with the tomb and its Necro Lord is a boon for us, seeing as Lord Charron is an ally. Also, good on you for taking Saffronesse's artifact directly to the Silver Hall. It is working as intended. As for Savir, I've known about their civil war for years now. It's all very self-contained though. However, if the empire is involved, then it's good that you stumbled into their mess. Thank you for your thorough report, Amethyst. I have a lot to think about." Analise offered a nod to dismiss Kanae, but she stayed put.

"I also have the matter of the Kh'shanti seed. Would it be alright if I make use of the Illuminant Repository to find a way to germinate it? I want to bring the seed to Talahurah and grow them a new tree," Kanae said.

"By all means. Consider the library at your disposal. Find Lanil Hammerthorn, too. Chappy should be a great help in uncovering knowledge. Until then, though… I suggest you check in at Amethyst Hall. It has been rather… chaotic as of late." It sounded like Analise had to pick her words carefully.

Somehow, that made Kanae even more worried. After bowing to the Grand Eye, she spread her wings and flew out a window from the cathedral. Amethyst Hall wasn't much farther from there.

From the outside, everything looked normal. The gate was in one piece. The hall wasn't falling apart. There weren't any dead or unconscious bodies leading up to the garrison either. So far, so good—

Until Kanae entered the main floor of Amethyst Hall.

"Edina! If I find one more skeleton hiding in my closet, I'm going to stick their bones up your ass!" Petyr roared.

Claudia and Hilde were doing their best, holding the insane strength of the high elven paladin back. If they let go, Petyr might actually rip Edina's throat out. Meanwhile, the squirreling necromancer stood behind the safety of two death knights. She wasn't at all hiding her taunting smirk.

"You were an enemy up until a few months ago! You really think I wouldn't keep an eye on ya? Come on, pally! Put them hands up. Just because I'm a necromancer, doesn't mean I go down to holy magic easily!" Edina cackled from atop a death knight's shoulder.

"What the… Where's Vice-Captain Alicia to take charge?!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Worry not, Knight-Commander." A light breeze followed the quiet voice.

Without warning, Petyr Stormcloud fell face first into the ground. Edina also hit the ground with a thud. Each of them had a small knife in their backs, the blade dripping with purplish venom.

"Not… again…" Petyr winced.

"Vice-Cap… you bitch… Wait until… I'm undead and immune to toxins…" Edina croaked and foamed at the mouth.

"Took you long enough, sis!" Claudia sighed.

Alicia was sitting on a chair when her invisibility subsided. She flipped a dagger from one hand to the other and nodded.

"Knight-Commander Amethyst has returned. Is this not cause for celebration?" Alicia flashed her once in a blue moon smile.

"Glad to see nothing's changed…" Kanae chuckled.


Chapter 14

Over the next few days, Kanae had a ton of paperwork to catch up on as Knight-Commander of the Amethyst Hall. Just placing Alicia in charge as second-in-command didn't automatically mean that her workload would be taken care of. Kanae had her fun with Arenade during their honeymoon in Kandis, a warm and pleasant memory to look back on, but that was over now.

The city-state of Radevic still had much to deal with, since it and the Commonwealth of Sin recently came out of a war with the Empire of Ortesia. Apparently, Grand Eye Analise came to the hall many times during Kanae's absence, putting them to task over dealing with monster attacks in villages across the countryside.

Unlike the others, Amethyst Hall had yet to find its identity. At least until recently. As a result of its few members boasting the greatest raw firepower, they became Aidenhall's go-to problem fixer from subjugating dangerous creatures, taking on odd jobs, and smoking out leftover Ortesian soldiers. For the most part, they had taken on Estaline, the Knight of Silver's role years back by going from place to place and protecting communities that couldn't protect themselves.

Vice-Captain Alicia did her best. Some even praised how efficient she was at commanding. However, their numbers were far too few to handle all the requests. Only the Knight-Commander held the authority of recruitment, too.

Today, Kanae and Alicia went around Aidenhall to enlist some capable hands to Amethyst Hall.

"And so, Petyr and the others had grown peeved enough over my paralytic coatings that they purchased anti-toxins. However, antidotes only work if you know what you are afflicted with. I possess a plethora of poisons and toxins to apply to my weapons that I rotate out. Whenever anyone gets into a fight, I give them a little prick and no more fighting," Alicia explained proudly.

"I'm so glad I picked you as Vice-Captain… Surprised no one's attacked you outright," Kanae said.

"They wouldn't dare. Petyr is surprisingly a stickler when it comes to the chain of command, though she can be unruly from time to time. My sisters love me too much. Edina respects you enough not to cause me any trouble." She grinned and twirled what looked like a brand new dagger in her arsenal.

The blade was jagged and shaped like a bolt of lightning. That was definitely an enchanted weapon. When Alicia found Kanae staring, she stopped spinning the dagger to show her.

"Oh? Do you like it? I found this nifty weapon within the mountain of boxes that magically appeared in our hall. I assumed that was your doing?" Alicia asked.

"Nothing gets past you, does it? Yeah, all from a Necro Lord's Tomb. I'll probably need to set an entire day to sift through everything in case there's something dangerous. Does your new dagger do anything special?" Kanae was excited to see the loot stolen from Thored's trove in action.

Fortunately, the pair were already out in the training fields to scope out members with potential. Alicia flagged down some archers to take their place at a shooting range. Across the way, bullseye targets and mannequins were riddled with arrows and bolts. Others had magical burns on them. The crowned Assassin took her place and flipped the dagger to hold at its blade. With a deft flick, she sent it screeching through the air.

Electricity surged through the weapon in an area around it, zapping nearby targets before plunging into a mannequin. Kanae thought that was the extent of the enchanted dagger, then it discharged a thunderous blast that destroyed the struck target. Alicia snapped her finger, returning it to her hand.

"When I think you can't be dangerous enough…" Kanae was just as shocked as the mannequin.

"I have you to thank for this gift, Knight-Commander." Alicia bowed.

They made their way to a field hardened from centuries of use. The barrier of grass ended abruptly where knights and students sparred against one another. Combatants picked out their weapon of choice from a rack, hailed a free body or someone training alone, and then fought until they were deathly exhausted.

Much of Aidenhall had grown fiercer after the last few attacks by Ortesia. They refused to go down as easily ever again. One among them fought with greater fervor than most, and Kanae recognized her.

The gaur warrior, Tess. Wielding a two-handed hammer in which the business end was a steel-plated mammoth's skull, she bludgeoned scores of opponents away with a single swing. Kanae still recalled meeting her for the first time in No Man's Land, and the gaur demonstrated an incredible strength to almost match the earthen dragon, Barkskin.

A proctor signaled the end of battle when it became obvious that Tess had won. She dropped her hammer to help many of the downed knights, who returned congratulatory pats on the back.

"That beastly woman would make for a great addition, don't you think?" Alicia asked.

"I was thinking the same." Kanae agreed.

Tess was in the middle of chugging a barrel of water when they landed in front of her. It took the gaur a second to realize.

"Howdy, Kanae! Haven't seen ya since yer wedding. How's it been?" Tess asked jovially.

"Honeymoon was a little rough, but Arenade and I won't be forgetting it anytime soon. Enough about me though. Amethyst Hall is kind of in need of more able-bodied fighters. Alicia and I wanted to ask if you were interested in joining?" Kanae explained.

"Joining Amethyst Hall, eh?" She sighed.

It sounded like there was a bit of resistance.

"We take that as a 'no'?" Alicia wondered aloud.

"Well, I just fit right in already is all. Gaurs like myself are big, tough, and full of stamina. We make for perfect training partners. Students and knights come to me for help all the time. I feel bad for leaving 'em, ya know?" Tess frowned.

"Oh, you won't have to give that up. You're still going to be a student of Knights' Academy. Joining Amethyst Hall just gives you a few more responsibilities. I won't call for you all the time, and you can still focus on what you want to do the most," Kanae assured her.

"Hrmm. Alrighty then. I trust ya, Kanae. Have since we first met! It ain't like I'm a nomad anymore. You got my strong arm!" She beat a fist to her chest and smiled.

They instructed Tess to report to Amethyst Hall after classes to receive her tabard. Though, given the gaur's size… it might need some refitting done.

The two were about to head into Aidenhall palace to continue their recruitment until Kanae spotted the stables. She suggested they take a detour. Confused, Alicia acquiesced and followed after her.

Inside, numerous livestock lazed around within their stalls. Only a few were out in the adjoining field, grazing under the afternoon sun. Kanae stopped in front of Titan's stall, her mighty languisteed that had evolved into a dreadmourn. When she opened the door, the massive beast strolled out and stretched his demonic wings. He pressed his muzzle into Kanae's chest as a greeting.

"Ah. Isn't this the beast you lay with?" Alicia gazed up at him in awe.

"You know that doesn't narrow anything down, but yes." Kanae nodded.

"Claudia told me you had ridden him into battle during the Ortesian invasion. Actually, was it the other way around? That he rode you into battle?" She giggled into the back of her hand.

Kanae went red up to her ears, recalling that battle. She had come up with the idea in the spur of the moment and was extremely horny at the time.

"Y-Yeah… Anyway! Titan might be a dire beast, but he's very intelligent. Aren't you? That's why I'm here to ask if you want to join Amethyst Hall, too?" Kanae grabbed the dreadmourn's jaw tusks to make him face her.

TItan expelled a fiery breath through his nostrils and bobbed his head. It seemed like he agreed. A normal tabard wasn't going to fit on him. Kanae might need to order one specifically tailored to a large equestrian beast. If she remembered correctly, they were called a caparison. Cloth and armor designed for both protection and decorative purposes. Dressing him in Amethyst colors would look really nice against his brilliant black fur, muscular body, and…

"I can tell you're getting turned on, Knight-Commander. Should I spare you some time alone with Titan?" Alicia whispered seductively into Kanae's ear.

"I'm fine!" Kanae jumped back. "We have a lot of work to do, remember? I don't have time… for…"

At the corner of her eyes, right between Titan's hind legs, an enormous cock was slowly emerging from the sheath. Alicia darted behind Kanae and held her firmly still.

"Surely, the Knight-Commander should reward those in service to her?" Alicia reached into Kanae's crotch and fingered her. "As Vice-Captain, I'll even join you."

Kanae gulped hard. Her chest was throbbing harder than ever from Alicia's coaxing. Eventually, her beast-minded desires won out. She kneeled down to Titan's dick and shedded her clothes. The rogue succubus did the same from the other side.

They pressed their breasts together and sandwiched the massive rod of meat. Titan scraped the ground with his hooves, clearly enjoying the attention. As for Kanae, she was getting wetter by the second. The sensation of his throbbing cock against her breasts made her want it elsewhere instead.

Suddenly, Alicia grabbed the back of Kanae's head and pulled her in for a kiss. Drool slipped down their chins. They wrapped their arms around each other, embracing the dreadmourn dick between them.

Titan grunted. His entire body shuddered. The dick between their breasts throbbed intensely as thick, fertile seed spilled out like someone tipped over a bucket of water.

"Ugh. Great…" Kanae stood up and brushed the spunk off her legs.

"My, that was quite the experience. I can see why you and Hilde lay with the likes of such creatures. Not my cup, I admit." Alicia produced a handkerchief to wipe her lips.

Satisfied, Titan flew for the Amethyst Hall. Quartermaster Meidina should be able to get the two new recruits what they needed. Although, some construction would be in order to accommodate a dreadmourn.

Kanae and Alicia washed themselves using the water pump just outside the stable. Today turned out to be productive, but they wanted to find at least one more recruit before calling it a success.

They entered the palace to do just that. Aidenhall was abuzz with activity again. Knights' Academy classes were in full swing. Impassioned by recent sieges, students doubled their efforts in education and training. Just the other day, when Kanae was delivering a pile of documents to Elizabeth Bedlam, she caught sight of her children nose-deep in textbooks within the Illuminant Repository. Nothing made her more proud.

"If it were up to me, I wouldn't waste precious time asking. Couldn't we charm the abled into our services instead?" Alicia sighed.

"Because loyalty is built on trust. In my short time as queen, I've learned that there's no greater strength in a bond. Take you for example. Ambrosia hypnotized you into serving her. When we broke you out of that, did you still want to serve her?" Kanae asked.

"I suppose… not."

"See? Compare that to you and me, we're growing closer by the day just working together. All of my non-succubi friends choose to follow me of their own choice, too. After all, it's easier to break a spell than to break a friendship."

Alicia's eyes fell to the ground as they walked. Kanae felt a tail brush against her own. It was Alicia, whose wagging tail playfully coiled around hers. They snapped away to the sound of a commotion down the hall.

The door had been left ajar, so they peered inside. An ogre was in the middle of being scolded by one of the Knights' Academy faculty. Thume! He had a sad look on his face, with eyes cast to his feet in apparent shame.

"Thume, you're a fine student. Your physical strength is impeccable. I just… We can't have you fornicating with Lua every other class session. It's far too distracting! Your grades also aren't where they need to be. If this continues, you will not pass your classes," the old human instructor explained.

"But Thume try hard! Thume can't help Thumeself when horny. Numbers and words too hard. Can't think too long either, but still want to be useful." Thume frowned.

"Don't tell me…" Alicia whispered and shot Kanae a look.

"Yep." Kanae entered the office, taking both Thume and the instructor by surprise. "How about extracurricular activity to make up for his grades?" she suggested. "I want to recruit Thume to Amethyst Hall."

Thume's spirits lifted, and he gave a pleading glance over to the instructor.

"Amethyst, I understand you have good intentions, but Knights' Academy is more than just power. It is knowledge. But… perhaps the current syllabus has been too harsh. Aidenhall has grown more diverse in the past five years than the past hundred years combined. A different curriculum is needed to accommodate races with less… er, divergent intelligence from the established norm. Very well. Thume may make up his grades by joining Amethyst Hall. I shall build a new lesson more suited to him in the meantime," the instructor explained and rested a hand on the ogre's shoulder.

"Thume still student! Thume celebrate by smashing female Kanae!" Thume grabbed Kanae in one large hand.

"No, wait! We have work to do, and then you can fuck me later!" Kanae exclaimed.

Maybe it was gratitude, but Thume understood and didn't let his nature get the better of him. He let her down instead of taking her for a ride as a cocksleeve. Kanae breathed a sigh of relief. She didn't need to be humiliated in front of Alicia…

They had to draw Thume a map of how to get to Amethyst Hall, but he didn't understand drawings either. Kanae troubled a passing palace guard, fortunately a male one, to lead the ogre there. She and Alicia thought to take a break and reward themselves with a trip to the bathhouse when the Grand Eye found them first.

"Amethyst, Vice-Captain Alicia, good that I've caught you two. I know you have requested a journey to Talahurah, but a dire matter has just reached me through the grapevine. Just shy north of Lograin sits a cozy puffer sheep ranch. A dragon of gargantuan proportions was sighted passing through there, settling on the short mountain range between our states and your Commonwealth," Grand Eye Analise explained.

"Say no more," Kanae interjected as Analise was taking a breath, "you want us to investigate the dragon and slay it if it proves to be dangerous. I know we shouldn't make it a habit relying on Lord Charron, but couldn't we just sic Roshasha on it?"

"While that sounds like a splendid idea, Lord Charron had sent Roshasha to Artaggon during your absence. Honestly, her being gone takes a load off my back. It was like wondering when a bomb would blow up." She sighed heavily.

Damn. Kanae was hoping to speak with Roshasha some more. Despite her penchant for violence, there was a wealth of knowledge in that centuries-old brain of hers. Should their paths ever cross again, she wouldn't mind getting to know the rhyleth better.

"Getting back on topic, it is odd that we had not sighted this dragon until now, which suggests it had been in hibernation for a number of years. Witness accounts described that its size must be of ancient age. Do not take any chances. Bring the entirety of Amethyst Hall. When you have finished, you're welcome to travel to Talahurah," Analise said.

Kanae and Alicia exchanged worried glances, but the Grand Eye knew best. They bowed to her, then hurried back to Amethyst Hall. On the way, Alicia seemed a little lost in thought.

"Worried about fighting a big dragon?" Kanae hoped to tease her.

"Please, not at all. It was I who defeated and brought a dragon to Hilde at her request, the same one that she eventually produced several offspring with. I'm only trying to remember this particular dragon. The way the Grand Eye described it makes them seem… familiar," Alicia muttered the last word.

As soon as they returned, Kanae had Meidina rally the fighting body of Amethyst Hall to report to the main chamber. The succubus' echoing voice sounded through brass tubes, so it seemed they also had a connecting communication system like Silver Hall.

Everyone arrived in the following order: Petyr Stormcloud, Edina Hackett, Tess, Claudia, Hilde, Aisha, Thume, and finally Titan.

"Amethyst Hall," Kanae began in a commanding tone, "As you can see, we have three new additions. Meet Tess, Thume, and Titan."

"What the? Kanae, you just brought Titan along so he can fuck you in your free time!" Edina complained.

"Normally, I disagree with the necromancer. In this case, she's right. The last thing I want is to see you fornicating with the beast like before." Petyr folded her arms and growled.

To Kanae's side, Alicia was snickering again.

"Oh, my god… I'm the Knight-Commander, so my word is final! Those three are joining us whether you like it or not! Anyway… we've received our next task from Grand Eye Analise— to ascertain the threat of an ancient dragon and slay it if it's a danger to anyone. We defeated Roshasha as a hall together. This is going to be a piece of cake. Gather what you need soon; we're moving out for Lograin at nightfall!"

They sounded off in unison. "Yes, Knight-Commander!"


Chapter 15

Amethyst Hall arrived at Lograin by carriage, pulled by Titan and Petyr's now adult pegasus Glory, in the early morning. Several of their members couldn't fly after all, and Kanae would be remiss to fly ahead with the other succubi. Warm sunlight kissed each of their cheeks as they hopped onto the cobblestone road. The city of Sin and Piety remained split down the middle as ever. Over at Carnal District, the nocturnal prostitutes and drunks were beginning to turn in. Meanwhile, the religious ward was rising with the sun as clergy chanted and performed sermons outside, congregants shuffled into churches, and laborers moved quickly through the streets.

The Lograin Branch of the Eminence of Sin's church was several floors smaller than the largest ones. Of course, the temples belonging to the Supreme One and the Many remained the world's towering pillars, and Kanae's experimental religion, which didn't even worship a god itself, could never hold a candle.

Eldora, the elven half-succubus and High Priestess of the Lograin Branch, flew out of the church to greet them.

"Queen Kanae and Amethyst Hall, I welcome you to Lograin. The Eminence of Sin shall see to your needs and wants for the remainder of your stay. Please, make use of what our humble church has to offer, be it prayer, confessions, and even… your sexual gratification." Eldora curtsied in the Eminence's sparse vestments, and in doing so, gave a glimpse of her long, shapely legs.

"They might be half-succubi, but you sure know how to pick 'em, Kanae!" Claudia bit her lower lip, clearly taken by Eldora's elven beauty.

"Eugh. I'll be at the Church of One." Petyr gagged and turned around.

"Are you sure that's a good idea?" Kanae asked worriedly. "Ortesia kind of ransacked Lograin when they occupied the city during the war…"

That stopped Petyr cold in her tracks.

The Saint Priests, Sheena and Bocchi, had told Kanae that they were sent to Lograin during the war when Grand Eye Analise had had enough. Apparently, the occupying Ortesian forces weren't exactly well-behaved guests. The army had strong-armed shopkeepers into giving things over for free, stayed at inns without pay, and made a mess of the usually pristine streets.

It reasoned that sentiments regarding the Empire of Ortesia were at an all-time low, which was very deserved to begin with. If someone recognized the empire's greatest knight, Lord-Major Petyr Stormcloud, they were going to have a lot more problems than an ancient dragon.

"Why don't we go to Dead Man's Gamble then?" Edina suggested. "No one's going to give a shit over there. If someone does, and they see me with Petyr, it's going to shut them right up."

That was an option… Although, Kanae didn't exactly like the idea of splitting the party. It never went well. They might not have a choice.

"Alright. Edina, Petyr, and I will stay at the Dead Man's Gamble during our stay in Lograin. The rest of you stick to the church. Vice-Captain Alicia is in charge of you. My group will search for information about the dragon in Carnal District. Alicia, you search the churches and adventurers hall here. Use your succubus charm if you think anyone's hiding something for whatever reason," Kanae instructed.

Everyone expressed their agreement, at least until Hilde whistled sharply to get Kanae's attention.

"Kanae, are you sure you wish to keep this creature around in your church? It keeps eyeing us like bags of meat," Hilde said, pointing a thumb at the ogre.

"That's Thume, and he's as much a member of the Amethyst Hall as you. But… you might be right. Come with me, Thume. I'll find you a good place to stay," Kanae said.

"Thume follow!" Thume exclaimed.

They boarded the carriage to Carnal District, crossing the wide thoroughfare which split the city in half according to ideals. However, maybe due in large part to Mayor Mallory, there was a lot more intermingling than when Kanae was first here many years back. Clerics openly crossed the threshold to fraternize with their more sinful counterparts. Likewise, denizens of Carnal District were readily welcomed into the religious ward to do business like buying food, clothing, and simply making conversation.

No one was shouting obscenities ladled with sexual tension anymore. It was mostly on the surface!

"Where in the Supreme One's name are we going?" Petyr opened the window and asked.

"The brothel," Kanae said casually, only to receive the knight's burning glare. "No, not for me! For Thume! If I don't keep him sexually satisfied, he's going to take it out on me. As much as I like sex, I won't get any work done if an ogre's screwing the daylights out of me. So, I'm going to take him to a brothel that specializes in handling rough and unconventional customers."

"I've made a mistake… I should have chosen a lifetime in prison." She sighed.

"Haha! Don't worry, Goldie. We'll square you off after a few rounds of cards and drinks!" Edina slapped Petyr on the back, but the high elf seemed resigned to her fate already.

The carriage pulled to a stop in front of a modest, brickhouse brothel. Barrels stacked three-high at most sat outside against the walls. When Kanae glanced up, the silhouette of someone riding cowgirl and bouncing energetically could be seen behind the curtains. A hanging sign outside read, 'Giant's Den'.

Kanae knocked on the door, and a moment later, it swung open to a large draph woman. Large was the keyword. She was big in every asset: height, chest, and pudgy in the right places. Long, brown hair, parted by two curved horns, draped down a voluptuous body barely contained by a sexy apron that left little to the imagination.

"Hey, Madame Tanya! How's business?" Kanae greeted the draph.

"Well if it isn't Queen Kanae. Booming now without high elves butting in. Your folks from up north have finally started coming down again. Here I was getting lonely. Anywho, let me guess… You need that one satisfied?" Tanya eyed Thume in particular.

Kanae unburdened a fat sack of gold from her waist and handed it over.

"His name is Thume. I'll cover any additional costs that might come up," Kanae assured the brothel's mistress.

"Heh." Tanya pocketed the gold and grinned. "Haven't had an ogre in a while. You got it. My girls and I are built to handle big'uns like an ogre."

Thume gladly followed Tanya in, and as soon as the door closed shut behind them, a round of gasps from a bunch of ladies erupted from within. Kanae offered a brief salute and wished them good luck.

The remaining three completed their journey at Dead Man's Gamble, formerly the Outriders' Jewel. It was home sweet home for Edina, especially being surrounded by the vices of the city and her longest-serving undead. A death knight stood watch as a bouncer in the middle of the gambling floor. A bowler's hat topped his head instead of a helmet. Suited-up skeletal warriors doled out cards as dealers, and others ran around serving drinks and snacks to day-crawling patrons. The living employees from when Bardell owned the casino were still around, too, fiercely loyal to the squirreling necromancer who secured their jobs and paid well.

Edina showed them to the rooms upstairs. Accommodations weren't as lavish as her own room, but a modest place of stay was more than enough. Petyr even grunted in approval.

"Grand Eye Analise wants us to find anything about an ancient dragon. Let's start with ourselves just to be sure. Do we know anything about a dragon? The only ones I've fought were inside Rifts, against Hilde's, and the one back in Orturic, but that was a younger one," Kanae explained.

"Beats me, but one thing's for sure: I'm killing the thing and raising it to be part of my undead army!" Edina rubbed her squirreling hands together and giggled menacingly.

Kanae and Petyr eyed the necromancer for a moment.

"From what Kanae's said," Petyr began and ignored the squirreling's previous comment, "you're probably a more experienced dragon slayer than I. In Rotandrix where dragons were plentiful, I slayed a green just to prove that I could. Once. However, if this dragon is of ancient size and only recently turned up, then that sounds like it did recently awake from hibernation."

"Any ideas if ancients are supposed to be that much stronger?" Kanae asked.

The high elf folded her arms and fell into thought. Maybe it would have done them some good to spend a day or two at the Illuminant Repository first. They were already in Lograin now, so it was too late to go back.

"I think I recall learning that dragons undergo a sort of evolutionary transformation at a late point in their lifetime. Elder scholars from Rotandrix, who have encountered ancients, described them as intelligent and capable of speech. I haven't met one myself." Petyr shrugged.

Dealing with an intelligent dragon then. Great.

After Kanae expelled a sigh, she noticed Edina was missing.

"Where did Edina go?" Kanae asked.

"It's not my job to keep track of the rat," Petyr said.

They returned downstairs to find Edina having made herself comfortable at a poker table. She was joined by three other players and an undead dealer.

"What are you doing? We're supposed to be working!" Kanae raced up to her and complained.

"I am working! There's no better way to sleuth information than being around folks. Ain't that right, boys? Any of you seen an ancient dragon flying about?" Edina asked the table.

Kanae slapped a hand to her face.

"Hah! Ya think it'd be the talk of the town if there was," an old elven player said.

"Actually…" A human man with a red bandana rubbed his hairy chin. "I think them over at the 'venturers hall had a ruckus about a dragon a week or two ago. My nephew who takes quests from time to time for some pocket change told me something big flew northeast. Caused a commotion."

"That had to be the ancient dragon!" Kanae gasped.

The poker players suddenly went white as a ghost.

"Uhh… I think me mum o'er in Murkwater wanted me home. Better pack of my things! Sorry, lads." The third player, a darker-skinned man, dropped his cards and gathered his chips before bolting out of the casino.

The other two players made excuses and hightailed it away, too. Edina propped an elbow on her seat.

"See?" The squirreling smirked.

"Okay, we verified that there is certainly a big dragon out here. If only we had a better idea where in the mountains it was hiding." Kanae sighed.

Lograin's jagged and unusual mountains made it difficult to search on foot. Even though they were able to fly, there were a lot of nooks and crannies due to the monolithic damage done to them in the past.

While Kanae was still thinking, Petyr was already on the way out.

"Wait, where are you going?" Kanae asked.

"Your inaction and lack of leadership experience pisses me off. If we're trying to find a dragon, then we should be looking for it ourselves. You already have that succubus leading the investigation in the city. We'll investigate outside the city," Petyr said impatiently.

"I hate to be that squirreling," Edina began and picked up her staff, "but Goldie's right—"

"STOP CALLING ME GOLDIE!" a furious voice boomed from outside.

Kanae and Edina exchanged a quiet laugh. They caught up to Petyr, who was just climbing onto Glory. Kanae did the same on Titan, and Edina summoned an undead dragon to ride on. Together, the three soared from Lograin and made way for the looming mountains.

In ages past, powerful spellcasters— one of whom Kanae recently discovered was Marwin Fransk— had left a wake of destruction behind by pummeling the range with the Horn of Glentir. Powerful blasts punched holes into the cliffs and mountains, creating gaping crescents in many of them.

Others looked like gargantuan archways into other worlds. They landed on one of the arches to peer down from it. From up here, the clouds were almost within reach. Coursing winds battered and kicked their hair aflutter.

"If I was an ancient dragon, where would I hide?" Kanae wondered aloud.

"I could scour this whole place with a horde of undead if you want," Edina suggested.

"What… just how many can you summon? You know what, scratch that. This place was already destroyed once. We don't need an army of undead trampling on the wildlife," she said.

Kanae tried communing with her two young blue dragons, which she had birthed after laying with an adult blue dragon in a Rift. They might be able to help. Unfortunately, the two were much too far somewhere in the Commonwealth, likely hunting and growing at their own pace.

Something nudged Kanae from behind. Titan repeatedly pressed his snout to her butt as if trying to get in some sexy time.

"No, Titan. Now isn't the time or place for that," Kanae said.

The mighty dreadmourn huffed. Instead of pushing Kanae, he unfurled his wings and dove off.

"What's with him?" Edina asked.

"I don't know. Maybe he's pent up after pulling a carriage from Radevic to Lograin. I'll go down and give him a blowjob or something. Be right back!" Kanae jumped off and heard Petyr gag before descending too far.

Titan was on the surface of the uneven mountainous terrain. His snout was close to the ground, breathing heavily as he sniffed for something. Maybe it wasn't sex he was after. When Kanae landed, he lifted his head up for only a moment before returning to the soil.

"What did you find?" Kanae drew closer and noticed a rather large bone partially buried in the dirt. She bent down and pressed a hand to it. Smooth, like a nail or some kind of metal. Signs of age marked it with ridges along the length. Brushing some of the dirt aside revealed it to be dark in color.

It would take a crew of miners to dig out whatever this thing was. This also very well could just be a fancy-looking rock.

As Kanae got up, her ankle caught on something. She fell backwards onto her ass. After getting up, she got a good look at what tripped her. It looked just like the thing she and Titan were inspecting.

"Wait…" Kanae flew a little higher to get a bird's eye view and gasped.

It wasn't just a piece of bone. It was an entire dragon's skeleton, half-buried in soil, weed, and gravel. A large boulder rested on the spine. There was no way to tell if the rock had fallen on and killed the dragon, or if it had happened posthumously.

Kanae was about to return to the others when an earthquake violently rocked the mountains. She looked up as sections of the cliff came apart. Stone and rubble showered them.

"Titan, we need to go!" Kanae yelled, but something hard hit her in the back of the head, and she went plummeting to the ground.

The dreadmourn put himself between her and the falling debris. Darkness. They weren't dead yet. Kanae could still feel dirt all over her, as well as Titan who was trying not to put his full weight on top of her.

"Shit, Kanae! You and Titan good down there?" Edina called from above.

"We're alive!" Kanae responded and winced at the pulsing pain on the back of her head. "What about you and Petyr?"

Light beamed through when a death knight pulled away a large rock. Edina and a few other undeads peered in, all of them looking extremely relieved.

"Yep. We're good up here!" Edina offered a thumbs up.

"Stand back. I'll free them," Petyr could be heard saying out of sight.

Edina and her undead disappeared from view.

"Uh… Edina? How is Petyr planning to clear the rubble? If she's planning to hit it, tell her not to! GUYS!" Kanae panicked.

An explosion of holy energy knocked away most of the rocks on top of them. Kanae and Titan went tumbling across the ground, bruised from the strike. Petyr was standing on top of a pile of crushed stone, her felmetal maul glowing gold from being infused with a smite.

"That… hurt more than the avalanche…" Kanae groaned.

Titan shook off his daze and stood up just fine.

"That wasn't an avalanche," Petyr said, eyes fixed to the sky. "Edina and I saw it from above while you were distracted down here. A giant dragon slammed into an arch, destroying it and flying away. We saw the beast dive behind the mountains before coming down to help."

Not only did they ascertain that an ancient dragon was really here, but it also wasn't friendly then? Good to know.


Chapter 16

Kanae, Petyr, and Edina returned to Lograin with their lives, not yet willing to risk a fight with an ancient dragon. Especially not without the others. Back at Dead Man's Gamble, Edina served them up some drinks while waiting for Alicia and her group. An undead messenger had been sent to find them at the adventurers hall over in the religious ward.

"I haven't fought an ancient dragon before, but this should be interesting." Petyr's overwhelming confidence gave Kanae a peace of mind, but even the high elven paladin had her limits.

They were careful against Roshasha, the former Demon Lord of Artaggon. However, they managed to slap a Debilitating Band on her to even the playing field. That wasn't an option this time around.

"The only thing interesting is that I'm going to raise that sucker as soon as we kill it. Don't break its head open too bad," Edina said.

"You're not seriously going to let her raise an ancient dragon from the dead, are you?" Petyr turned to Kanae and asked.

"Of course, I am. Edina growing stronger means the Commonwealth grows stronger, too. Besides, we already gave Hax'gorah the boot from her staff. She's not getting puppeteered anymore," Kanae explained.

"You trust this necromancer too readily. In the past, years before the high elven race migrated to found Ortesia, a necromancer wielding the Pillar of the Damned laid siege to my people in Radevic. Fortunately, they repelled the undead threat and defeated the undead menace. Let me smite her before it comes to that," the paladin insisted, glaring at the squirreling with murderous intent.

Edina threw her arms out in a 'told you so' gesture.

"See, this is why I'm working towards being a lich. You uppity high elves are always first to do something drastic!" Edina complained.

"No one is doing anything drastic." Kanae got up and came between them. "You two are going to get along one way or another. We're part of the same order hall, and we need to act like it!"

Petyr and Edina traded glances, then turned the other cheek. Kanae almost wanted to charm them into getting along, but that would blow back up in her face instead. Fed up with the conversation, Petyr retired to her room upstairs and Edina went to the gambling floor.

With little to do until Alicia and the others came back, Kanae decided to get her injuries in order. She went around behind Dead Man's Gamble, where a hitching post and water trough were set up for beasts of burden. Glory and Titan were tied to each post, resting until the next adventure.

"Titan, I need to drain you to heal myself. What do you say about a quick go?" Kanae asked, stroking his obsidian mane.

The dreadmourn whinnied with approval. Kanae, chest throbbing and pussy salivating, braced one hand against the hitching post and used the other to pull her lower garment aside. Juices dripped down her inner thighs in anticipation. Titan lifted his forelegs up, and it took a couple of tries before they found steady purchase on the fence. His massive frame shrouded her underneath his shadow.

Kanae glanced behind herself. The large dreadmourn cock grew erect, rising until it was level with her slit. Titan bucked his hips once, twice… and on the third, pushed deep into her soaking pussy. She felt it slide right up to the womb's entrance.

"Oh, fuck yes… Your dick fits me so perfectly, I love it!" Kanae moaned aloud and remembered to keep quiet because they were outside.

Slowly, Titan picked up speed. The creaking wooden post now groaned and cracked as he pounded into Kanae. His long strokes made her feel every inch of it sliding in and out of her pussy.

"Harder, Titan! Fuck your mare! Aahhh! I'm cumming! Pour your dreadmourn seed inside me… mmh! Let's make more babies!" Kanae couldn't keep quiet any longer, howling like a bitch in heat.

The throbbing cock erupted like a volcano and spewed a thick load of fiery, demonic spunk into Kanae's womb. There was so much, her belly bulged from all the cum. It was hot like the hells, not that Kanae has ever been before. Her wounds, sustained from the rockslide earlier, began to close and disappear.

When Titan pulled away, Kanae almost didn't want it out. But his dick did anyway, and the tip flared out now that it wasn't stuck inside her. Gooey white ejaculate leaked from his member and her twitching cunt.

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Coat of Conflagration.

Coat of Conflagration: Wreathe oneself in an inferno, granting Fire Immunity to magical and non-magical fire for the duration.]

"I guess we can consider that a bonus," Kanae said, wiping the sweat from her face.

Titan was still hard. The cum dripping from his dick stoked Kanae's hunger. She dropped to her knees, got both hands on the massive thing, and opened her mouth ready to clean it when a heavy footfall interrupted them.

Petrified in this compromising position, Kanae locked eyes with Petyr, who was gripping the shaft of her own weapon until the knuckles turned white.

"Uh. I can explain…" Kanae gulped.

"The only way I can erase this image from my mind is if I KILL YOU!" Petyr infused her felmetal hammer with Smite, and Kanae hightailed it into the air to avoid her wrath.

Fortunately, the paladin didn't pursue. Neither did it look like she was going to take her anger out on Titan. Kanae breathed a sigh of relief. Despite having Greater Holy Resistance from the Enchanted Ink, a bludgeoning hit from Petyr would have left some lasting bruises. For now, it might be good to stay away from Dead Man's Gamble until the high elf cooled down.

Kanae spotted a potion atelier below. They were going to face a dragon, so it would be prudent to stock up on some brews that Aisha might have missed. She descended into a deserted alley to let all the spunk dribble out first, then recomposed herself before heading out.

Bells above the door chimed as Kanae entered the modest shop, stocked more with ingredients and alchemical reagents than potions and elixirs. One table had several crates of dried roots from different plants. Woven baskets hanging within reach from the rafters contained beautiful flora, likely freshly picked judging by their fragrance.

Farther into the shop, a familiar hobgoblin woman was confronting the shopkeeper. An also just as familiar gaur woman accompanied her.

"No, you don't understand. I need an intact burk flower. That means the flower, leaves, stem, and roots are still connected to each other! Do you have one or not?" Aisha growled.

"W-What you see on the floor is all I have! All I do is follow instructions and separate the flowers into their parts!" The elderly gentleman shuddered in terror underneath her menacing glare.

Aisha clicked her tongue.

"I don't believe you. Let me in the back so I can check for myself." Aisha was about to climb over the counter until Tess stopped her.

"C'mon now. No need to get all feisty with the poor guy. If he ain't got it, we ain't gonna find none back there either," Tess said.

"Now this isn't a pair I expected to see," Kanae said, revealing herself as she came up from behind them.

"Aisha here wanted to buy some alchemy stuff." The gaur warrior patted a heavy hand on her companion's shoulder. "Vice-Captain Alicia told me to follow Aisha on account of her not being used to conversing with cityfolks."

Once again, Alicia proved herself to be a wise leader. Tess was certainly a good choice to rein Aisha in. If either Claudia or Hilde had been chosen, they likely would have charmed Aisha into obedience and caused some problems.

"What's this about a burk flower you need anyway?" Kanae asked the hobgoblin alchemist.

"It's a key ingredient in enabling me to turn elixirs of fire resistance into greater quality, thus improving effectiveness. Without it, well… better hope that dragon doesn't breathe fire." Aisha sighed.

Greater fire resistance did sound useful…

Kanae had just obtained a skill that made her immune to fire, but the rest of her hall was still vulnerable. The only other person who could acquire that skill was Hilde, who was also a Seductress.

"Shopkeeper." Kanae placed him under her Charm. "Do you really not have any burk flowers in stock? Would you happen to know anyone in the city that might?"

"Not uncut burk flowers, no. We sell them in parts to make a profit. You might want to ask Rown Company, which conducts the shipping and transportation," he answered stiffly.

"Guess I know where I need to go. Appreciate it, Kanae." Aisha nodded.

They purchased some reagents for other potions before leaving, as well as to make up for troubling the atelier's shopkeeper. When they emerged from the shop, Tess hailed a carriage bound for Rown Company's office. Kanae wouldn't be going with them though.

"Oh, real quick before you go. Can you also make a potion of gigantism?" Kanae asked.

"You want to fuck the dragon, don't you?" Aisha squinted.

"Maybe…" She avoided looking into the hob's judging eyes. "Okay, yes! I admit it! That's a real ancient dragon, so it has to be extremely strong. Imagine how much stronger I'll become after draining it? Or, on the off chance that I subjugate it."

"Damn, Kanae. You're a bigger horn dog than Ichi!" Tess belted out a boisterous laugh.

Aisha wasn't happy about it, but she agreed to brew the potion. Gigantism wasn't an easy effect or cheap effect, and the costs associated were high and so were the margins of error. She and Tess returned to the shop to buy reagents for it.

Meanwhile, Kanae flew to Lograin's adventurers hall to meet with Alicia, Claudia, and Hilde to see how they were doing. According to Aisha, the three were grilling adventurers that might have encountered the dragon or seen it flying around. At least, that was what she had said. There was no telling if the trio were up to no good or what else. They were succubi. More than that, they were raised to believe any other race was just livestock and cattle.

That worry, however, proved unfounded as soon as Kanae arrived. Sellica, the centauress, flagged her down when she entered the hall.

"Hello, Kanae!" Sellica waved enthusiastically from behind the counter. "Oh! My mistake. Is it the Streaking Dragonslayer? Would you prefer Queen Kanae or Knight of Amethyst? You've assembled quite the list of titles."

"Kanae is fine, Sellica. It's good to see you. Been a while, hasn't it?" Kanae smiled.

"Hehe. It truly has. In what, seven years by now? You accomplished so much! It truly gladdens my heart to see how high you've risen," she said warmly.

Kanae basked in the compliments. She could get used to this. A far cry from all the teasing and being poke fun of by her own subordinates.

"Say, did three succubi come by here? They probably had an air of superiority, thinking everyone is lesser than them. Not like high elf arrogant though. More like they see animals instead of people," Kanae explained.

"You must mean Claudia, Hilde, and Alicia!" Sellica exclaimed with recognition. "They were arguing about something until the serious-looking one struck their heads. It made me laugh so much, I thought the trio were a band of jesters from the Commonwealth."

Well, they certainly made an impression.

"Those are the ones… Are they here?" Kanae asked again.

"Oh, yes. They questioned several adventurers until they fancied one in particular, then dragged him off to a room," Sellica said.

"Dragged him off… to a room?" she stammered, blood in her veins going cold.

"Mhmm! It sounds like you're acquainted with them, so I suppose it couldn't hurt to tell you the room number."

After confirming with the hall ledger, Sellica informed Kanae that the sisters and man were in room 14. She hurried over, afraid they might harm the guy. Or drain him to death. As she feared, the commotion inside sounded like someone was being tortured.

Kanae took a step back, then kicked the door open.

"What are you doing to that man?!" Kanae yelled and stormed in.

Claudia and Hilde were playing a chess-like board game at the corner of the room, both of them looking bored out of their minds. Alicia, on the other hand, stood over a tied up elven adventurer lying on the bed with his ass, red from all the whipping, up in the air.

"Knight-Commander, we were just extracting information from him. Have you come to help?" Alicia asked.

"No! This somehow looks worse than I imagined. Let him go before we get in trouble with the adventurers hall and the city!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Uh… I, uh… I consented to this," the adventurer said.

Kanae stared blankly at them. Over at the game of chess, Claudia and Hilde nodded.

"Alicia knew you wouldn't approve of us using Charm. She offered to fulfill this man's sexual fantasy in exchange instead," Hilde explained.

Suddenly, Kanae felt guilty for not trusting in them more. They were responsible after all.

"So… did you guys learn anything yet?" Kanae asked.

"Tell her," Alicia ordered the adventurer.

"But I haven't gotten off yet!" he complained, only for another strike to come down on his ass. "Ow! Yes, Mistress! First of all, the dragon you're after is very unusual. Like any quest involving incredibly dangerous monsters, it begins with a rumor. The hall then writes up a quest that calls adventurers to investigate. I was among the group who picked up the quest. All we needed to do was find out if it really was a dragon. We journeyed into the mountains not really thinking much of it. Sometimes, rumors turn out to be false, but we also get paid to confirm that. We… We stumbled into its lair, and… and…"

Kanae and the others swallowed hard.

"And what?" Kanae held her breath.

"The dragon invited us to a conversation!" the adventurer cried.

"Come again?" She blinked.

"No, you don't understand. He asked us all sorts of stuff relating to Lograin and Radevic's defenses, the number of adventurers in each city, and who the strongest ones were. Obviously, none of us knew the exact answers to that. When we couldn't answer his question, he became enraged and tried to burn us with his breath of fire! Luckily, we had an illusion mage in the group who tricked him into thinking he killed us. We barely snuck out of there with our lives!" he explained breathlessly.

What a weird dragon. What did it have to gain by asking those questions? Was it looking for someone in particular? No, that couldn't be. It wouldn't need to know about the cities' defenses then.

Eventually, Alicia kicked the adventurer out of the room. Kanae gave them the long story short about what happened and what she learned from her end. They agreed that the dragon was likely up to no good, and one of ancient age could actually threaten Lograin. But finding out that it could talk was the real surprise.

Maybe, just maybe the dragon could be reasoned with. If not, well… then they needed to take some precautions.

"What's the move now, Knight-Commander?" Alicia asked.

"We'll gather everyone and head out tomorrow morning to confront the dragon. This will be Amethyst Hall's second most important mission. The Eminence of Sin has a pretty big presence in Lograin, since the birth place was right here. That means most of my Sisters of Sin are here, too. How about a vekas?" Kanae suggested.

"Now you're talking my language!" Claudia shot to her feet.

"I suppose it would be a good opportunity to make use of Skill Drain. A prudent decision." Hilde nodded approvingly.

Kanae glanced expectantly at Alicia, whom she had yet to have an intimate moment yet. Strangely, or maybe it was just her imagination, the succubus seemed to have been putting it off. What about this time?

"Is this merely an excuse to lay with me, Knight-Commander?" Alicia asked coquettishly.

"It's not an order, Vice-Captain. You're more than capable of making your own choice. Unless… You want me to order you?" Kanae returned with a coy playfulness.

"You need not order me." She crawled off the bed and grabbed Kanae gently by the hand. "It will be my pleasure."

The sun was beginning to set. Nocturnal denizens of Lograin emerged from their slumber. Even from the religious ward, the buzz of Carnal District's nightlife could be heard. But for the more pious, they set out to the many churches and temples in search of absolution, guidance, and more. Kanae and the formerly loyal daughters of Queen-Mother Zariah had other plans.

When they returned to the church of the Eminence of Sin, it was business as usual for the succubi clergy. Each of the confessional booths were occupied. The banging and knocking was evidenced that sinners were enthusiastically confessing their sins. Those less inclined to the touch of pleasure and sought the comfort of a higher power, prayed alongside a Sister of Sin at the pews.

"Queen Kanae!" High Priestess Eldora descended from the pulpit to meet them. "I thought you were going to be staying at Dead Man's Gamble?"

"Change of plans. I wanted to lay with my sweet disciples. Will you be a good girl and tell any available Sisters?" Kanae asked, lifting Eldora's face by her chin.

"Y-Yes, my queen." The elven woman resisted swooning and hurried into the back.

"This is great and all, but is there anyone in your retinue that can hurt me?" Claudia asked suddenly.

The rest of them turned to the Mistress of Pain.

"Claudia, I think there's only two people in this city that can hurt you. One of them wants to kill you, and the other is already here." Kanae thumbed over to Alicia.

"Ugh. Fine. I guess I'll have to settle on dishing out the hurt this time. I'm a bigger masochist than I am a sadist. There's no fun without reciprocation, Kanae!" Claudia folded her arms, appearing like a severely disappointed customer.

"Come on, we'll take a bath while Eldora gets ready," she insisted and led the way into the church.

Claudia, Hilde, and Alicia stared in awe as Kanae guided them down the corridors. Years ago during Bardell and the Outriders' attack, they had vandalized much of the interior. That damage had since been renovated. Not a speck of destruction was left. The crystal-lit halls illuminated their way. Sisters of Sin going about their business stepped aside and bowed as they passed.

It filled Kanae with pride and accomplishment for the trio to take in the sights so positively. Alicia though, her reaction was a lot more muted.

They reached the bath at last. A foyer served as a changing room with fresh towels awaiting them. Kanae called for a Sister of Sin to bring them wine, and she hurried off to do just that. The four of them stripped down to their birthday suits, and Kanae couldn't help but be captivated by Alicia's form. While not the most well-endowed, her limbs were very shapely and toned, tempered by the dextrous nature of being crowned a melee class.

On the other hand, Claudia was the tallest of them and boasted a very defined body. Her six-pack abs were a sight to behold, too. The blonde pigtails finally came down, draping down her back like a cascading waterfall. Then there was Hilde, who was the first Queen-Mother daughter Kanae had the pleasure of sleeping with. Their figures were the most similar to each other, but the similarities ended at the bust.

Alicia caught Kanae staring and flashed a soft smirk. Embarrassed, she snapped forward to lead them into the bath.

Like everything Arenade got her gilded hands on, a touch of extravagance always followed. The church's bath house was large enough to host a party of people. Diamond chandeliers glistened from above, casting magical light to illuminate the chamber. After all, 'torches and lanterns won't light up in a steaming bath' so said Arenade. Hilde stopped in front of a statue of Kanae squirting water from between her legs.

"Ah. Of course. To be showered by the Knight-Commander's waterworks." Hilde chuckled.

"Regular standing statues are boring." Kanae shrugged.

Claudia ran past them and cannonballed into the pool, splashing up a tsunami of water. She resurfaced on her back with a look of bliss.

"You get to fuck, bathe, and eat good food? We only had one of those for years," Claudia said.

"I don't think I've ever asked, but I did have my suspicions. Where did you all live before coming to the surface?" Kanae asked.

They hesitated to answer. It was probably instincts from when they used to be loyal to their mother.

"Underground." Claudia swam up to the edge of the pool.

"Sister, the Queen-Mother wouldn't want us revealing where we had laid hidden," Hilde warned.

"It's fine." She waved a dismissive hand. "We fight for the Commonwealth now. Our people are living on the surface again in Temptation, too. Besides, I don't love Mother or Ambrosia anymore for what they did to Alicia." A snarl accompanied the first two names. "It was a giant dwarven city that we lived in for most of our lives, right underneath No Man's Land. Probably bigger than any of the ones you've visited so far, Kanae."

"Do any of you ever get homesick?" Kanae asked.

The former Mistress of Pain scoffed. "Of that stuffy old place? No way. It's a lot more fun on the surface. Ever since I got here, three different people have managed to hurt me! How great is that? Also, I can do this!"

Claudia backstroked farther into the pool until she reached Kanae's statue, allowing herself to be waterboarded by the gushing stream from its crotch.

"We have you to thank for the wonderful gift of freedom." Alicia nudged Kanae just enough that she toppled into the water, then dove in after.

The Sister of Sin came back with glasses and a bottle of wine from Arenade's collection to serve them. They bathed until their fingers began to prune up. Feeling tipsy from the wine, the four finally emerged from the baths to meet Eldora in the High Priestess' chamber.

Two dozen half-succubi awaited them, all dressed in the Eminence of Sin vestments that was one undone knot away from slipping down to their ankles. Behind them, a large bed awaited an orgy.

"Hoh? Not a single man nor dire beast? I would have liked some variety." Disappointed, Hilde rested a hand against her cheek.

"Don't complain about a free meal, Hildy. Well? Which of you can handle the most pain?" Claudia spared a long gander at the selection, brandishing both her crop whip and paddle.

The two of them walked ahead and grabbed a group of partners. Kanae was about to join them until someone embraced her from behind. An electrifying ripple of pleasure spread across her body. Alicia cupped her breast with one hand and fingered her with the other.

"Where do you think you're going?" Alicia asked breathily.

"Nowhere now." Kanae eased into her grasp.

Alicia turned Kanae around and kissed her. Supple yet firm lips pressed with a kind tenderness. The warmth of their bodies united, and their tails coiled together like mating snakes. When Kanae parted to get a glimpse of Alicia, the rogue pulled her back in for another kiss. A tongue followed suit, pushing into her mouth.

Slowly, one foot over the next, Alicia walked Kanae into the bed. She fell backwards and gazed up at the blood red demon. It was no wonder Claudia fawned over her own sister. Alicia was strikingly beautiful. As the succubus climbed onto the bed, her long black hair draped over Kanae's own.

Instead of reuniting their lips, Alicia dropped down to Kanae's clit and kissed it instead. She arched her back from the intense pleasure.

"Oh, my god…" Kanae gasped.

Plunk!

It was the sound of a cork popping off from a vial. Kanae glanced down to find Alicia pouring a viscous liquid on her tongue.

"What are you doing?" Kanae asked.

"Poisons and toxins aren't my only speciality." Tongue drenched, Alicia licked Kanae's clit again.

A scalding hot sensation burned like the surface of the sun. The pleasure that came with it was indescribable. Kanae pinched the bedsheets and howled as if she was in heat. Two caressing hands stroked her inner thighs. The light touches ignited her nerves.

"Holy crap… I don't think I've ever had cunnilingus this good before… I'm… I'm going to cum!" Kanae's hands found purchase on Alicia's crown-like horns.

The succubus lapped with a ferocity that couldn't be matched by anyone. Kanae heaved after every breath. A powerful tingle which refused to subside shot up and down her spine.

Meanwhile, Claudia, Hilde, and the Sisters of Sin were enjoying themselves in the orgy. The moans of many succubi filled the bedchamber. Their breaths and body heat made the air stuffy. Sweat dripped down their warm skins, soaking the very bed in a mixture of juices.

As Kanae was coming down from the orgasm, Alicia appeared above her. They wrapped their arms around each other and rolled to a more spacious part of the bed for a little privacy.

"Even with Claudia and Hilde by my side, I sometimes awaken in cold sweat. Nightmares of being trapped in that sunken temple haunt me every now and then. I confess that… I'm afraid. What if this pleasure and freedom is but a figment of my imagination, forged from Ambrosia's hypnotic magic? I shudder to think," Alicia whimpered, hiding her face in the pocket of Kanae's neck.

"I won't let that happen," Kanae said.

"Can you truly, genuinely promise that?" she asked.

Kanae nodded, her resolve stronger than adamantine.

"We're both tagged by Enchanted Ink, too." Kanae pointed to their vulgar tattoos that called them 'whores' and 'sluts'.

"Ah, yes." Alicia sighed with amusement. "I suppose that links us together in a way, doesn't it?"

"You're Vice-Captain of Amethyst Hall now. As your superior officer, I don't plan on letting you go so easily," she promised.

They looked into each others' eyes for a moment longer until something inside Alicia clicked in place.

"Knight-Commander— No. Kanae, give it to me." Alicia sat up on Kanae's waist.

Kanae recognized right away what her subordinate wanted and activated Futanari. Her dick emerged and grew erect straight into Alicia's waiting pussy. The hot flesh of the succubus' body squeezed tightly. Kanae was already on the verge of climaxing.

"Nngh… I see you're wearing the Cock Ring of Hardening…" Alicia winced.

"Oh, crap. I forgot I still had it on!" Kanae panicked.

"No matter," she said and began to rock her hips. "What kind of succubus would I be if I can't take it?"

Kanae watched from below as Alicia's breasts bounced. Their fingers intertwined on one hand. They clasped tightly. Her other hand went to Kanae's throat, a firm hold. The massive cock, empowered by an enchanted item, slammed into Alicia with incredible force.

Soon, Alicia's eyes rolled to the back of her head. That aphrodisiac liquid-laden tongue lolled out. It was an unbecoming look for a succubus normally so composed and stone-faced. Kanae committed that sight to memory, then started thrusting to meet her irregular bounces.

"Kanae… I'm close! Your dick may very well split me open… All that you have, that you can muster… give it to me!" Alicia pleaded sweetly.

"Here it comes!" Kanae exclaimed, ejecting a massive load into Alicia's twitching pussy.

They climaxed together. Their lips reunited. Fireworks went off in their heads. Kanae continued to cum inside Alicia, whose trembling body rocked intensely.

[Congratulations! You are now level 259!]

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired the skill Magical Stealth.

Magical Stealth: Turn yourself and up to one other invisible. The effect and duration continues at the cost of mana. Other than magic, you cannot be detected by normal means. Footprints are no longer left behind, your scent can't be smelled, and neither will your equipment make sound. Toggle On/Off.]

"Nifty… Huh? Since when did you use Magical Stealth on me? It has to be a skill I've seen or been affected by," Kanae said.

"Hehe. Well, I wanted to be a little greedy." Alicia shot a look to the others in bed, who looked like they were searching for them.

"I just heard Alicia taking a pounding from Kanae! Where did they go? Damn it, Kanae! Fuck me, too!" Claudia pouted.

Kanae and Alicia giggled quietly to themselves.


Chapter 17

In the morning, after a night-long orgy, members of the Amethyst Hall gathered outside of the Eminence of Sin church. Kanae had obtained quite the number of temporary skills and spells from Skill Drain. [Reflective Ward], [Wall of Fire], [True Shot], [Project Agony] again from Claudia because she likes that skill so much, and [Second Wind]. These abilities were going to wear off by tomorrow. [Coat of Conflagration], which she obtained from Titan earlier than those, would only last until the late afternoon.

[Feed the Queen] had given her several permanent skills and spells thanks to a few eager Sisters of Sin last night. [Hailstorm], [Conjured Caltrops], and [Flash Heal] should be very useful. Not to mention…
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Having sex with Alicia only raised Kanae from level 255 to 259 initially. [Feed the Queen] must have pushed her over the edge to level 260.

Aisha went around handing everyone a batch of vials. They were mostly healing potions and elixirs of Greater Fire Resistance. The hobgoblin pushed a much different-looking vial from the rest into Kanae's palm and gave a knowing nod. That last one was the potion of gigantism.

Sweet.

"Alright. Let's not keep the dragon waiting. Er… Where's Thume?" Kanae asked, searching the crowd for an ogre.

Everyone shrugged.

Sighing, Kanae had them wait outside of the city while she went to fetch Thume at the brothel, Giant's Den. A heavy musk wafted from the building even though she hadn't opened the door yet. She hoped nothing had gone awry.

Kanae knocked a few times and waited. Heavy footfalls approached the door. When it swung open, she was taken aback by the sight of Tanya the draph proprietress of the brothel getting reamed from behind by Thume. Numerous other prostitutes of large stature were lying unconscious on the ground behind them. It stank fiercely of sweat and semen.

"H-Hello, Kanae… I… I seem to have underestimated… the libido and sexual potency of… an ogre… Might need to… charge ya extra…" Tanya said while in the middle of taking a pounding.

"Great." Kanae sighed. "You can ask High Priestess Eldora at my church. Thume, haven't you had enough yet? We have a dragon to fight!"

"But Thume still horny! Uurrr!" Thume slammed his hips one final time into Tanya, shooting a fat load into her already bursting womb.

Once finished, the ogre let her go. Tanya dropped to the ground and landed on a pool of cum. Thume's cock was still hard and raring to go, and Kanae swallowed hard at the sight of it.

"I'll let you fuck me later, but only after we've dealt with the dragon. Come on!" Kanae hurried the ogre.

The two traveled to the north exit of Lograin, where the others were waiting. Getting to the mountains took most of the morning. Since Aisha, Tess, and Thume couldn't fly, Edina summoned her undead dragon to carry them.

A massive excavation was underway by the time they arrived. Undead grunts Kanae didn't recall seeing previously were digging and carting debris out of the way. Death Knight Cantu waved to them from above, seemingly directing the undead as a sort of supervisor. Kanae turned to the culprit.

"What? There are dead dragon bones practically begging to be raised. It's free real estate. If I knew this many undead dragons were up here, I'd have dug 'em all up sooner!" Edina exclaimed.

"Exactly how many can you raise anyway?" Kanae asked.

"The Soul Cairns give me a boost to my mana pool. I only have a few up, but I'm getting close to matching the Pillar of the Damned's original strength before getting ass-blasted by Lapis." She whispered an incantation that caused the purple flames from her staff's brazier to billow smoke onto the dragon bones.

Before long, a second undead dragon joined the necromancer's ranks. Its bones weathered from the elements and age were reinforced with dark, necromantic magic. Purple energies connected the joints together. Its empty eye sockets now glowed like rubies.

"I still haven't forgiven you for killing my dragons." Hilde huffed.

"Hey, we were enemies back then! Can you blame me? We're pals now!" Edina patted her on the back and grinned.

The necromancer wasn't satisfied until she raised a third, at which point they agreed that this was about as strong as their firepower became. Since Petyr and Edina had seen where the dragon flew off to yesterday, the pair led Amethyst Hall around the jagged mountains.

There, they found what appeared to be a large opening tucked away in the cliffside and inaccessible by foot. Amethyst Hall landed at the enormous mouth of the cave. The beefiest of the group, Petyr and Claudia entered first. Everyone else followed close behind.

It was so large, their footfalls echoed with every step. Animal and monster bones littered the ground up to the walls. Something deeper within breathed heavily. Petyr lifted a hand for them to stop, and they did.

"The dragon. We're close," Petyr said, drawing her hammer from its sling.

"Tiny little morsels have entered my abode? Are they meals or intruders, I wonder?" A deep, menacing voice rumbled.

Petyr growled. She lifted her hammer high and infused it with a bright light. As the darkness washed away, it revealed a gargantuan dragon the size of a mountain lying on his folded forearms. Magnificent wings folded neatly on his back. Brilliant, untarnished gold scales covered the length of his body, from the head down to the tip of the tail. With one flick of its massive and meaty tail, the earth shuddered, threatening a cave-in.

"Which are you?" The dragon lowered his giant head down to them.

"Uhh… I heard you were interested in… conversation?" Kanae asked, thinking they might not have brought enough manpower.

Amethyst Hall was ready to throw down on Kanae's word. They were just waiting for her to give the signal now. But she wanted to gather some information from this dragon. A creature of his age likely possessed a trove of knowledge. If there was an opportunity to make friends with him, that was much more preferable over potentially becoming a dragon's dinner.

"You come seeking conversation, yet you're armed for battle. I don't take kindly to liars, little one." The dragon growled, and the entire cavern shook from its vibrations.

"Just say the word and let me hit the damn thing already," Petyr whispered.

"For real. An ancient dragon is rare as shit! When am I ever going to get a chance to raise one from the dead again?" Edina added.

"What are you whispering down there?" He lifted a brow, suspicions of their true intentions growing.

"Uhh… Can you give us just one minute?" Kanae ushered her companions away, just out of earshot from the dragon.

Seemingly uninterested in their squabble, the mighty beast afforded them a few moments with a piercing stare before resting his head on the ground. Thankfully, he wasn't outright violent. The members of Kanae's hall, on the other hand…

"Whaddya doing? Are we killing a dragon or not? You're giving me mixed signals here," Edina complained after they hid behind a large rocky outcrop.

"I want to talk to the dragon first, and you guys are making it really hard to. Listen, we'll fight if it comes to that. For the time being, stay here. If things get dicey, I'll signal that we're killing him. How's that?" Kanae suggested.

Since not everyone was on board about tangoing with a dragon to begin with, they readily agreed. Everyone except Edina at least, who more or less behaved out of respect for their friendship.

When Kanae stepped out, Alicia followed.

"I'm going with you whether you like it or not," Alicia said.

"I can't get rid of you even if I tried." Kanae sighed, glad for the company though she wouldn't admit it out loud.

Alicia flashed a knowing and amused smile.

When they returned to the dragon, he lifted his head again to address them. Sharp eyes flicked over to where the rest of Kanae's companions were lying in wait. He was suspicious, of course. She couldn't blame him. Something as long lived as him must be, just like Lord Charron and Queen-Mother Zariah.

"What are you scheming, succubus?" The dragon squinted down at the two of them.

"Nothing, honest! I told them to back off because they were getting antsy around you. I also don't want to make you nervous either. We all got off on the wrong wing, so how about we try again? My name is Kanae Toyomi, Queen of the Commonwealth of Sin and Aidenhall's Knight of Amethyst. This is Alicia, my Vice-Captain."

Alicia bowed.

"You may call me Maelstrom. And I will ask again: why have you intruded into my den?" Maelstrom asked, his voice taking a softer tone after their introduction.

"I heard from other adventurers in Lograin that you're a dragon open to conversation. Someone of your age probably has a lot of stories to tell. I'm interested!" Kanae exclaimed and hoped to disarm him with an air of friendliness.

"I'm intrigued. Perhaps there is a conversation to be had here. You called yourself 'queen'. Tell me, how would one go about conquering the continent?" he questioned with genuine curiosity.

Kanae and Alicia gaped at the dragon.

"Um… Conquering the continent?" Kanae repeated.

"I have woken up from a long slumber. My strength has increased by manyfolds from age. Now that I am powerful, I seek to conquer these lands for myself. I want to see lesser races bow beneath my talons. I want to lay siege to great walls. My fiery breath yearns to set fire to cities brimming with life!" Maelstrom bellowed.

What that adventurer said was starting to make sense now… This dragon was definitely unusual. He wanted to make conversation for the sole purpose of finding out how to conquer the continent! Not on Amethyst Hall's watch.

"Is there any way I can convince you not to do that?" Kanae asked.

"Why? It is in my nature. I am a dragon. I eat, I kill, and I raze cities. Imagine if I told you, a succubus, not to have sex. Would that not be silly?" Maelstrom returned the question.

"I mean… yes, but come on. We're better than our nature! We can resist our instincts," she insisted.

"You certainly didn't resist your instincts last night." Alicia giggled.

Kanae snapped to her Vice-Captain angrily and red in the face. Alicia stifled a laugh, lips pursed and trying not to burst.

"Comrades-in-arms are supposed to back each other up." Kanae groaned.

"Hmm. Your proposal does not fall on deaf ears. However, I am not so easily convinced. Show me your conviction!" Maelstrom slammed his tail on the ground, causing the entire cave to shudder again.

Stone and debris collapsed all around them. Alicia grabbed Kanae and threw them away just as a falling rock crashed where they had been standing.

"NOW?" Edina poked her head out of the outcrop.

"OKAY FINE!" Kanae yelled back.

Flames escaped Maelstrom's clenched jaws. Kanae casted Coat of Conflagration and put herself between Alicia and the flames. Fire wreathed her entire body just as the dragon's breath torched them. When the fiery attack had ended, both of them came out unscathed.

"Ah, my hero~" Alicia batted her eyelashes playfully.

"Drink your fire resistance potion already!" Kanae sighed.

The others had already left cover to attack Maelstrom from all sides. Two undead dragons circled overhead, but they didn't so much as grab his attention. His gaze was focused on the most dangerous of them— Petyr.

When the paladin reached Maelstrom's foreleg, he tried to crush her with his talon. She sidestepped him, then smashed her hammer into the glistening gold scales. The dragon roared furiously as pieces of his natural armor chipped off from the hit.

"Claudia, back up Petyr!" Kanae ordered.

Petyr didn't see the massive swipe coming from Maelstrom's other talon. Claudia landed in time and took the hit instead. Her heels grinded against the cavern floor before coming to a complete stop.

"It's going to take more than that to hurt me, dragon!" Claudia boomed.

The wound Petyr had inflicted on Maelstrom was beginning to heal. Blood stopped pouring and instead congealed into a tough outer scab, quickly hardening into dull gold scales. Kanae shot Edina a look, and the necromancer returned a nod.

"Petyr, Edina and I will follow you up!" Kanae shouted.

Without needing any other instruction, Petyr ran down to Maelstrom's hind legs. Edina's swarm of undead and Hilde's mass of dire beasts distracted the dragon by mauling him at the same time. Amethyst Hall went from a small cell to an army in a matter of seconds.

A smite to one knee, and the high elven paladin brought the dragon to the ground. Kanae and Edina casted Necrotizing Touch on his wounds, making the festering injuries unable to heal. Enraged, Maelstrom sweeped his tail across the cavern. That single strike destroyed scores of undead.

Kanae whistled for everyone to back away, then incanted one of her newly-obtained spells.

"Hailstorm!" Kanae cracked her whip on the ground.

Giant shards of ice coalesced above the dragon and showered him in a sleet of bludgeoning hail.

"You're not the only one who can play with magic!" Maelstrom bellowed.

Beyond the mist of frost, the dragon had picked up what appeared to be a giant magical staff in his foretalon. One end was tipped with a glowing crystal. He fired a spell high into the cavern ceiling, which split into hundreds of smaller homing bolts.

Kanae was about to cast Reflective Ward on herself until she remembered that the others were vulnerable. Her subordinates— except Claudia, who welcomed the spellfire with open arms and a happy smile— took cover or protected themselves in their own way.

Instead of casting Reflective Ward, Kanae stored the spell into Doom & Gloom. Doom temporarily held the spell and activated from Gloom, allowing Reflective Ward to cast on everyone in an area and shielding them in a shiney bubble.

Dozens of magical bolts pounded into their Reflective Ward's shield. Each hit cracked the barriers like glass breaking. When the barrage ended, everyone emerged unhurt.

"Awww, seriously! You couldn't have left me out of it?" Claudia pouted.

"Sister, we're trying to defeat a dragon. Not get you off!" Hilde retorted.

"Hrm. What kind of succubus are you to possess a spellbook's worth of spells?" Maelstrom growled.

"I have more where that came from, but first— Alicia, now!" Kanae raised her left arm to give the signal.

The rogue succubus' invisibility wore off when she plunged a knife drenched with poison into the back of Maelstrom's neck. Infuriated, he thrashed around to fling her off. Alicia went flying, but Claudia caught her before she smashed into the cavern wall.

Maelstrom was beginning to look woozy. Kanae lifted her right arm to give the next signal. Tess and Thume raced out from cover with heavy rope. Kanae caught the rope and entered Magical Stealth. She flew up to his neck to lasso it around him. Beating wings kicked up gale winds and nearly blew everyone away, but Edina's two undead dragons latched onto his back to keep him still.

With the rope collared around the ancient dragon's neck, Titan and Glory, who the other end of the rope was attached to, pulled hard in the other direction. Maelstrom collapsed completely to the ground on his back. The weight of his fall almost knocked a few people over.

Now, it was Kanae's turn. She imbibed Aisha's potion. Very quickly, she began to grow larger and larger. Her enchanted equipment did, too, in order to accommodate her size since they were attuned. However, just like in the aptitude test, the dragon was still much bigger than her. Maelstrom, even more so given his ancient status.

"What are you planning, succubus?" Maelstrom glared as Kanae loomed over him. "Dragons have resistance to poisons and toxins. Whatever that rogue stabbed me with won't last very long. Soon, my strength will return and— Hey, stop that!"

Kanae found where the dragon's genitals were. She had encountered enough to become intimately familiar. The soft underbelly scales couldn't be as tough as the rest. Just the simple act of casting Turn Horny around that area coaxed his draconic double-dick out.

"Okay, I'm out of here." Exasperated, Petyr threw her hands in the air and spun around to leave the cavern.

It didn't take a lot of stimulation to get Maelstrom erect. The dragon likely didn't see a lot of action during his years and was pent-up. Fortunately for both of them, Kanae was just big enough to give him a boobjob.

Below, the succubi were hooting and hollering. Titan, Glory, Tess, and Thume continued to hold the rope tightly. Edina's death knights and undead dragons pinned Maelstrom firmly to the ground.

Kanae sandwiched both of the dragon's dicks between her breasts. His struggles quickly waned as she repeatedly pumped it. The fiery hot cocks were just a shy larger than her in height. She had to hug them with her arms in order to get a good hold. Tongue on the shaft, she squatted all the way down and back up to lick the length of it.

"This feeling… something is… something…!" Maelstrom groaned, and his entire body trembled with the force of an earthquake.

The throbbing dicks fired white hot cum like a geyser. So strong was the dragon's ejaculation that it hit the ceiling and rained jizz all over the place. Maelstrom, both body and cocks, went limp.

[Congratulations! You are now level 275!]

Kanae would have reacted to the incredible jump in levels, but she was once again drenched from head to toe in spunk.

"Did ya do it?" Tess hollered from afar, still holding the rope taut.

"Blegh… Yep." Kanae gave a thumbs up.

Without a doubt, Maelstrom was still very much alive. Thankfully, Boobjob Proficiency was too intense for even an ancient dragon to resist. But 15 level jump? Talk about a lot of experience.

The second Kanae slid off the dragon, Thume came running up to her.

"Thume smash giant female!" Thume exclaimed.

No sooner than Kanae had touched the ground, an ogre's cock plunged into her pussy. Despite dwarfing him, she seemed to fit him quite well. Now, their size difference looks like a goblin trying to screw a large draph woman.

"Okay, slow down! The dragon isn't dead yet, and we—" Kanae fell backwards when Maelstrom rose into an upright sitting position.

Thume was still fucking Kanae in spite of this. The rest of her hall tightened their grips on their weapons.

"I yield," Maelstrom announced. "I will abandon my ambition to conquer this world. Instead, a new goal has revealed itself to me."

"And… what exactly is your new goal?" Kanae asked tensely.

The dragon pointed a finger right at her. "I wish for you to bear my spawn, succubus. That way, I will leave behind a legacy. To that end, I ask that you find a way to make me smaller or you larger so that we may mate."

Impregnated by a dragon again? Kanae considered it for less than a second and agreed.

"Hey, hey, hey! I was promised an ancient undead dragon. We're not going to kill him now?" Edina frowned.

"Damn it, Edina! We just resolved this peacefully!" Kanae groaned.

"Hm. When a dragon reaches ancient status, they do not live for much longer. Our race reaches its pinnacle and stays for only a few more years, which was why my urge to conquer this world was so great. Tell you what, tiny one. When I inevitably pass, you may raise my corpse. Life as a dracolich may be an interesting one," Maelstrom said thoughtfully.

"Oh, shit? Ain't that nice of you! You got yourself a deal." Edina flew up to shake the dragon's talon, but she was only large enough to hold the tip of a single claw.

Great. Kanae was hoping Edina wouldn't get to raise an ancient undead dragon. Well, at least they had a few more years until then.

"You hear that, Aisha? I'm going to need you to make a potion to shrink Maelstrom, and another Potion of Gigantism for me," Kanae shouted to the outcrop.

"Fine. But I'm not accompanying you next time to watch you get fucked." Aisha sighed.

The others practically had to wrench Thume away from Kanae. He only settled down after promising they could continue back at Lograin.

Kanae couldn't help but feel that Maelstrom went easy on them. After all, he never once decided to fly. That would have made the fight a lot harder. Maybe he wanted the company all along, after so many years hibernating and being alone.

As they were getting ready to leave, a heavy rumble from the dragon clearing his throat stopped them.

"Now that that's over with… How long is your Necrotizing Touch going to last? You busted my kneecaps and prevented my natural regeneration from healing. I'm in agony! This must be cruel and unusual even by your races' standards!" Maelstrom complained.

"Uhh… Yeah… You should be fine… soon!" Edina exclaimed, then urged everyone to hurry out.

"Hey, get back here!" the dragon roared.

They returned to Lograin in the evening. Kanae and Alicia ordered Amethyst Hall to break. Their task here was complete, and the dragon was no longer a threat. Hopefully. The rest of their time in the City of Sin and Piety was free until they returned to Radevic.

For now, the two commanders of Amethyst Hall visited Mayor Mallory to report what happened.

"Let me get this straight," the lupine beastman began after a deep breath, "you defeated the dragon by giving him a boobjob? No wonder you're named the Streaking Dragonslayer."

"Well, when you put it like that, it doesn't sound like I did much. I promise you, we fought long and hard!" Kanae insisted.

"I'm sure it must have been really long and hard… At any rate, you did the city of Lograin a great service. We were worried the dragon might set his eyes on us soon, and those concerns weren't unfounded. I presume you truly intend to… bear an ancient dragon's spawn?" Mallory asked.

"Leave it to Knight-Commander Amethyst. She fornicates with the most exotic of creatures, and does so with the utmost enthusiasm." Alicia patted Kanae's back.

"Thanks for the vote of confidence," she murmured.


Chapter 18

The morning after defeating Maelstrom was quiet. No retaliation from the ancient dragon. No world-shattering prophecy delivered to Kanae's feet. Only the bubbling and steaming sounds of alchemy in action. Aisha moved like a well-oiled machine from counter to counter, adjusting valves, stirring the cauldron, and making minute measurements between beakers.

Kanae tried to make sense of what the hobgoblin alchemist was doing, but she couldn't. People like Aisha, Rosaline, and Mikki were cut from a different cloth. Hard working and talented, they walked the path of great alchemists like Elizabeth Bedlam. Who knows, one day, each of them would reach their own magnum opus.

"So… Is it done yet?" Kanae asked, hovering behind the hobgoblin.

"For the thousandth time, no!" Aisha whirled around. "And it won't be done any faster with you pestering me all morning. Kanae, I know you want to fuck a dragon, but please… Keep it in your cunt for a little while longer!"

"Nnh. Sorry…" She settled down into her seat in shame.

The urge to breed again was great. Kanae already had two blue drakes roaming the Commonwealth of Sin, slowly growing at their own pace after Versatile Womb's accelerated growth slowed down. The last time she had seen them, they were young adolescents, likely large enough to be ridden on their backs. It would be a while before either of them became full-fledged dragons. Producing more, like those from an ancient gold dragon could only be even stronger.

"Why don't you go to the brothels? Hells, pay Thume or Titan a visit. Anywhere but here, where you're delaying me more than anything." Aisha groaned.

"I let them fuck me sore last night as thanks for helping in the fight. You can't reward them too much, or they start expecting it everywhere. Not that… they aren't already expecting that. Anyway, I gave Hilde permission to get some rounds in with Titan today. She wanted a couple of dreadmourns herself," Kanae explained.

"Seriously, I didn't need to know that. Just be anywhere but here!" the hob growled.

Kanae put her hands up and figured Aisha was right. Her being here was just a distraction, especially since she wasn't an alchemist that could help. She ascended the stairs onto the atelier's main floor. The old human alchemist, who owned this place and was kind enough to lend his laboratory to Aisha, glanced up from his tome for a moment before returning to it.

The influence that came with being a Knight of the Order of Colors was great. Greater now that Grand Eye Analise elevated them to be knights that commanded their own orders. All Kanae had to do was reveal her identity, and people were willing to bend over backwards to serve.

When Kanae exited the atelier, the morning sun warmed her right up. With free time afforded to them, everyone was all over the city. She visited her Eminence of Sin church to check in if the sisters were still around. Unfortunately, High Priestess Eldora informed her that they had left very early in the morning.

"Oh, god… I hope they were fooling around in the Carnal District and not in the religious ward." Kanae prayed to the Many, only to feel an unexpected divine presence.

"Hey, Kanae! It's me, Threcia. You called?" Demigoddess Threcia answered her prayer.

"Are you really allowed to just make contact with mortals willy-nilly?" she asked.

Boisterous laughter filled Kanae's mind.

"What kind of world did you come from? One where your gods are silent? Anyway, I heard you calling. Wanted to see what's up and ask how Arenade's doing?" Threcia asked.

"Arenade is probably living up the luxurious life in Radevic. Actually, since you're tapping in, maybe you can answer my prayers. Can you use your omniscience to check where Claudia, Hilde, and Alicia are?" Kanae hoped she wasn't asking too much from a divine entity.

"Normally, a plea like that will cost you an hours-long praying sesh. Keep this solid between me and you, or the Supreme One's going to punish my tail. I can only tell you where Claudia is, because she's at a church right now. More specifically, at the Cathedral of One," the demigoddess explained.

Kanae froze.

Oh, no. What was that succubus doing over there? Claudia better not be harassing the clergy. Kanae thanked Threcia and promised to offer some tithe over at the Church of Many later. She flew at breakneck speeds for the megachurch dedicated to the Supreme One.

Things were suspiciously quiet. Visiting parishioners mosied on up the steps to enter the enormous church. Kanae passed by a statue of the Supreme One and apologized ahead of time, in case Claudia was up to no good.

The last time Kanae had entered the Cathedral of One was so long ago. She had infiltrated this place to find her kidnapped daughter, Teana. It was also here, where she charmed Tabitha and Meidina, both of whom eventually converted to the Eminence of Sin. And Arenade… Arenade was going through some things at the time but had since matured for the better. With any luck, the clergy had forgiven Kanae for what happened.

Inside, there was no sermon going on, but several priests were administering healing magic to the injured and leading group prayers. A high elven man Kanae wasn't familiar with dressed in the cloth reminded her of an old nemesis, Bishop Rudo. However, he wasn't the same elf.

"Oh, by the Supreme One's shining rear… Another succubus?" The high elven man adjusted his glasses and sighed.

"I'm not here to make trouble, but it sounds like you do have a succubus giving you trouble. Did one come by? Because I'm here to fetch her. Her name is Claudia. Blonde hair, red-skin, and dressed like a dominatrix," Kanae said, describing the former Mistress of Pain's signature appearance.

"Hmmm. Perhaps I judged you too quickly. Yes, a succubus named Claudia is here. My name is Bishop Lorus. I have been appointed here since former Bishop Rudo's untimely departure. You are?" The new bishop of Lograin's Cathedral of One bowed low.

Lorus was a high elf of shoulder-length blonde hair. A small pair of glasses rested on his pointy nose. The bishop's regalia was one size too large on him though. He looked more scholarly than clergy.

"Knight of Amethyst and Queen of the Commonwealth." Kanae curtsied, but Bishop Lorus' eyes went wide and his mouth agape.

Some of the other priests close enough to hear Kanae's introductions also stopped praying. They stared at her with a mixture of fear and apprehension. It only hit her a second later that the war was still fresh in everyone's mind of course, and the clergy's leadership in this church likely came directly from the Empire of Ortesia. Not to mention, they were looking at the succubus who defeated them.

"Uh. For the record, my beef was with Ortesia and not with anyone here." Kanae assuaged their concerns.

"Oh, thank goodness. Claudia is in the penance chamber behind the cathedral, past the courtyard. Just get your companion and leave," Bishop Lorus pleaded.

Kanae scampered off with their glares burning into her back. Good to know tensions with Ortesians were still hotter than coals. She emerged from the cathedral to the back courtyard. The sight of the dormitories was nostalgic. Even the shed where Bishop Rudo had caged Teana was still around. The upper floor of the dormitory, where the bishop's office was behind a large stained glass window, had since been fixed after Arenade punched a hole through it.

When Kanae turned the corner in search of the penance chamber, a high elven sister bumped into her.

"Oof! My apologies, I—" The sister dropped her things and took off running. "Not another succubus!"

"Wait, I'm looking for the penance chamber! Can you tell me where to find it?" Kanae shouted.

"Follow the main footpath until you hit a fork and take a left!" she exclaimed without so much as slowing down.

Kanae did as instructed and came upon a small chapel-like building. There were other sisters outside, peering in. She drew closer to see what they were looking at. Too many heads blocked the way.

"What are you all staring at?" Kanae asked.

The gaggle of nuns and priests jumped with a start, then bolted in every direction. At least no one was blocking the way anymore. Kanae saw now that Claudia was inside and on her knees. Several priests were putting all their strength into flogging her. Not with a whip and leather straps though, but with flanged maces.

"Harder, you limpy-armed bitches! You call that a hit? How am I supposed to get off to that?" Claudia taunted.

"We're not trying to get you off, succubus!" one priest groaned.

"Get out of here already!" another yelled.

"Claudia, just what are you doing?" Kanae asked, entering the penance chamber.

All of the priests spun to face her. They were armed to the teeth. These weren't just clergy of the cloth. They were warrior priests, the same ones Kanae had fought before and were now brandishing their weapons at her.

"It's that damnable succubus! Are you here to harass us, too?" an older elven man growled.

"I was here to get that succubus off your hands, but now I'm having second thoughts!" Kanae fired back.

"Oh, Kanae! You want to get in on this? They infuse their weapon attacks with a holy enchantment. It tingles a little. Feels like a massage actually but doesn't really hurt," Claudia explained.

"No, I think I'm good… Aren't there better ways for you to get hurt? Like pissing off Petyr?" she suggested.

The paladin was taking it easy at Dead Man's Gamble. Since she couldn't show her face around, there weren't many places for her to go.

Claudia rose to her feet, causing the warrior priests to back away out of fright. She flexed her back and shoulders, stretched both arms over her head, and let out an unsatisfied yawn. The succubus flew over to Kanae, more spry than a newborn deer.

"I've been trying to expand my repertoire of inflicting pain. The Supreme One's faithful are a bust. They aren't creative at all! I mean, hitting with a mace? That's it? Come on! Where are the spikes? The acid? The sacred magic spells!" Claudia threw her hands in the air, and the warrior priests folded their arms at her.

"Take your sex stuff elsewhere!" A warrior priest chucked his mace, but Claudia caught the weapon by the head and crushed it into pieces of iron.

Kanae and Claudia, although still having plenty of energy to bother the Cathedral of One clergy, flew from the courtyard to the safety of the skies. Too bad the succubus had other plans.

"Alrighty. Taking the Cathedral of One off the list. I'm going to see how the Church of Many deals with sinners and miscreants," Claudia said.

"Just don't make too much trouble. Also, take this and offer them to Demigoddess Threcia." Kanae plopped down a few coins of gold into her hand. "Before you leave though, do you know where Alicia is? I haven't seen her all morning."

"Alicia mentioned something about shopping. Check the marketplace maybe?" she suggested.

Kanae headed to the busy market square of Lograin, which didn't narrow things down at all. The city had many dedicated shopping areas. Some large, some tucked away and hidden in lesser traveled parts.

For a rogue like Alicia, she could be anywhere. Fortunately, Kanae's keen eye spotted odd movements on a crowded street filled with vendors and merchants. People practically walked shoulder to shoulder. One stall in particular was selling a crispy, sugary bite-sized bread treat. While the merchant conducted business, he didn't see a skewer of morsels seemingly levitating away.

"What the… hey!" When he finally noticed, it was too late.

The invisible thief escaped with the prize and hid behind an alleyway. Kanae landed in after it. A sweet smell wafted out from behind a stack of empty crates, followed by the crunching sound of someone feasting heartily.

Kanae still had Magical Stealth for a few more hours and went invisible. She tiptoed over to find Alicia sitting on a crate, cheeks speckled with sugar and honey, and eagerly stuffing her mouth with the stolen goods. The culprit was about to toss the last piece down her gullet until Kanae snatched it away.

"Who's there?" Alicia drew a knife.

"So, the Mistress of Pain has an uncontrollable sweet tooth?" Kanae dropped Magical Stealth and devoured the crunchy treat.

"Kanae!" She gasped, then quickly brushed her cheeks to appear somewhat presentable. "You… saw me, didn't you?"

Kanae nodded and stifled a laugh.

"I wanted to purchase something to eat, but realized I didn't have any currency," Alicia confessed.

"And because you couldn't help yourself, you decided to steal instead? You could have asked me. I'd be more than happy to buy you something to eat. Let's go. I'll treat you," Kanae said, offering her a hand.

As soon as Alicia took it, Kanae pulled her out of the alley and into the streets. She returned to the same vendor, who was rubbing the back of his head in confusion over what just happened. Kanae ordered a batch for each of them and paid the man a little extra, unbeknownst to him that she was making up for Alicia's robbery earlier.

They ate together underneath the shade of a tree. Kanae couldn't help but watch Alicia eat, who squealed and sighed with delight after every bite. When she finally noticed her stares, the succubus pouted.

"Why are you looking at me so intently?" Alicia squinted.

"I just thought you looked like a kid eating that." Kanae giggled into the back of her hand.

"I haven't had any sweets in so long. Trapped underneath that temple afforded me no opportunity after all. I won't take for granted the simple pleasures in life, now that it's within my grasp again. Which is why… are you going to eat that? You did take my other piece, remember?" She pointed to the last one on Kanae's skewer.

Without even waiting for an answer, Alicia clamped her lips over it and smirked.

Kanae didn't mind one bit. Just sitting with Alicia, watching citizens pass left and right, and eating together was pleasant. The pair spent the better part of the afternoon sampling the culinary delights of Lograin's street food. Afterwards, Kanae pulled Alicia along to enjoy the finer things she missed out on all these years.

They took a dip at Dreizel's Bath House Wonderland until their fingers pruned up. While strolling through a park, they charmed a couple of squirrels into dancing for them. Kanae treated her to eat at a rather expensive restaurant which usually served the nobility and upper classes. The two even picked up a quest at the adventurers hall to slay a rampaging monster some ways away from the city.

Sitting on the corpse of their slain quarry, they watched the sun set over the jagged mountains where Maelstrom lived within his cave. Alicia scooted closer and rested her head on Kanae's shoulder. Their hands clasped together. Her eyelids were getting heavy, and she struggled to stay awake.

"The temple was always so cold…" Alicia murmured as she slowly drifted to sleep. "But you… you're warm…"

Kanae smiled and squeezed Alicia's hand a little tighter. She stayed there for a while longer. As night drew across the horizon, Kanae picked Alicia up onto her back and flew back to Lograin.


Chapter 19

Late afternoon the next day, Kanae and Alicia visited the atelier to check in on Aisha's progress. The hobgoblin was resting when they arrived, seated in front of an inert alchemy cauldron and eating the leg of some roasted animal. She devoured the meal in seconds, licked her fingers clean, and then beckoned them over to a table.

Only two potions were on the rack. One had dark brown liquid that Kanae recognized as a Potion of Gigantism.

"Alright, Kanae. A potion to make you large, and another potion to make the dragon smaller. I'd ask if you're serious about going through with fucking a dragon, but I've seen you fuck briar boars with a degenerate smile on your face," Aisha said, shoving both vials into her hands.

Kanae lifted them up to her face. They were labeled to avoid the possibility of confusing them. Ideally, these should equalize her and Maelstrom's sizes to 'mateable' proportions. Hopefully.

"Thanks, Aisha. I'll name my third-born dragon after you," Kanae said teasingly.

"Not the kind of honor I want." Aisha rolled her eyes.

"You birthed two dragons before?" Alicia squinted in disbelief.

"Yeah!" She nodded. "It was in Demigod Marrowyn's Rift. I mated with a blue dragon and gave birth to two. My babies are somewhere in the Commonwealth. Beats me where exactly they are now."

Alicia continued staring. There was a glint of judgment and aroused fascination in her gaze that was making Kanae hot just standing around.

"You and Hilde have peculiar tastes, but I suppose that is also where your strengths lie." Alicia grinned.

"Don't encourage the slut. So, when are you headed out? Not that I care to witness it," Aisha said.

"I'll go right away. I don't want to keep an ancient dragon waiting. I also have the Kh'shanti seed back in Radevic that needs addressing," Kanae explained.

On the way out, Aisha announced her intentions to return to the Eminence of Sin church and wait there. She had no more need to stay in the atelier after brewing those two potions. It wasn't going to be much longer before they left Lograin anyway.

Kanae had no plans to return to the dragon's lair without any safeguards though. Such long-lived behemoths could easily renege on their deals with races they deemed inferior. Or, maybe Kanae read too much fiction back on Earth.

The paladin, Petyr, would have made for a good choice to bring along… but if Maelstrom went through with the arrangement, that meant forcing her to stick around. She wasn't going to agree to that.

Instead, Kanae dropped by the municipal stables jointly run by Lograin, the Church of Many, and Rown Company. The City of Sin and Piety received a lot of foot traffic by way of burden beasts, even more so now that the war was over, and travel between the Commonwealth and the southern city-states flowed freely again. As a result, an effort was made to accommodate many passing livestock.

They landed in front of the stables in east Lograin just shy after peak traffic hours. It was much larger than Aidenhall's stable. The place looked like a warehouse. But instead of cargo, only vehicles and beasts of burden were stored here. Those same beasts greedily drank from the water troughs. Clergy of the Many moved from stall to stall to fill up feeders for the hungry after a long day of traveling.

The clergy avoided one stall in particular. Kanae and Alicia walked up to the door that had been left slightly ajar. Inside, Hilde was in the middle of combing a dreadmourn foal's mane. Titan, the proud father of his resurrected species, was lying on a bed of straw.

"Ah, greetings Kanae. Sister, too. My birthing of a dreadmourn was successful. Titan was very cooperative. I have named this one Midnight. She is a very sweet girl." Hilde smiled at the demon horse.

"I'm about to leave for Maelstrom's lair." Kanae whistled, urging Titan to his feet. She threw a saddle on his back. "You want to come with and make some dragons, too?"

"Hoh? I wouldn't say no, but I see you only have a single Potion of Gigantism. You go ahead and enjoy yourself," she insisted.

Kanae and Alicia flew onto Titan, then moseyed out of the stables. The dreadmourn launched into the sky after a mighty beat of his wings. Edina was waiting outside of the city, already on her undead dragon and ready to leave.

Together, they soared back to the lair in the distant mountains. Night had fallen by the time they arrived. Countless stars blinked down at them, only to vanish as they entered the mountainous cavern. Inside, the flood of moonlight peering through fissures in the ceiling lit the way.

Maelstrom, the ancient gold dragon, lifted his head at their approach. Meanwhile, Kanae's pussy was getting wetter with each step.

"The fertile womb is here at last!" Maelstrom bellowed.

"As much as I like the stank of sex, too, I'm gonna wait outside. Maybe find another pile of dragon bones to dig up. Holler when you're done!" Edina spun around and skipped out.

"I will stay to bear witness to Kanae's depravity," Alicia said.

Titan stayed, too.

Piece after piece, Kanae stripped down until she was down to her birthday suit. The sight of her bare body turned Titan on. His erect cock throbbed intensely, but he was going to have to wait tonight. She had a date with a double-dicked mountain of a dragon.

Kanae tipped the contents of the Potion of Gigantism into her mouth. She began to grow in size, but Maelstrom was still a lot bigger. Even while resting on the ground, he still dwarfed her.

"This potion is for you to make you smaller," Kanae said, holding out her palm which held an extremely tiny potion by comparison.

The dragon's eyes glowed briefly. Faint magical outlines encircled the potion, and it lifted from Kanae's hand. Telepathic magic popped open the cork, compelling the liquid out and into his jaws.

"Hm. Citrussy." Maelstrom licked his fangs before the potion's effect took hold.

Kanae stepped back as the dragon shrunk. It was working. However, not as effectively as she had hoped. Maelstrom did indeed become smaller, but he remained three times larger than her.

At a rough estimate, Kanae believed she was around fifteen to twenty feet tall. Maelstrom, on the other hand, had to be between forty and sixty.

"What do you think, Kanae? Can you still take it?" Alicia hollered from below.

"I-I don't know. But it's not like we can go back to Lograin to ask Aisha for more," Kanae said.

It was taking Alicia a lot of effort to pull on Titan's reins. The dreadmourn was getting horny. If Kanae put the Cock Ring of Hardening on him, she might be able to take his empowered dick comfortably like this without needing to toggle on Masochism.

"Enough delay. I will have my progeny!" Maelstrom exclaimed and pounced on Kanae from behind, pinning her to the hard ground with his entire weight. When she glanced back, two large dicks sprung out from the soft scales of his underbelly. Both were connected at the very base and forked into bright red rods of meat.

In her excitement, Kanae switched on Versatile Womb. She salivated from both ends, her pussy and mouth. The urge to breed and be impregnated by something… anything became an overwhelming, uncontrollable urge.

"Give it to me! I want your dragon dicks!" Kanae panted heavily.

Maelstrom thrusted his hips forward, and the one going into her pussy entered effortlessly. The second dick pressed against her ass with some resistance. Kanae bit down on her lower lip. She shuddered as the massive pole plunged deep, settling right up to the entrance of her womb.

"Aahhhhh!" Kanae balled up her hands into fists and moaned loud.

Alicia winced. She squeezed her ears shut, inadvertently letting go of Titan's reins. Kanae glanced up in time to find him joining to make it a threesome, shoving his dick into her gaping mouth.

The entire cavern shook and rumbled. Maelstrom's thrusts were powerful enough to cause the earth to tremble. Soon, the repeated prodding from his other dick finally made it through. Kanae felt her ass light on fire as the dragon's thick member pushed all the way in.

Pleasure nipped at every fiber of Kanae's body. Her eyes rolled back. Titan's dick between her lips and two of a dragon's in both her rear holes, she was reaching new heights of ecstasy.

"Mmmh! Mmmph… Sho… good… I'm going… to cum… sho hard!" Kanae cried deliriously.

"Nngh… A succubus' womb, what a worthy cradle for my offspring! You will make a fine seedbed. Now take my fertile seed and produce a strong drake for me!" Maelstrom boomed.

"Yesh! Yesssshhh! Pour your strong dragon spunk into my ass and pussy! I want as much of it in my womb as possible! I'll have your babies! I'll have them all— aaaaahhhhhh!" Kanae let herself be consumed by pleasure.

Their hips clapped louder and louder until they were like the crack of thunder.

PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP!

Maelstrom picked up the pace, pounding Kanae with such force that they cratered the ground beneath her hips. Rock formations on the ceiling broke loose and collapsed around them. Alicia had to take cover for safety.

"I'm cuuummiiiinnng!" Kanae screamed.

Titan ejaculated first, pouring thick loads of dreadmourn spunk down her throat. She was able to swallow it all at this size. Maelstrom came next. His dragon cocks flooded her ass and womb with virile seed… and he just continued climaxing. There was so much, Kanae's womb ballooned up with it all.

Both the dreadmourn and the dragon pulled out, leaving Kanae twitching on the ground. Their spunk leaked out from every hole she had.

"Well, have you been impregnated?" Alicia walked up to Kanae's head and asked.

"I think—" Kanae jolted to a pressure building inside her. "The answer is yes… huh?"

During that exchange, Titan had wandered behind Kanae and tried to mount her. She shooed him away with her foot and sat up against the cavern wall, both legs spread. Her previously flat and slight pudgy abdomen from having a matronly figure now swelled in size.

The last time Kanae gave birth to dragons, they were eggs, and she hadn't drunk a Potion of Gigantism. Would things be different, considering her increase in size? She was about to find out.

"Do you need help, Knight-Commander?" Alicia asked, strolling right up to her inner thighs.

"I wouldn't stand there if I were—" Contractions made Kanae tense up, and consequently squirting a massive load of cum from her pussy that drenched her Vice-Captain.

"Peh… I'll stand over there then…" She brushed the spunk from her eyes and walked off.

Kanae wanted to apologize, but the labor contractions robbed her breath. The egg was coming. Maelstrom drew near. Maybe it was out of instinct, but he licked her pussy repeatedly. Kanae arched her back from the sensation of his scalding tongue. It helped. Her body shuddered in pleasure from both the cunnilingus and birth.

A rigged shell was beginning to crown. Gold scales coated the egg. Kanae pushed harder, only to climax as the egg came out with a pop. It rolled to a stop against Maelstrom's foretalon.

"Just one? Is there more?" Maelstrom asked.

"Let me see… hnngh!" Kanae succeeded only in squeezing out some more spunk, so she shook her head.

It seemed Maelstrom would have to settle on having a single offspring.

Compelled by being birthed under the effects of Versatile Womb, the golden dragon egg grew in size. Its shell cracked and fissured. A snout punched through and squawked, then retreated back inside. Not a second later, the infant dragon broke through the egg completely and tumbled to the ground. Its scales were much lighter, but just as brilliant gold as the paternal parent.

"Ahh. My very own progeny!" Maelstrom lowered his massive head to nudge the young dragon, and it responded in kind.

"Okay, we had a deal. You promise not to go through with any plans to conquer the continent and leave Lograin alone?" Kanae asked to be sure.

"Indeed. You have the word of Maelstrom. I will be too busy nursing my spawn to attack anything anyway. Although, I may steal a few goats and cows from nearby farms," he said thoughtfully.

Kanae glared.

"Oh, have it your way. Our meals shall only be that of dire beasts. Now, be on your way. Tell that necromancer she may have my corpse once I have passed," Maelstrom added.

A twang of heartache pinched Kanae's chest that she didn't get to bond with her newborn dragon. As she turned to leave, the infant beast trotted up to her. It butted its head against her leg and squawked. Kanae reached down to pat its head, between where two horns were slowly growing out.

"When you're grown enough to leave the den, you have two siblings in the north. Go find them, alright?" Kanae cooed.

Dragons were intelligent creatures. The baby, though born only minutes ago, seemed to understand and trotted back to the safety of Maelstrom's wing.

"One more thing. You have done me a great service, Kanae Toyomi. Take this. It should fetch you a high price. Or serve as good material in making a fine piece of equipment." Maelstrom ripped the most brilliant dragon scale off his own back and handed it to her.

The glinting piece was about the size and shape of a large kite shield. Latent magic coursed through it. Kanae nodded to Maelstrom in thanks, then followed Alicia and Titan out of the cavern.


Chapter 20

Fortunately, the Potion of Gigantism wore off as they neared Lograin. Kanae didn't want to panic the citizens with the sight of an enormous, naked succubus flying into the city. She found a brook to bathe in and wash off all the spunk. As the party flew closer, Kanae spotted an unusually well-equipped group heading into Lograin from the southern entrance. They donned striking silver plates.

"You guys go on ahead. I'm going to take a detour!" Kanae veered off amidst Alicia's protest, but the succubus relented and led Titan towards the stable.

Edina bid goodbye as she swung her undead dragon north to the Carnal District, presumably for Dead Man's Gamble. As Kanae descended, the people below became more recognizable as suspected.

"Esta! I thought I recognized your order halls' armor!" Kanae saw the drakeling mother and daughter, who was clinging to her back, waving.

A unit of six Silver Hall infantrymen marched behind them. They wore full suits of armor, and their cuirasses displayed an upright broadsword with dragon horns as the coat of arms. A figure, shackled at the wrists and neck, walked alongside them. The individual's hood and cloak were shredded into tatters, revealing a defeated-looking human man with all manners of cuts, bruises, and a broken nose.

"Master!" Esta took off her helmet and flashed a big smile, then came running over. "I didn't expect you to be in Lograin. What brings you here?"

"Grand Eye Analise sent me to take care of a possible ancient dragon threat. The danger's over though, so nothing to worry about. Runald told me you came to deal with a dangerous spellbook, right? I see you brought Feraline along." Kanae ruffled the drakeling girl's fiery mane of hair.

"Feraline was instrumental in taking this fugitive down." She thumbed over to the man.

"I would have gotten away with it, too, if it weren't for that… feral, demonic child!" he cried.

Feraline snarled at the man, terrifying him back into silence. Esta whispered something to the knights behind her, and they pushed the battered captive towards the city.

"As it turned out, he was a fugitive who escaped Aidenhall when my mother broke prisoners out of the dungeons. You remember, right before she declared war on the Commonwealth. That man found his way into the vaults and stole this spellbook." Esta revealed from her bag a black, leather-bound tome that emanated with powerful magic. "It feels like even now, I'm making up for my mother's misdeeds…" She frowned, causing Feraline to tug on her horn in an attempt at comfort.

"You're not responsible for what Avaline did. As your master, I'm proud of you." Kanae balled up a fist and lightly beat Esta's chestplate. "So, how about we go eat? Feraline, are you hungry?"

"Big roast. Meat!" Feraline exclaimed in broken speech.

"I suppose we did work up an appetite." The drakeling knight placed a hand over her rumbling stomach.

Kanae took over in carrying Feraline, and the three of them walked into the city hand in hand to find a butchery.


Chapter 21

After spending the late afternoon with Esta and Feraline, Kanae set off into the evening with Amethyst Hall. They were bound for the finest restaurant in Lograin city. Unfortunately, Esta and her daughter couldn't stay long. She and Silver Hall, including Feraline, needed to return to Radevic, where they would vault the stolen grimoire and throw the thief back into prison. That left more food for everyone else. Only… Kanae's people were many and ravenous.

A Taste of the Woodlands was the name of the restaurant they had gone to. It was run by retired beastmen adventurers turned chefs, who applied their skills to hunt dire beasts and make meals out of. Even the restaurant looked like one giant log cabin. Vines stretched across the rafters and draped down like a jungle. Water ran from a little pond and snaked through the restaurant floor like a river. Harpy waiters flew overhead to bring food to tables, and with any luck, they might accidentally drop a free morsel or two for opportunistic patrons to snack on.

Kanae's table didn't need such luck. They occupied the largest table in the restaurant. It was furnished with food from end to end. No one ate more heartily than Thume, whose ogre appetite demanded that he shovel food into his mouth by the handfuls.

Meanwhile, Edina filled her squirreling cheeks with an assortment of honey roasted nuts from across the continent. Once they were at the point of bursting, she grabbed a bottle of wine to wash it down and proceeded to do it all over again.

The sisters, Claudia, Hilde, and Alicia, were having a party of their own. Claudia proved herself to be a party animal, having gone five steins of mead deep and was pestering Hilde to drink more. Too bad the former Mistress of Subjugation was a lightweight. She drank one glass of wine and started hiccupping constantly, slurring her speech, and wouldn't stop wobbling. It was cute though. Her hiccups were tiny squeaks, and she pressed a hand to her mouth every time it happened.

Whenever Claudia tried to get Alicia to drink, the latter succubus would use some sleight of hand Rogue skill to make the liquid disappear. Claudia was none the wiser.

As for Petyr, out of everyone here, she seemed to get along with Tess and Aisha the best. Probably because they weren't succubi, a mindless meathead monster, or some foul crowned class.

Even Titan, Glory, and Midnight were enjoying a nice meal outside the restaurant. Kanae made sure they received the highest quality meat and produce possible.

"So." Petyr turned to Kanae. "About that golden dragon scale. If you have no idea what you want to do with it, you should give it to me. I'll have the thing fashioned into a set of armor for myself."

"I'm not giving it to you… I'll probably bring it back to Rog and Lina to see what they can do with it. The scale has magic in it, too. Might be able to make a magical item out of it," Kanae explained.

She clicked her tongue. "We could have killed the dragon and taken all of his scales. Instead you decided to go and fuck it."

"I mean, did you expect anything else from our Slut-Commander?" Aisha nudged Petyr in the side and cackled.

Taken aback by the nickname, Kanae went red and pouted.

"The way I see it, we avoided what could've been a horrible fight. There's no way an ancient dragon is an easy creature to take down!" Kanae complained.

"Still, woulda been nice to throw down with y'all. Eating our fill's good enough for me though!" Tess grinned and stuffed a bowl of fresh salad down her throat.

"Don't worry. There's going to be plenty to do as long as you're with us." She nodded at the gaur.

The encounter turned out to be incredibly fruitful. Kanae permanently gained several new spells through [Feed the Queen]. Although she hadn't really used [Hailstorm], [Conjured Caltrops], or [Flash Heal] much, they should still be useful if it ever comes up. There was also the dragon she had birthed. That made three. When they finally grew up, the Commonwealth was going to have three grown dragons defending it.

After dinner, Kanae dropped by the Lograin Branch of the Eminence of Sin to say goodbye to High Priestess Eldora. They departed from Lograin by Rown Company carriages.

Groups formed right away. The three sisters entered one. Petyr, Aisha, and Tess hopped into another. Edina summoned her undead dragon. That quickly left Kanae and Thume in the last carriage.

"Uh, wait a minute. When did these arrangements get made?" Kanae asked nervously.

"Last night," Alicia said, popping her head out of the window. "Safe travels, Knight-Commander. We'll see you during a rest stop."

As their vehicles rolled off, Thume picked up Kanae and entered the last carriage. The moment they got inside, the ogre undressed to reveal a thick and throbbing cock.

"Just Thume and Kanae alone now. Time for baby-making sex as promised!" Thume exclaimed.

"I-I never promise you tha— aaaahh!"

For the week-long journey, Kanae and Thume spent it connected at the hips. They didn't even leave during a pit stop. Their carriage rocked violently all the way back, much to the driver's dismay and frustration. Thankfully for Rown Company, their carriage boasted a stronger frame and springs. The horny ogre's powerful Mating Press wasn't enough to break it.

When they finally arrived at Aidenhall, Kanae crawled out of the carriage naked and caked in Thume's spunk. Palace knights backed away and pinched their noses shut. Her behind was red on both cheeks from being pounded by the might of an ogre. Her hair was completely disheveled.

"Uh… K-Knight-Commander Amethyst?" A brave guard drew near intending to help her up until the ogre emerged from the carriage.

"Thume satisfied for now!" Thume pulled up his pants and walked off with a spring in his step.

"Leave her, new guy. That's normal for the Knight of Amethyst!" one of the senior guards shouted from afar.

"Nngh… I… I would still have liked… some help…" Kanae muttered from the ground, still twitching and unable to move.

A whinnying Titan trotted up to Kanae and nudged her.

It looked like the others had already left. Their carriages must have arrived a little earlier since they were nowhere to be seen. Kanae picked up her belongings and the giant golden scale, but the latter proved too heavy and cumbersome. She hailed the nearby guards who were present when her caravan arrived.

"You five, bring this up to the Amethyst Hall," Kanae ordered.

"Do we have to? It's covered in… ogre jizz." One of them gagged.

"Amethyst's orders!" She charmed the five to do it anyway, and they made their displeasure known with a disgusted expression despite being magically compelled to.

Kanae made a trip to the baths before anything else. The Grand Eye definitely wouldn't like taking a report from her covered in gunk. All this sex lately had been a lot of fun, but the messes that came with it were troublesome. To anyone other than a succubus, of course they would react with disgust.

While lounging in the warm waters of Aidenhall's bath house, a pair of lady knights entered. They bowed reverently to Kanae before descending in and making their way to a fountain. The two took turns helping to wash each other's backs.

"Oh, my gosh. Have I ever told you how much I love your hair? It's so dark and lush."

"Ugh. Speaking of my hair… you wouldn't believe what happened. I was on patrol when I ran into a cute knight from Silver Hall. Bird poop landed right on top of my head!"

"No!"

"Seriously. It was so embarrassing. I had to excuse myself and wash off, but I think I still have some stuck. Like, closer to my scalp."

"Lemme see. I can help."

Kanae watched as the elven woman cast a spell on her human counterpart. White sparks flew from her hands. It wasn't immediately clear what had happened, but the other girl beamed.

"Holy Supreme One!" The black-haired human gasped. "What did you just do? I don't feel the nasty crust of bird poop on my head anymore!"

"Hehe. That was Prestidigitation. I'm crowned a Thaumaturge, like Saint Priest Sheena Darrow! It can clean things up real good," she explained.

"That's it!" Kanae shot from the water and startled them.

During the wedding, Sheena had casted the same spell to tidy up Kanae's gown a little. In order to resolve having messy sex all the time, she needed to obtain Prestidigitation. However, it was a roll of the dice whether or not any of her Sisters of Sin might have the spell. If Skill Drain wasn't temporary, she could have picked it up from the elven knight.

Maybe Meidina knew someone…

Kanae apologized to the pair before leaving the bath squeaky clean. She traveled up to the Cathedral of Saint Rue in search of Grand Eye Analise to make a report. The religious leader wasn't at the pulpit today.

A few kind sisters pointed Kanae towards the Archbishop's quarters. Sure enough, Vestrid and Delayn were standing guard alongside Lady and Minestra across from them.

"Now this isn't a sight you see everyday," Kanae remarked about the group.

"Lord Charron and the Grand Eye are inside. Here to make your report on the dragon, Amethyst?" Vestrid asked.

"Yeah." She nodded. "Are they busy?"

"I doubt it. Those two are having us stand guard out here while they drink wine and bitch about Ortesia. They don't need us here for that!" Lady complained through clenched teeth.

Minestra suddenly leaned in to take a deep whiff of Kanae.

"What are you doing?" Kanae shrunk back.

"I wanted to get a good smell of you again. It's been so long since I've been by your side. Ahh… Your fresh scent comforts me and wets my loins." Minestra shuddered.

"Nasty… fucking… demons…" Delayn bit down on her lip so hard that she drew blood.

They stepped aside to let Kanae through. When she entered, Lord Charron and Grand Eye Analise were in the middle of ranting about the Empire of Ortesia. It was filled with so much vitriol, even the four guards poked their heads in with eyes wide.

"If Ortesia even thinks about setting foot within the city-states again, we should send a welcoming party. Carriages of dynamites disguised as wine. How does that sound?" Analise asked.

"A wonderful idea! I would suggest we do that, but with ships. Sail them into Crescent Harbor and utterly level their ports!" Lord Charron added with murderous intent.

The door quietly shut behind Kanae, and they finally took notice of her presence.

"Amethyst, you have returned! Pull up a seat," the Grand Eye insisted.

"I-I'll stand. Thank you! The two of you aren't seriously thinking of going to war with Ortesia, are you?" Kanae gulped.

"Artaggon eventually will. In time. Not that it's a secret. Radevic need not support me in such an invasion." Charron shrugged, doing little to abate her worries.

"Report, Amethyst. What transpired in Lograin with the dragon menace?" Analise asked.

Kanae explained all of the important bits from start to finish. Of course, she included how they went about resolving the dragon threat. She hid nothing. Even though the Grand Eye didn't cast a Zone of Absolute Truth, and although Kanae would have been immune to it thanks to Steel Mind, she answered everything truthfully.

"Why am I not surprised you laid with Maelstrom?" Grand Eye Analise put a hand to her face and sighed. "Well, what matters is that you and Amethyst Hall accomplished what you set out to do. I have nothing else that needs addressing. You may travel to Talahurah as you originally planned, but please don't stay there too long. Lord Charron, have you anything to tell Amethyst before either of you leave?"

"You're leaving already?" Kanae asked.

"Indeed. I've stayed longer than I hoped. Chances are, my lieutenants and I will be long gone by the time you return. I can't exactly leave Artaggon leaderless. I intend to restructure my armies. Worry not. We are firm allies now. On the matter of our other ally, however, the Demon Three's Alliance proved to just be the Demon Two's Alliance." Charron made it obvious he was referring to Queen-Mother Zariah.

The resurfaced succubi race certainly posed a problem, especially after centuries of people believing them to have been wiped out. Now, Kanae had legitimized them by giving the Queen-Mother her own country, Temptation.

Ortesia's leadership must not be happy about that. But they were the ones who forced Kanae's hand. Even though Zariah aided in repelling the Ortesian invasion, she and Ambrosia were clear that they weren't truly allies to the Commonwealth.

In many regards, the succubi were similar to high elves. Both believed themselves to be greater than the other races. But that was no way to live. So long as they thought that, Kanae was always going to regard them as her enemies. Lord Charron must be preparing for the eventuality that Queen-Mother Zariah would start making moves of her own again.

"We're lucky Temptation's being quiet for now, but I understand. If I don't see you when I get back, then safe travels!" Kanae extended a hand, and Charron shook it.

"Perhaps you will find time to one day visit Artaggon as guests, not invaders like you did before," Charron chided.

Kanae and Analise rubbed the back of their heads out of embarrassment.

The Grand Eye still had some things to discuss with Lord Charron about, so she let them be. Amethyst Hall was quiet when Kanae got back. Most had retreated to their rooms. The only ones out were Quartermaster Meidina and her Sisters of Sin taking inventory in the storeroom.

"Just the succubus I was looking for! Meidina, you were a high priestess for a while. Did you meet any Sisters of Sin who were crowned Thaumaturges?" Kanae asked.

"Thaumaturges?" The elf cocked her head.

"I, uh… need to meet one, for sanitary reasons…" she stammered.

"Hmmm. Oh! Didn't you mention you were going to Talahurah soon? I recall a sister at the Lograin Branch who cleaned using magic. She ended up moving to the Talahurah Branch some time ago. What was her name again? Nadia… Nai…" Meidina wondered thoughtfully.

At Talahurah? Perfect! It was a good chance to have another [Feed the Queen] orgy with the Sisters of Sin there anyway.

When Kanae glanced up intending to thank Meidina, she noticed the elven half-succubus backing away and staring past her. She spun around and came faced with Arenade.

"Arenade! Did you come to welcome me back with a kiss?" Kanae puckered her lips, only for her wife to pinch it shut with two fingers.

"Don't give me that! You encountered a GOLD dragon and didn't think to bring me along?" Arenade asked.

"But this was an Order of Colors matter… Also, we didn't know the dragon was gold until we saw it…" she replied through pinched lips.

The high elf recoiled like Kanae had insulted her. Arenade pulled her down to the smithy, where Rog and Lina were currently inspecting the giant golden scale.

"This pristine work of nature is begging me to wear it! Begging! Do you understand me? I can make myself a nice weapon. Maybe a golden sword… or a crown… Just think of the possibilities, Arenade!" Arenade told herself.

"I've never heard you talking in third person before. This is a new level of high elven haughtiness," Kanae joked.

"Listen, buster." She pressed a finger to Kanae's chest. "While you were away, I managed to make the Kh'shanti seed sprout. Juuust a little though. Giving me at least 80% of the dragon scale is the most I deserve."

"80% is ridic— Wait… You made it sprout?!"

Arenade led Kanae up to the Knight-Commander's bedchamber. Sitting in a spherical glass pot was the Kh'shanti seedling. It was only an inch tall and had all but a single leaf.

"I worked with that horny Saint Priest Lani and her living grimoire. We managed to get it to sprout by raising the concentration of mana in the potting soil. That thing's not out of the woods yet. We need to get to Talahurah where the concentration of mana is densest. Otherwise, it's going to starve. The seedling sucks out a lot of mana. I've been pouring mana potions into the soil, but even then that's barely enough to sustain the damn plant," Arenade explained.

"Arenade, you're amazing!" Kanae grabbed Arenade's face and kissed her deeply.

When they parted, Arenade was bright red with pride and slightly bashful.

"W-Well, of course. I'm always amazing!" Arenade puffed out her chest.

"What was that I heard about going to Talahurah? You're taking your best pal along, right?" Edina asked, letting herself into the room.

"You're always welcome to come along. I just figured you were busy making soul cairns in your room all day," Kanae said.

"Hehe. As it turns out, the next place I want to build a soul cairn is in Talahurah. All that mana makes it the perfect place. It's going to be like old times with just the three of us!" The squirreling threw her arms around Kanae and Arenade's shoulders.


Chapter 22

It took a day of getting ready before Kanae, Arenade, and Edina were ready to depart for Talahurah. As Knight of Amethyst, Kanae had to make extra sure her hall didn't implode while she was away. That called for a stern talking to so that everyone behaved and obeyed Vice-Captain Alicia.

Fortunately, after Kanae and Arenade had come back from their honeymoon with everything intact, it should be mostly fine. Petyr found a friend in Tess and Aisha, too. She wasn't as alone as before, and didn't just have Claudia teasing her for company.

By noon, Kanae had done all that she needed to do. The only thing left was to wait for Arenade and Edina, both of whom were making their own preparations. She descended to the smithy to check on Rog and Lina in the meantime.

"Rog, Lina! I'm coming in," Kanae announced on her way in, only to open the door to the sight of the orc blacksmith biting the golden dragon scale. "WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!"

"Good afternoon, Kanae! Don't worry about Rog. My darling is just doing his usual tests on new material before working on it." Lina smiled reassuringly, but Kanae was anything but reassured.

"There's a certain lamia alchemist who does the same thing, and I'm always worried… So, what did you learn from biting it?" she asked Rog.

"Scale tough. But Aidenhall gives strong tools. Rog make this work. What Kanae want to make?" Rog returned.

Good question. Kanae hadn't been sure herself ever since receiving the gift from Maelstrom. Every single piece of her equipment was more than good enough. She couldn't ask for better. Some of the jewelry trinkets on her were strong magical items, too.

Maybe Arenade and the others were right. This dragon scale could probably be used to forge equipment for someone else instead. Several someones, given its size. According to Rog's estimates, the single ancient scale could make an entire suit of plate armor, a couple of weapons, or a lot of jewelry.

"Hmm. You know what? The Commonwealth's sovereignties don't have crowns yet. How about two nice gold crowns for me and Arenade? Kanade's also been a little jealous of Suvee ever since Petyr gave her Shifting Steel. A nice shield for our golden Crusader should do. I'll leave their designs up to you." While Kanae was coming up with what to make out of the scale, Rog had his eyes on it as if carving pieces from imagination.

"Can do. Still half scale left. Anything else?" Rog asked.

"Honestly, let Petyr have the other half. That high elf's done a lot for me and Amethyst Hall. We might have been enemies, but I'm… and I can't believe I'm saying this… starting to see a friend in her," she explained.

"You are always a kind succubus." Lina giggled into the back of her hand.

Just as they were finishing up discussing the specifics, Quartermaster Meidina came to inform Kanae that Arenade had arrived. She headed to the teleportation chamber to find the high elf and squirreling waiting. They each carried knapsacks filled to the brim with gods know what.

The charmed high elven mage from House Viviren incanted the spell to activate the teleportation circle. Like a zipper, the space in front of them sliced open to form a portal. An ensuing burst of wind sent their cloaks aflutter.

Kanae, Arenade, and Edina stepped into the portal and emerged out the other end in the castle's portal room in Ehmvier city. A human maid sweeping the floor came into view from the open door and jumped.

"Goodness! Queen Kanae and Queen Arenade, you surprised me. Welcome back to Ehmvier." The maid bowed.

"We won't be here for long. We're leaving for Talahurah right away, but…" Arenade waltzed over to the door and dragged a finger across the knob, collecting a fine layer of dust. "Why is this place dustier than the Supreme One's scraggly beard?"

Flustered, the maid stammered to find an excuse.

Kanae butted in by hip-bumping her wife. "Ignore her. You take your time cleaning, okay? Before we leave though, I was hoping to check on Gretchen. Do you know if she dropped in?"

"Y-Yes! Inquisitor Gretchen is actually at the stables. She has been there since last night," the woman answered before going into overdrive to sweep the floors.

Another instance where Prestidigitation would be useful…

"The stables?" Edina coughed and waved a hand in front of her face. "You don't think…?"

"Not think. Know," Kanae said.

They descended to the castle's stables. It was mostly filled with languis, pegasi, and dreadmourns now. Most of which were birthed straight from Kanae's womb. After the war with the Empire of Ortesia, it had come to the attention of Manabe, the Commander of the Commonwealth's forces, that they were sorely lacking in mounts and didn't have a cavalry.

In the next wars— Supreme One forbid— the Commonwealth of Sin was going to be more than prepared. Still, the number of warbeasts paled in comparison to Aidenhall and likely Rotandrix's cavalry.

The three entered the stables in search of Gretchen. Imagine their surprise when the former archbishop was not only dressed and on her feet, but just brushing the mane of a dreadmourn.

"Ah. Queen Kanae, Queen Arenade, and High Priestess Edina. Have you come to— Why are you staring at me so hard for?" Gretchen squinted.

"Nothing… Anyway, I wanted to get a report from you. How's the inquisiting going?" Kanae asked.

"Inquisiting isn't a word. Yes, it is going well. I've crushed and rooted out numerous Ortesian cells left behind after the war. There's still so many more. Our dungeons are bursting already. When the empire retreated, I don't think that order went all the way down the chain of command," she explained suspiciously.

"What's that supposed to mean?" Edina scratched her head with her staff. "Like, they left them here on purpose?"

Gretchen nodded.

"To do what though? Keep us on our toes? Mess with us?" Kanae asked.

Arenade snorted to get their attention. "Doubt it. Knowing my people, there's probably a restructuring going on. Think about it: they sent a massive army and naval fleet across the continent. The empire's military forces are also made up of soldiers from every Ortesian house. Some houses probably got the short end of the stick sending more than others. I wouldn't put it past there being some in-fighting going on."

It seemed Gretchen was in agreement, and two high elves with the same line of thinking held a lot of weight, especially when it came to their own people. Better a fight between themselves than with anyone else. Though it made sense… That Ortesian task force in Kandis was pretty desperate about bridging an alliance with Cerberus.

"Enough somber talk. I must get back to work. Once I root out every single Ortesian resistance in the Commonwealth, I intend to visit Suvee and Kanade. Their smiles revitalize my very being." Gretchen clenched a fist in front of herself, hopped onto the dreadmourn whose mane she had been brushing, and bid them goodbye before taking off in flight.

"Guess we should also head out," Kanae insisted.

Edina summoned an undead dragon to fly them. Unfortunately, while there was a portal connecting Ehmvier and Radevic, there wasn't one connecting Ehmvier to anywhere else. It wouldn't happen unless they captured more members of the Viviren family, and Ortesia guarded them like prized treasures.

While Kanae was riding on the dragon's spine beside Arenade, a fruity smell wafted up to her nose. She turned to her wife, who had pulled out a glass of wine and cookies.

"Seriously?" Kanae groaned.

"You want some, too? I have an extra glass." Arenade rummaged in her bag.

"What I want is to see the Kh'shanti seedling. Is it doing alright in that stuffy pack of yours?" she asked.

Arenade put the glass away and continued digging. She eventually pulled out the spherical pot containing the seedling. It had only grown a little since they last saw it. Two tiny leaves flared out, and… a strange little bulb between it now.

"Quit being so worried, it's perfectly—"

An eagle snatched the seedling right out of the pot. Kanae and Arenade stared at it in abject shock for a few seconds, then dove off the dragon to give chase.

"What the… Where are you guys going?!" Edina shouted.

"That bird's got the seedling!" Arenade yelled back.

Eagles were among the fastest birds of prey, especially when diving. The distance between them was growing. Fast. Kanae furled her wings inward and torpedoed towards the surface. Just a little more… and— she activated the Collar of Domination. They unfurled their wings and slowed down, then she compelled the eagle to turn around.

Just as Kanae was about to take back the seedling, a larger bird monster swooped in and swallowed the eagle whole. The dire beast soared away and descended into the forest below.

"God damn it!" Kanae cried.

"What the three hells was that?" Arenade caught up and asked.

"Looked like a pteroraptor." Edina flew level with them. "Winged lizard dire beasts. I think you can kiss your seedling goodbye."

Kanae shook her head. "We're getting that Kh'shanti back one way or another. Come on!"

They descended into the forests and were immediately assailed by the stench of rot. Their lungs tensed up, throats seized, and eyes stung to the point of watering. All of them started coughing. It got so bad, they were beginning to get nauseous. Well, except for Edina.

"What's up with you guys?" Edina shrugged.

"It's poison!" Arenade warned. "Why aren't you suffering like we are?"

"I got a class-specific passive skill called Undead Fortitude. Makes me resilient to most poisons and toxins. Except for Alicia's shit. That rogue bitch!" She raised an angry fist.

The three breached back out of the canopy and welcomed fresh air. Arenade and Kanae in particular gasped heavily.

"Okay, losers. Why don't you wait here? I'll send my undeads in," Edina suggested.

"No, hold on! If I repeatedly use Detoxify to cleanse us, it should be fine," Arenade said, but the other two were skeptical.

Their resident poison-resistant necromancer was going to be fine. Kanae, on the other hand…

"Let's try Arenade's way then." Kanae relented.

They entered the poison forest again. The debilitating fumes were sour and painful. Arenade looked like she was having the worst stomach ache of her life— until she casted Detoxify and became perfectly okay.

"See, it worked!" Arenade grinned.

"Great… Now Detoxify me, too…" Kanae swallowed the urge to vomit.

"Uhh… It kind of has a cooldown of one minute," she replied anxiously.

Kanae angrily grabbed Arenade by the collar of her cloak until breakfast started coming up. She turned away and barfed.

"This stupid plan of yours… isn't working… I'm… dying here!" Kanae groaned.

"Oh, gods… I'm feeling the poison again… Sorry, Kanae. I need to Detoxify myself—" Arenade was about to cast it on herself again until Kanae grabbed her.

"I got a better idea," she said, pinning the elf against a tree.

"W-What are you doing? We're getting poisoned as we speak!"

Kanae switched on Futanari, pulled Arenade's robe aside, and plunged the magic dick into her pussy. It knocked the wind from the high elf's lungs. Her hands found purchase around the tree trunk as Kanae bludgeoned her womb with every thrust. She was squeezing back so much, too.

As their hips collided, Arenade's short gasps soon turned into moaning quips. Her manicured nails dug into the bark. They were both getting woozy from the poison, but any second now and…

"I'm cumming, Arenade!" Kanae winced, on the edge of exploding.

"Not inside… Not… inside!" Arenade exclaimed.

Kanae pulled out in time and ejaculated all over Arenade's ass and back. Most of it landed on her robes. The elf collapsed to her knees, panting like a dog.

[Skill Drain has temporarily acquired Detoxify.

Detoxify: Purify the body, cleansing poisons, toxins, and negative potion effects from oneself or another.]

The moment Kanae cast Detoxify, she felt a million times better. Poison was slowly affecting her again, but at least death wasn't one knock on the door away. She glanced down at her handiwork.

Arenade propped herself up on her staff, trembling all over after being fucked. She lifted a finger up at Kanae.

"Next time… warn me first…" Arenade grumbled.

"If you guys are done fucking, I found the pteroraptor!" Edina hollered from afar.

They followed Edina deep into the forest while occasionally casting Detoxify on themselves. When the necromancer said found, she actually meant one of her undeads did. A pack of undead wolves guided them to a ravine. The pteroraptor was resting at the bottom in a pile of bones and branches.

Hopefully, the Kh'shanti seedling hadn't been digested in stomach acid yet.

"Can we hurry this up? I don't like the feeling of being perpetually poisoned," Arenade complained.

"I know it hurts, but I prefer we take this slow. What if it flies away or calls for help? Just let me get close enough to use my collar," Kanae said.

"Stand aside, losers. The greatest necromancer in the world's got this in the bag. Come forth, death knight!" Edina summoned her signature hulking undead monstrosity.

In doing so, however, the commotion awakened the sleeping pteroraptor. It let out a piercing shriek. Kanae was about to tap on her Collar of Domination until a swarm of pteroraptors descended from the trees to peck at them.

"I knew we should have gone with stealth!" Kanae yelled.

"Get back here with my staff!" Arenade chased one of the dire beasts that had her staff firmly in its beak.

"Let me go, you stupid birds!" Edina had gotten herself caught in the talons of two pteroraptors, lifting her into the trees. She whacked them repeatedly with her staff to little success, and her death knight was too far to save its master.

Kanae stripped her top off. The Piercings of Impurity flashed an exceedingly bright light, blinding and knocking down the pteroraptors. They screeched and flailed around on the ground. Many of them were now trying to fly away, but Edina summoned undead archers to shoot them back down. Scores of pteroraptors, their bodies filled with arrows, plummeted in a heap.

The largest beast, the one with the Kh'shanti in its belly, tried to take flight. Kanae cracked her whip on the ground once, then lassoed its ankle and gave it a hard yank. With nowhere to go, the death knight finished the pteroraptor by severing off the head. She casted Detoxify again just as the poison was getting too unbearable.

"How long has it been? Six? Seven years? How come we're still so bad at working together?" Kanae threw her hands in the air.

"No one told me there was going to be a whole flock of them around! I blame you guys." Edina shot a glare at the undead wolves which shied away and whimpered. "Don't give me that look. Back to oblivion with you."

They vanished into a dark portal.

With the help of Edina's death knight, they sliced open the pteroraptor's stomach and found the Kh'shanti seedling intact next to the partially-digested eagle. Both of them were surprised that it looked mostly fine if not a little wilting.

A thought came to mind. Kanae held the seedling in both hands and casted Restore Mana. It might not be a person, but the plant was a living being. To her relief and surprise, the transfer of mana flowed down her arms and straight into the roots. Its leaves stiffened and no longer drooped.

"Thank goodness." Kanae sighed, only to then notice someone missing. "Where's Arenade?"

"Last I saw, she was chasing a ptero." Edina shrugged.

Kanae went to search but tripped over something. It was Arenade, lying on her back, foaming at the mouth, and eyes spinning. Her staff was just out of reach, in the beak of a dead pteroraptor.

"ARENADE?!" Kanae and Edina shouted.

"Uugh… can't… cast without… my staff…" Arenade replied deliriously.

After Kanae casted Detoxify on Arenade, the high elf furiously stomped on the pteroraptor that played keep away with her staff. Not wanting to get poisoned again, they flew from the forest but not without Edina adding a few new beasts into her undead army.


Chapter 23

Approaching Talahurah without the gargantuan Kh'shanti to greet them from a distance just didn't feel right. The toppled tree rested on its side. Exposed roots, snapped from its anchor to the ground, seemed to reach for the sky instead of the soil.

The people of Talahurah were all over it, wrenching out splinters embedded into the ground, shaving off protruding roots, and grinding down the jagged stump left behind. However, in spite of the tragedy, the citizens were thriving. Children who didn't know any better climbed and played on the branches now reachable from the ground. Burrows had been tunneled into the upper trunks to make homes out of. It spoke to the resilience of Talahurans, to be able to persevere after losing their cultural monument.

Overseeing it all were two beastmen: the lioness Chieftain Sheeba and the black harpy Talon. Sisters of Sin from the Talahurah Branch of the Eminence of Sin were also out in force. Countless laborers pitched in to help.

"Queen Kanae!" Sheeba gasped and took off running towards them. "Not that we aren't happy to see you, but what are you three doing up north?"

"We have a surprise gift for Talahurah. Tada!" Kanae gestured to Arenade, who cautiously revealed to the chieftain a Kh'shanti seedling and whose eyes surveyed the skies.

The lioness couldn't believe it. Her mouth hung agape.

"Well, bloody my claws and call me a hummingbird. Thought Talahurah's Kh'shanti would be the last there ever was. Now this, I'm cool being wrong on." Talon reacted in the chieftain's place.

"We should get that planted right away! Follow me!" Sheeba exclaimed and beckoned them to the stump of the former Kh'shanti.

When the explosion destroyed the great tree, it happened in a way that diagonally severed the trunk and slid off. According to Sheeba, Talahurah's citizens had been hard at work sanding it down to an even ground. There were countless mounds of sawdust and bark around. Apparently, they wanted to flatten the stump and build some kind of memorial to commemorate winning the war.

Sheeba was more than eager to scrap those plans. Climbing onto the stump, Kanae couldn't believe how many rings there were on the Kh'shanti. It must have lived long enough to see the rise and fall of entire civilizations and races. They finally reached the center of the stump, and Talon snarled at workers to leave and give them space.

"Wait, you want to plant it here? Not in the ground somewhere?" Kanae asked.

"Kh'shanti's are pretty strong. Their roots will drill into the stump and sap its nutrients over time. Besides, the best place to plant the seedling is where it once grew healthiest," Sheeba suggested.

The lioness flexed out her claws and shredded a small hole. Arenade shrugged and pulled the seedling out of the container, then planted it inside where Sheeba proceeded to cover with sawdust and some compost.

Kanae's eyes went wide as the Kh'shanti seedling began to grow in real time. The leaves wriggled as they gradually became larger, the stem taller, and the bulb thicker. Any other plant would have taken time away from it to notice any difference in growth.

"Is it supposed to grow that fast?" Kanae kneeled down and marveled.

"Yes, actually. After all, Kh'shanti can only grow in specific conditions, such as places with high concentration of mana. Eventually, the tree will plug up the geyser that Ortesia let loose. It's going to take a long time before reaching its full glory, but Talahurah will have a great tree again," Sheeba explained.

Kanae, Arenade, and Edina breathed a sigh of relief. The journey up here had a couple of close calls like the poison forest, but they made it in one piece. The Kh'shanti seedling also made it in one piece.

"You're absolutely sure the seedling is going to be safe here? We had stupid birds trying to make off with it on the way here!" Arenade complained.

"For how prized this seedling is, I'll have guards stationed here day and night until it's mature enough to survive on its own. Talahurah can't thank you three enough. When the tree fell, everyone's spirits just… fell with it. Not anymore." Sheeba smiled.

"Talahurah is part of the Commonwealth of Sin. As queen, it's my pleasure to help." Kanae nodded to them.

Having just arrived in Talahurah, the three figured it couldn't hurt to stay for a little while. If they were to leave so soon, Arenade might throw a fit about traveling again.

They made their way over to the Eminence of Sin church, which was attached to the brothel, The Horns and Tail, that Kanae had been a temporary prostitute in. It was also here where she had met Daya and subsequently Hilde, the then Mistress of Subjugation.

A lot had changed in The Horns and Tail. It was a four-story building now. Silhouettes of patrons and prostitutes were going at it behind the drapes in every window, and their moans were like a chorus. People also shuffled into the church when Talahurans previously couldn't care less.

"We're not seriously visiting a brothel, are we?" Arenade turned to Kanae with a grimace.

"How long have you been with me, and you're still a prude? I just want to check in on Taileen and Erin. You can wait for me in the church," Kanae said.

Right through the door, an elf slugged a beastman across the face. He flexed his arms in victory, but that triumph was short-lived when the beastman got up and pounced on him. They rolled across the floor, beating each other up as patrons cheered them on. Even the waitresses and prostitutes were hollering.

"Ahaha! This is my kind of place. Hey, where's the betting pool?" Edina skipped inside and tossed some gold coins into a pot to bet on the beastman.

"Queen Kanae, hi-hi!" Erin pushed through the crowds to greet her, then bowed to Arenade. "Queen Arenade, too. Hehe. Congratulations on your marriage! Taileen and I barely made it to your wedding. Your dresses were soooo pretty!"

"Aww, thanks. But, uh… It's hard to take your compliment with all this shouting going on. Just what the heck is all this?" Kanae asked.

"We've somehow become the go-to hub for the adventurers hall. They pour in after a long day of questing to let off steam. Be it fighting, drinking, or having sex with a Sister of Sin upstairs. It's been great for business!" she explained.

Kanae slapped a hand to her face. All that work trying to build a proper brothel, only for it to become a glorified fight club and bar. Well, success was success.

"Hey," Kanae leaned in close and whispered. "I'm actually looking for a Sister of Sin with the Prestidigitation skill. Is she around?"

"Bitch, you came in here to screw a prostitute after all!" Arenade spun Kanae around and jabbed a finger into her chest.

"It's for a good cause!" she protested.

"Ah, let Kanae have her fun. Get over here, grab a drink, and let's watch elf get a walloping!" Edina shouted to Arenade.

To Kanae's surprise, Arenade did relent. She scooted over to join Edina, who shoved a full stein of beer into her hands.

"What's so fun about watching someone get beat— Keep your arms up! STOMP ON HIS BALLS! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" Arenade boomed.

Kanae rolled her eyes.

"I believe the Sister you're searching for is over there. Her name is Naisha." Erin pointed to a feline beastman half-succubus, who was humming to herself as she went from table to table with a wand.

Long, dark brown hair stretched down to her waist. Two perky ears twitched at every loud outburst from a patron, but she didn't seem to mind. Someone accidentally bumped into her, spilling his beer onto the both of them. He apologized profusely, but Naisha was not at all bothered. Brandishing her wand, she waved it once in front of her and tidied up the spill. Neither of their clothes were wet anymore. Or stained!

"Patrons can get really rowdy and messy, so Naisha's been really helpful around here. Hey, Naisha! Come here! Queen Kanae wants to have a word with you!" Erin waved.

"Oh! Greetings, my queen!" Naisha performed a cute curtsy. "I was among those transformed to serve during the on-set of the war. It's been a pleasure to serve you and the Eminence of Sin!"

"Perfect. We're going upstairs to have sex. You have a skill I want," Kanae said.

Naisha's eyes glazed over.

"Isn't that wonderful, Naisha? Queen Kanae, our founder and High Priestess, wants to lay with you. You're going to ascend!" Erin exclaimed.

"What? No, I don't have that kind of power," Kanae said.

"It would be an honor to be bedded by you!" Naisha grabbed both of her hands, eyes shining like the sun.

The other Sisters of Sin were busy, but Erin called Taileen over for a foursome in their room upstairs. Naisha was enthusiastic, but she melted as soon as Kanae touched her. It was easy for Kanae to forget that she was a symbol of worship to them. Even though physical intimacy was a regular and expected act for disciples of the Eminence of Sin, to lie with a founding high priestess must be quite the momentous opportunity.

Night had fallen by the time they finished. Kanae sat naked at the edge of the bed while Taileen, Erin, and Naisha were strewn about in various states of unconsciousness. Ejaculate leaked from their holes after she made a mess of them with Futanari. Their hairs were a disheveled mess. Satisfied smiles adorned their delirious expressions.

[Feed the Queen] had earned Kanae all but a single level. She went from 275 to 276. It made her wonder if there was another legacy skill to be earned soon. However, the true purpose of this romp proved fruitful.

Kanae brushed a hand over her sigil to bring up the skills and spells list. She scrolled down a spellbook's worth of abilities before coming to [Prestidigitation].

[Prestidigitation: You can perform the following minor magical miracles:

-         Light or put off a small fire.

-         Clean a minor mess.

-         Cool or heat something to a mild temperature.

-         Write a short message as if you have a quill and ink.]

"This spell is a lot niftier than I expected," Kanae said.

Time to test it out. Kanae fished out her wand from her bag. She casted Prestidigitation at the Sisters of Sin intending to clean them, and as magic dictated, vanished the spunk from their bodies. This. This was power.

Kanae went around the room casting Prestidigitation. She lit the candle on the nightstand. She cooled the pillows underneath her loyal servants. She cleaned the soiled bedsheets from all their sweat and other juices accumulated over the day. Finally, she left a nice little message on a note offering her thanks.

"Thank you, Naisha. If you're ever in Ehmvier, feel free to come to me any time." Kanae scratched the slumbering beastman between the ears.

"Thank you… Queen Kanae…" Naisha mumbled half-asleep.

On the way downstairs, Kanae expected the hustle and bustle to have died down. Quite the opposite. As if it couldn't get any more chaotic, Arenade and Edina were involved. The singular crowd had split into two factions headed by each of them.

Combatants from both sides received buffs from Arenade and Edina before entering the ring to duke it out.

"Get up already! How many times do I have to heal you?" Arenade jeered.

"Please, my arm's been broken five times now! Just let me give up already! Also, the other side is scaring the shit out of me!" a burly human fighter cried.

"Finish him! Chop him up! I need fresh corpses!" Edina howled at the elven fighter from her side.

"I-I thought this was a friendly bout, not a fight to the death!" The elf hesitated to continue.

"What are you guys doing?!" Kanae jumped into the ring and casted Mass Charm to calm everyone down.

Arenade and Edina in particular, compelled by Kanae's compulsory magic, drunkenly entered the ring. They both looked sloshed beyond belief from one too many drinks.

"We're just having a little fun! Nothing too serious. We weren't actually going to get anyone killed, right?" Arenade asked.

"Oh. Uhh… Yeah!" Edina exclaimed unconvincingly.

"Okay, you two had enough fun. Arenade, Detoxify yourself and Edina." Kanae folded her arms.

"No! When was the last time I got to cut loose like this? I want to have fun! I want to drink!" She threw a tantrum.

Kanae groaned into a hand, then activated Doom & Gloom. The earrings activated the stored spell as an area of effect. Everyone on the floor blinked a few times, returning to their sober selves.

"Good thing I stored a Detox before Skill Drain's duration ran out at the poison forest. I can't believe I had to use it to make you dummies sober." Kanae sighed.

"Damn it, Kanae! Do you know how many drinks it took to…" Arenade slapped a hand over her mouth and went green. A flood of vomit poured like a waterfall. She collapsed to her knees and continued throwing up.

"Ahahahaha!" Edina started cracking up. "Detoxify might make you sober, but all that nausea hits you like a— oh, shit…"

Edina joined Arenade on the floor in spewing out her innards. Now, Kanae had two idiots feeling the after effects of being drunk while not being drunk any more.

"You guys are lucky I just learned Prestidigitation…" Kanae whipped out her wand and got to work.


Chapter 24

The next morning, Kanae awakened feeling supremely refreshed. To each side of her in beds of their own, Arenade and Edina had curled up underneath the sheets. Those two were so nauseous, she had to repeatedly cast Sleep to knock them out. A couple of kind Sisters of Sin had carried them to the Eminence of Sin.

Kanae got as far as a step from the bed when the door to the room burst open. It was Sheeba, accompanied by Taileen. Both of them looked spooked.

"Something's wrong with the Kh'shanti seedling! Can you come take a look?" Sheeba pleaded.

"Why can't things just go smoothly for once? Arenade, Edina! Wake up already!" Kanae went to shake Arenade up first.

"Uuugh… Ten minutes— No, two hours. My head is killing me…" Arenade groaned.

"Who's playing drums… in the room? I'm gonna kill 'em…" Edina croaked from the other bed, then stuck out a hand to grab her staff and summon an undead.

When the skeletal warrior emerged from a portal, it glanced around the room, exchanged a look with Kanae, and shrugged.

"We'll go without them," Kanae said.

They brought Kanae out to the old Kh'shanti's stump where the new seedling had been planted. Spellcasters like mystics and shamans were mulling over it but parted ways as soon as Kanae arrived. The seedling was much larger compared to yesterday. Instead of the tiny little plant she remembered, it had grown to the length of her arm. However, black spots marked the leaves, and a ring of fine colorful dust encircled each one.

"That's… Is that bad?" Kanae asked.

"It's called Fairy Rot, a rare botanical disease that only affects magical plants," one of the shamans explained.

"How do we cure it?" she pressed them for answers.

Nobody, not even the shaman who had spoken, seemed to know. They shook their heads instead.

"Fairy Rot is a plague for alchemists who cultivate magical plants to use in alchemy. There is no known cure other than to separate it from unaffected plants and destroy it," the same shaman said.

Everyone's shoulders slackened.

"Oh, there's a cure alright. Just not on this plane." Arenade, hand pressed to her pounding head and other hand holding a healing potion, came up to meet them. "We'll need to go to Faerealm."

In the beginning of time and creation, the Supreme One exploded into existence much like the Big Bang that brought about the universe. Multiple realms formed with him right after, but they weren't made by him. They were created alongside the greater god a mere fraction of a second that followed.

For a time, the veils between those realms were much thinner. People and animals were able to traverse from plane to plane like going from one city to the next. It was believed, though never confirmed, that races like elves, beastmen, Cylia and the fairies of Faebog, dryads, and monsters of dire status ended up here long ago by such rifts, while dwarves, humans, and demonkind were the original inhabitants.

However, a devastating event transpired that forced the Supreme One's hand in closing shut the veils, thus sealing the realms apart from each other. An event so ancient that no records of it existed today. An event so calamitous that it had split the landmass of the known world into two major continents.

That event was—

"Hey, you stupid ratwhore! Are you listening to me?" Arenade huffed.

Kanae glanced over to the adjacent seat, where Edina was fast asleep. The snoring squirreling was curled up with her big fluffy tail, head resting on the mound of fur like a makeshift pillow. Two undead grunts beside their master offered an apologetic nod.

After they agreed on traveling to Faerealm, Arenade insisted that she give a short history lesson and warning about what to expect there. Fairy Rot would destroy the Kh'shanti seedling otherwise, so they had every reason to go. To that end, the three had taken the comforts of a private room in the Eminence of Sin church to talk.

"Forget Edina. Don't stop there! I want to know what that event was. You were getting to the best part!" Kanae, on the other hand, had been at the edge of her seat.

Arenade groaned. "If Edina's snoozing, I guess I can give you the unrevised telling of what happened. A world serpent made of primordial flames called Yormund slipped in from the Primal Plane and started setting fire to everything. That thing was so damn big, the length of it was able to circle this world twice! Before Yormund, there was only a single landmass. But he chomped it down to size to what we have today."

"W-What ever happened to Yormund?"

"The Supreme One blessed ten individuals with great magical power. The first ever crownings. It's actually the same system you and adventurers have! They were tasked with growing stronger, strong enough to slay Yormund. They succeeded, but the realms still needed to be sealed. All ten of them split up to the other worlds and performed a ritual to close the veils. Unfortunately, at the cost of their lives," she explained.

Kanae gulped hard. Although Yormund hadn't come from Faerealm, it didn't escape her that Arenade was trying to convey how dangerous monsters from other realms were. If they were to go, then they would have to be extremely careful. There was also no telling what other races lived in Faerealm. Or if they were still around.

"If that was the unrevised version, what's the telling you normally give?" Kanae asked.

"Mega-volcanic explosions and tectonic plate movement." Arenade shrugged.

"Well, that's anti-climactic… What about getting to Faerealm? The veils are closed. Don't tell me, it's some convoluted ritual that requires us to go collect a bunch of different ingredients for…" She wasn't prepared to go on another fetch quest, especially after coming back from one in Kandis.

Actually, considering what they were going to Faerealm to do, this probably was another fetch quest! Kanae buried her face into both hands and sighed.

"Oh, that's easy. I'll just get one of my coworkers to open a nearby veil with a key," Arenade said.

"Huh?" Kanae looked up from her hands in shock. "You… You're going to have them open a veil… after the Supreme One closed it for good reason?"

"Ah, he doesn't have to know. And besides, a different pantheon department oversees Faerealm. I can just blame it on them if we're found out!" she exclaimed with a snide smirk.

Kanae was worried. Extremely so. However, she didn't want the Kh'shanti to just wither away. Talahurah suffered a great deal in the war from the loss of their tree. As queen, she wanted to do right by them.

Still angry about Edina sleeping through the story, Arenade pointed Great Retort directly at the sleeping necromancer. Both undeads stepped aside as holy energy converged on the tip. Before Kanae had a chance to stop her, a bright column of divine magic enveloped Edina whole.

"Nngh… Who's cooking— IT'S ME?! STOP, STOP! IT BUUUUUURNS! I'M AWAKE!" Edina cried in agony.

When the spell subsided, Arenade had burned the squirreling to a holy crisp.

"That's for falling asleep on me!" Arenade stuck her tongue out.

"You could have… shook me awake…" Edina wheezed.

They descended to the main worship hall. Citizens of Talahurah, mostly of the beastmen races, were seated and muttered prayers wishing for the Kh'shanti seedling's good health. Sisters of Sin tended and prayed alongside them.

Kanae, Arenade, and Edina occupied a pew in the very back corner. The trio clasped their hands together and shut their eyes to begin praying. But for very different reasons. Their own priest led the prayer in reaching out to the gods.

At first, there was no answer. Only a deep well of silence that echoed in their minds. Then…

"Ho, there! Why if it isn't Arenade?" The rumbling voice of Glentir answered.

"Damn it. I was hoping for Threcia. You'll have to do, old goat. I need you to open a veil into Faerealm for us," Arenade demanded.

The broken-horn minotaur god bellowed with laughter. He laughed so much, tears streamed down his eyes. When he was done laughing, his smile flipped.

"You're serious?" Glentir gasped.

"We have a Kh'shanti seedling that needs saving. I know what we're asking is serious, but can you do us this favor and look another way?" Kanae pleaded earnestly.

"Hmm. Having someone close to achieving Deification owing me might prove interesting. Very well. I will open a Rift. Inside it is where you may find a thin veil. This way, no one may accidentally wander into it. I look forward to you becoming deified." He nodded and snapped his fingers.

They came back to their senses still sitting on the pews. Right then, a Rift portal tore open in the middle of the chamber. Sisters of Sin and congregants flew out of their seats in panic. Kanae and Arenade slapped a hand to their faces. Glentir couldn't have opened a Rift somewhere more private or remote?

"At last, the Many have answered my prayers! A portal to escape my responsibilities, here I come!" An elven man made a dive for the Rift, only for a few Sisters of Sin to dogpile on top of him.

"Three hells, did some god really spawn a Rift inside our church?" Erin came in running from the back with her sister Taileen in tow.

"Alright, ladies!" Edina clapped her tiny hands to get everyone's attention. "Close up shop. Arenade, Kanae, and I are going to tackle this Rift and close it before anything comes out. Keep it guarded so no one goes in and gets hurt!"

"Right away, High Priestess Edina!" Taileen gathered Sisters of Sin to begin corralling disappointed congregants outside, then formed a perimeter at the entrance.

"Quick thinking." Kanae nudged her friend, and Edina fired back a grin

Each of them traded glances. They took a deep breath and entered the Rift. Darkness. Pure darkness. But the three had control of themselves unlike other times entering Rifts. The small, formless world was only a short hallway, at the end of which was an almost diagonal mist of colors. Red, blue, green, orange, and yellow… like graffiti with no real intention to make art.

From it, however, Kanae felt a pulling sensation. As soon as she touched the mist, a bright light blinded them. They stumbled out the other end into a pile on top of each other in… some kind of dark jungle.

Glancing behind, a giant tree's roots gnarled into an archway which appeared to have been where they came out of. Kanae recognized some of the trees around them. Kh'shantis! There were so many. However, they weren't the only trees around. Large mushrooms with woody, moss-covered trunks, exotic flowers that oozed a nasty-looking goo, and bulging-eyed insects on branches stared down at them.

A flock of birds landed on some kind of pitcher plant. They dipped their sword-like beaks into the cavity to drink from it. Suddenly, vines draped down from higher up in the trees to grab them. Most of the birds escaped, but an unlucky pair were reeled out of sight. Only a few feathers floated down after.

"Mmmh! MMM!" Edina's muffled screams could be heard beneath Arenade.

"Oh, oops!" Arenade quickly got up, and the squirreling sucked in a hoarse breath.

"Those cowtits of yours are the most dangerous thing about you!" she complained and slapped the massive boobs.

"Don't do that! Just because they're made of fat doesn't mean it won't hurt!" The elf shielded her own breasts.

"Quit fighting over tits. Arenade, we're in the Faerealm now, aren't we? What exactly do we need to look for to cure Fairy Rot?" Kanae asked.

Arenade fished into her satchel and pulled out a long list. They were full of names of things that were not only tough to pronounce, but Kanae had never heard before.

"Yours truly prepared beforehand. We just need to find all these ingredients to make a draught out of!" Arenade proudly flaunted the list.

"You ain't an alchemist. How did you know what ingredients are needed to make a cure for Fairy Rot?" Edina asked.

"While you and Kanae were off screwing around in Lograin, I worked with Lani and Chappy to figure out how to make the Kh'shanti seedling grow. It was pretty comprehensive. I remember seeing Fairy Rot on the list of susceptible diseases," she explained.

"Great! Let's start collecting from the top of the list. What does a…" Kanae squinted at the name and sounded it off. "Goo… coupol… ague herb look like?"

Arenade's proud demeanor faltered, unable to give them a straight answer. Kanae and Edina slapped a hand to their faces. She didn't know. None of them did. They had a long list of ingredients that were completely foreign to them, with no way of identifying any of it.

In an attempt to look smart, Arenade brought the list right up to her eyes. She scanned the surroundings for a few moments, and then marched right up to a flower on the ground with red-tipped leaves and blue trumpet bulb.

"Th-This looks like a goo-whatever herb!" Arenade got her fingers around it, but the bulb sprayed her with gas. She backed away in a fit of coughs. "Stupid flower!"

Before Kanae and Edina's eyes, Arenade began to shrink in size until she was two-feet tall. Their jaws dropped in disbelief. When the high elf glanced back at them, she threw both hands up in an exasperated fashion.

"What now? How in three hells did you two get so big?" Arenade folded her arms.

"We didn't get big. You got small!" Kanae retorted.

"Hahahaha! You're so tiny, Kanae could wear you like a pocket pussy if she has that cock ring on!" Edina rolled on the ground laughing her ass off.

"That's not funny!" She kicked the squirreling, but such a small stature couldn't so much as inflict pain. "Kanae, dispel me right now!"

Kanae picked up her wand and casted Dispel, but nothing happened. Arenade remained pint-sized.

"I don't think it's an offensive or defensive spell. It might be classified as something else entirely. You're just going to have to ride out the effects." Kanae put Arenade on her shoulders like giving a child a ride.

"There's a suspiciously-placed cabin in the distance that looks abandoned. Wanna go wait it out there?" Edina suggested, pointing to a dilapidated hut.

They agreed to do just that. Faerealm already looked dangerous for regular-sized people. At Arenade's current height, those dangers increased several folds, so it was best not to tempt fate.

But suspicious was right. The little cabin Edina had found was a mud hut with a straw roof. There was nothing inside except for dust, moss, and a tattered round carpet. Just so that they wouldn't get attacked, Edina summoned undead wolves to patrol around the immediate area for danger.

Kanae put the pouting, doll-sized Arenade down once they were inside. She was about to pull the list out again for them to go over until everything leaned right. They hit the side of the cabin. The entire place lurched, rose, and began to move.

"What's going on?" Kanae steadied herself against the wall and asked.

"Uh, oh. I think it's a house mimic!" Edina cried.

"WHY IS THAT A THING?" she screamed.

They peered outside an open window.

The entire cabin was on two legs now, marching through the jungle on a belly filled with three adventurers.

"Mmmm!" Arenade, who was pinned between the wall and Kanae's chest, desperately flailed both hands.

"Sorry!" Kanae panicked and backed off, fearing that she might have crushed her wife.

"Supreme One's ass… I know how Edina feels now…" She panted for air.

They tried to leap out of a window, but fleshy tendons formed a web to seal them in. Rows of sharp teeth lined what used to be the door now. The rug at the center of the room elongated into a whipping tongue. If all the jostling around from the house mimic moving wasn't bad enough, they were getting bludgeoned by a large slimy tongue now.

The entire hut's muddy structure transformed into flesh. Steaming secretions oozed all over and stung their skin. Arenade climbed to the top of Kanae's head, grabbing onto one of her horns.

"I can keep us healed. You guys something before we're mimic poop!" Arenade yelled.

"Eat this, bitch!" Edina pressed a hand, bristling with magic from Necrotizing Touch, against the fleshy wall.

Kanae did the same. Before long, the necrosis from their skill spread across the inside of the mimic. The entire hut heaved. It gagged and threw all three of them up. They hit the muddy ground with a splat. The mimic, however, teetered from side to side before collapsing in a heap of festering flesh.

"No more going inside of suspicious cabins," Kanae said.

"Agreed," Arenade and Edina mumbled.

It became increasingly clear that in order to find the cure to Fairy Rot, they were going to need the services of someone native to Faerealm. Reaching out to Cylia and her friends in Faebog wasn't an option anymore. They would just have to make contact with natives here.

As luck would have it, the three stumbled upon a large oily-rainbow lake interspersed with islands of odd trees. Their trunks were blue in color, and their canopies were spherical orange sponges. Wooden gangways connecting from tree to tree suggested there were living people around.

Beyond the spongy trees was a much larger willow. Instead of leaves, it was a massive web of branches with pumpkin-like fruits hanging from every arm. Humanoid beings moved about from the walkways, but without getting closer, it was hard to make out what they looked like.

"I vote we talk to them," Kanae suggested.

"I'd trust an Ortesian lord before any Faefolk. You do know how capricious and unhinged they can be, right?" Arenade asked worriedly.

"Have you forgotten Cylia? I managed to make friends with her! What's the worst that can happen?" She ushered her companions to follow along.

One step and they walked into a mushroom ring that exploded with gas. A strong bout of drowsiness struck them all at once.

"Is this… some kind of… sleeping gas…" Kanae face planted on the ground.

"Oh, great! A tra—" Arenade knocked out.

"I better not lose a kidney when I wake… up…" Edina collapsed next and started snoring.


Chapter 25

Heat brushed against Kanae's cheeks. She snapped to consciousness in front of a bonfire with Edina. They were both naked and hogtied. The enormous pumpkin willow tree towered over them. Dozens of midgets in wooden feather masks danced around them, wielding primitive spears and stone knives.

"What the fuck is this?" Edina tried to wriggle free to no avail.

"The sacrifices are awake!" one of them howled in a squeaky voice. "Nourishment for the blood god!"

"Nourishment for the blood god!" the others chanted after.

Tree vines lowered down a throne, upon which a still tiny Arenade was sitting on. She was also naked. But her body was painted red and black in ornamental patterns that looked like the sponge trees.

"Arenade! What the hell are you doing there?" Kanae asked.

"How am I supposed to know? I woke up sitting on this damn thing!" Arenade shouted back.

"It has been prophesied," began the chief midget, "that a shortstack elf with the biggest honkers we've ever seen will one day appear and lead us into war! A war that will elevate us, the Porupo people, to the top of the Faerealm food chain! Huzzah!"

"Huzzah!" everyone cheered.

The tiny Porupo people around them were maybe two feet tall at most. Their skin ranged from yellow to green, dappled with dark spots and colorful striations. Eye holes were cut into the wooden masks for sight, feathers on top were so long that they drooped and flopped with every little movement, and a red handprint marked the center of the face.

Arenade, despite being bare naked in front of an audience, started to relish in their worship. One Porupo kneeled down and offered her a platter full of fruits. Another fanned her with a fan made of the same feathers on their masks. A couple of them climbed on top of one another to massage her shoulders. They quite literally gave her the royal treatment. Meanwhile, Kanae and Edina were on their knees in the muddy ground.

"Can you convince them that we're your friends or something?" Kanae groaned.

"Hmm. I think I much rather like our current positions. For once, I'm finally being worshiped like the divine being I am. They know how to treat me well!" Arenade sat back, smirking and her eyes glinting.

Damn it, Arenade!

"Cowtits is letting it get to her head again, huh? Hey, I can't cast shit without my staff. All I got is my bad-touch skill," Edina whispered.

"I'm just going to charm them." Kanae casted Mass Charm just as Arenade picked up her staff.

"Clarity of the Tranquil Mind!" Arenade incanted a spell that sent a breezy wave through them.

All of the faefolk momentarily fell under Kanae's charm, she felt it, only for the priest's spell to immediately free them from its hold.

"Are you serious? When did you even get that spell? Quit fooling around and tell them to free us!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Tell you what. I'll consider it, if you and Edina prostrate and profess devotion to Almighty Arenade." Arenade crossed one leg over the other and tossed a grape into her mouth.

"What kinda stupid prophecy is telling you midgets a bite-sized elf with big titties will guide you anyway?" Edina asked in exasperation.

"It was spoken to our ancestors by the messiah, an elf who arrived here from a faraway land many, many years ago! We shall show you through our ancestral blood. Bring the bloodletting knife!" the Porupo chief ordered.

Kanae, Edina, and Arenade reacted to the mention of an elf from a 'faraway land'. They had heard this before…

A Porupo dressed in shamanistic pelt robes kneeled before the chief, presenting him a small sharp blade made of bone. He picked up the ritual knife and drew it across his palm. Blue blood dripped down to the mud. Soon, the mixture began to bubble. A somewhat clear image arose, forming from coagulated blood and shifting mud.

First, they saw an elven man. He carried himself proudly. His glorious raiments suggested he came from wealth and power. The Porupo people dropped to their knees again.

"What you see before you is the memory of my blood." The chief stretched out both arms as if to cradle the vision. "This elf is the messiah. He appeared before our ancestors one day when a cataclysmic earthquake shook Faerealm. Now behold, the messiah's prophecy!"

They watched carefully. It was obvious the Porupo had witnessed this many times. The messiah treated the faefolk as equals. He taught them how to build homes, sharpen sticks into weapons, and to boil meat in a stew of herbs to give flavor. In turn, they regarded him as a kind of folk hero and prophet.

As time went by and the messiah grew older, he became bored. His countenance turned weary. Instead of being out all the time alongside the Porupo, he stayed inside his hut all day to whittle. Wooden carvings surrounded him. Many of them were of feminine elven figures, distinguishable by their shapely bodies and pointed ears. The faces, however, were all but vague canvases.

"Messiah, you only ever whittle the same figure. Who is she?" A Porupo voice came through, and it seemed they could hear echoes from the past as well.

"Oh, you wish to know? This, my friend… is my ideal goddess! Behold!" The Messiah revealed a wooden figurine of an extremely busty elven woman.

"But, Messiah, why is her chest so… large?"

"You don't understand, but I do. I have felt it. Their suppleness, their comfort, their mammary warmth… Boobs, my friend. There is power in them. They nourish life! They motivated men such as myself beyond imagination! The bigger, the better! Though I am stranded in Faerealm, I will never forget. How I wish to lay my hands on a pair again!" He started fondling the small statue's breasts.

Several Porupos even brought out wooden figures that only vaguely had Arenade's likeness. It took a leap of logic to ascribe them to her compared to just another elf woman. Her jaw dropped anyway. As for Kanae and Edina, they tried their best not to erupt into laughter, but it was really hard. Their guts were sore.

"Before the messiah, we praised a god of blood. Perhaps they were one and the same after all. We will shed the blood of sacrifices to appease the blood god. In return, she will grant us nourishment. She will grant us succor and strength from her boobs! Huzzah!" The chief cheered, inciting a round of elated glee from his people.

"Huzzah!" Kanae and Edina cheered, too.

"Alright, Arenade. Give them the go ahead to draw blood. At least in my dying breath, I get to see a hundred midgets suck on your cowtitties!" Edina cackled.

"Why don't you grant us succor from your boobs before killing us?" Kanae suggested snidely.

"H-Hold on!" Arenade jumped to her feet. "I'm not even small to begin with. This is only temporary because some dumb flower pollen shrunk me!"

"Does that mean you will become bigger?" a Porupo asked.

"That's right! Which means I'm not the shortstack elf with big boobs. I'm just a regular-sized elf with big boobs," she explained desperately.

All of the Porupo traded glances with each other, quietly absorbing the new revelation. Suddenly, the effects of the shrinking pollen did wear off. Arenade grew back to her original size, crushing the makeshift throne and now towering over the small fae.

"The bigger, the better! Huzzah!" everyone cheered.

"Huzzah!" Kanae and Edina cheered again.

Pouting, Arenade finally turned to her friends for help. If they didn't have a Kh'shanti to save, this would have been a great opportunity to teach her a lesson.

Instead, Kanae decided to be the better person. She exerted a Mass Charm again, and it wasn't interrupted by Arenade's spell this time. The entire Porupo tribe tensed up and fell under her control. Their chief obediently walked over and cut the bindings loose with the same bloodletting knife.

Arenade nervously returned to their side. "No hard feelings, right? We're married, and sometimes married couples bicker. I wasn't really going to make you grovel or anything! I swear!"

"Yeah, no hard feelings. But I was thinking the Porupo people deserve some reward for their devotion. Maybe a little bit of succor?" Kanae flashed a devious grin.

"Wh-What's that supposed to me— aahhh! AAHHHH!"

Compelled to obey, a group of Porupo pounced on Arenade and knocked her to the ground. They threw off their masks to suck on her breasts. Buried underneath a mound of fae and without her staff, she could do nothing but accept their notion of worship.

"I found our stuff!" Edina flew over and divided up their belongings.

Without masks, they were finally able to get a good look at the Porupo. These fae had the faces of imps but with large, bug-eyed irises. Although their first encounter with the denizens of Faerealm were less than impressionable, no one knew more about their world than those that lived here.

Kanae whipped out the list from Arenade's bag to show the Porupo chief. He only recognized several of the ingredients, and his tribe had less on hand. They brought over a bundle of star-leaf stalks and some needle fruits. That made two out of seven of the list of ingredients for a Fairy Rot cure acquired. Fortunately, the chief knew where to find a third reagent, satyr horn.

Satyrs were apparently goat-like people, one of the many fae races that looked down on the Porupo. A settlement could be found at Shimmeroong Glade. With the tribe of faefolk under Kanae's control, they could guide them there.

Hopefully, the Kh'shanti seedling was hanging in there back home.

"Will we be going to war against the dreaded satyrs?" the chief asked.

"Uh, no. I do need a horn though…" Kanae muttered.

By the time they had gotten ready to leave, the Porupo were done breastfeeding. Arenade was twitching on the ground, coated in saliva and her nipples swollen from being sucked on. Luckily for her, Kanae had Prestidigitation, so she wouldn't have to suffer being all sticky and nasty. As soon as she casted the spell, Arenade snapped upright.

"How dare you defile me! ME!" Arenade violently shook her.

"Calm down! We know where to find the next ingredient!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Ugh… The sooner we get everything on the list, the faster we get home. I already hate this pervy place," she grumbled and clutched herself.

A Porupo came up to Arenade and offered a wooden figurine of a busty elven woman. She snatched the statue, then broke it in half. After Arenade got dressed, the chief led the way to Shimmeroong Glade. He wasn't the only one to follow. Even though Kanae didn't explicitly order the others to, the tribe marched with them.

It looked like they really were going to war. Even though the Porupo were charmed, they wouldn't stop throwing glances at her breasts. Kanae couldn't blame them though. The pair were certainly something to stare at.

"Dear, exalted blood god… could a humble servant trouble you for just a suckle?" a brave Porupo asked.

"Kanae, you better not be controlling them to say that!" Arenade raised a fist.

"It's not me, I swear!" Kanae protested.

They almost walked into the Porupo chief. He had paused at the threshold of the treeline. Shimmeroong Glade turned out to be within walking distance. Kanae had expected a whole journey, but this was in their favor.

The satyr settlement was much larger than the Popuro tribe. Unlike mudhuts and bonfires, Shimmeroong Glade was a city of wide, marble pavilions, spiraling towers with tree branches coiled around them, and large longhouses. These fae were certainly a more advanced race.

Many were out and about, minding their own business. A satyr's mode of dress was almost similar to what Arenade wore. Light robes like togas draped over the shoulders and wrapped around the body. Unlike her, however, they were adorned with wooden fetishes like stars. The men had a distinctly pale green tint, whereas women had purple complexions. All of them walked on digitigrade legs and cleft hooves. They commonly boasted thick, ribbed horns beginning at their foreheads and curving backwards along the skull.

At a glance, the tallest satyr was about the height of a short human man. They were skinny. Their abdomens were slightly longer than other races Kanae knew.

A pleasant melody drew their attention to a gazebo close to them. There, a female satyr played music on a harp with a row of flutes attached to the top. Her fingers danced across the strings, and her lips whispered into the narrow tubes. Two couples danced to the tune, arms linked and smiling.

"These are the dreaded satyrs? They look like they're having fun," Kanae said.

"Don't be fooled. They are vicious and violent! Their outward appearance may be kind, but it is a ruse. A satyr can only be reasoned with by demonstrating your own strength," the chief Porupo explained.

Kanae recalled meeting Cylia, the fairy. She also looked cute and unassuming… until she opened her mouth, and everything was just a string of profanity and gruesome fantasies.

"You two go deal with it. I'm not risking running into another race of faefolk with a deeply-ingrained boob fetish." Arenade shuddered.

"Oh, bother." Edina shrugged and hopped out first, followed by Kanae and about half the Porupo people. "Hey, satyrs! We were wondering if you—"

The music stopped. The group of satyrs snapped in their direction and hissed like serpents. Their kind demeanor contorted into the most wrathful and disdainful expression possible.

"INTRUDERS! THE MIDGET PORUPOS ARE HERE WITH SOME HELP!" the female satyr bellowed.

Kanae and Edina went wide-eyed in shock at their stark change. It was like witnessing a bunny transform into a bloodthirsty monster.

Hundreds of satyrs poured from the city. They were armed to the teeth in maces, clubs, and crossbows. Although they wore no armor, some in the back were incanting spells that wreathed them in protective magic.

The Porupos who emerged cowered in fear. Those that had hung back pushed Arenade out from cover.

"What are you doing? I don't want to come out!" Arenade complained.

"Your end is nigh, foul satyrs! The prophesized god of blood is on our side. Her breasts nourish us with strength!" the chief Porupo shouted.

"I'm telling you, my boobs won't make you stronger!" she fired back.

"Get them!" a satyr ordered. "The Endar are in need of slaves, and they will pay a hefty sum for all of you!"

The army of satyrs charged all at once.

"Sleep!" Kanae casted, but they shook it off.

"Faefolk don't sleep!" Arenade warned.

"Now you tell me!" she groaned.

Kanae was about to cast Mass Charm until Edina put an arm up. The necromancer stepped forward, twirled her Pillar of the Damned, and slammed it into the ground. A giant portal opened and out came four death knights, Cantu being among them.

Undeterred, the satyrs threw themselves into the line of death knights… only for them to be knocked back.

"A necromancer!"

"In Faerealm? Impossible…"

"Oh, it's very possible. Forward, my death knights, and wreak havoc on the living!" Edina howled.

They marched undaunted into the satyr city. Resistance was actually futile. A dozen satyrs jumped onto the death knight to stab into its weak point, but the only thing the undead were weak to were holy magic. The hulking monstrosity flung them right off.

A barrage of spells pummeled another death knight's greatshield, leaving the metal slightly charred and its wielder unhurt. For all the satyrs' magical protections and numbers, they were still no match for death knights.

"Is this… Faerealm? By the gods, I thought such a place was only a fairytale! Here I come to explore a satyr city!" Death Knight Cantu led the counter charge, trampling his way through.

Seeing the hopelessness of it all, the satyrs tucked tail and ran.

"Hey, uh… We still need a horn!" Kanae exclaimed.

"Aha! I almost forgot." Edina whistled sharply.

"No, no, no! Please, don't hurt me!" A fleeing satyr tripped, and the death knight picked him up. It broke off his horn and tossed him away. "Thank you for your mercyyyyyyyyyy!"

The city was in ruins, and its inhabitants had fled. Porupo flooded in, hooting and hollering about their victory over the satyrs. Edina's death knight that had broken off the satyr horn dropped it into Kanae's palm.

"I'm starting to feel like we're the bad guys here…" Kanae sulked.

"Starting to?" Arenade squinted at her.

Well, it didn't matter. A satyr's horn was in their possession now. That left four more ingredients to find. Kanae glanced left and right, surveying the destruction they— rather, the destruction Edina had wrought. One of the longhouses was still mostly intact.

The three of them retired for the night. At least, what night appeared to be in Faerealm. A different hue draped over the glade, and the entire forest lit up in an array of colors. Firefly-like insects buzzed about and became the stars of this plane. Bioluminescent mosses illuminated wherever they grew. Some kind of crickets creaked and chirped all around them.

Faerealm's ambience tugged on Kanae's eyelids. Despite the whimsical nature of this world, it had a certain tranquility and peace that cradled her to sleep.


Chapter 26

A shuddering earthquake snapped Kanae awake. The ground shook violently, and she nearly fell over twice just trying to get up. On the other hand, Arenade was still sound asleep with an eye mask over her face.

"Ugh… Who set that alarm?" Edina sat up, rubbing her crusty eyes.

"That's not an alarm. Something's happening outside! Arenade, wake up!" Kanae shook Arenade awake, but she wouldn't stir. "I'm going to molest the shit out of you if you don't wake up."

Arenade's snoring seemed to grow a little louder. It took Edina coming up from behind and giving her a swift kick to the ass.

"OW! Excuse me, but I believe I still have five more necessary hours of beauty sleep!" Arenade lifted the eye mask and glared.

They ran outside with their gear equipped and stopped cold. A parade of walking trees slowly marched past them. Some large, many small. Leaves shook loose with every step, and a heavy thud followed suit from each footfall.

The trees left behind trampled, flattened ground in their wake. Panicked animals and monsters darted away. Confused critters on the marching trees clung onto the branches for dear life, including… what appeared to be some kind of dwarven humanoids?

Those odd-looking faefolk were maybe three feet tall. They had incredibly large heads compared to their bodies, which were stumpy and a fraction of the height. Their arms and legs were reminiscent of primates, allowing them to hold onto the marching trees. A ring of red hair framed their faces.

"Holy march of ents!" Edina gasped.

One of them took notice of Kanae and her companions. To their surprise, he steered the tree up to them.

"Greetings, strange ones!" the faefolk greeted in a deep and jovial voice. "Might you be admiring the parade? A spectacular sight, is it not? We thought to stop by Shimmeroong to trade with the satyr settlement, but it seems they had been besieged and left. On to another city, I suppose."

"Exactly where are you headed?" Kanae asked.

"To the endaran city of Starlight. Would you perhaps like a ride?" he offered.

Kanae recalled a satyr mentioning 'Endar'. But that was a place of enslavers. If they were to find the rest of the ingredients, then Starlight might be the place to look. The trio accepted. Finding hospitality in Faerealm was a rare treat, and they were willing to accept it wherever offered.

Vines lowered down from the branches. Kanae and Edina flew up instead while Arenade climbed up the makeshift rope. As they began their journey to Starlight, the Porupo poured out from the longhouse to give chase.

"God is leaving!"

"Don't forsake us!"

"You sure you don't want to give them one last suckle?" Kanae teased.

"Supreme One's beard, I don't want to remember…" Arenade shuddered.

Riding on the tree was surprisingly smooth. There were a few scares of almost falling off when it traversed rough terrain. Many of the dwarf-like fae rested on hammocks tied between branches. It was almost as if they were on a bus, except it was made of wood and walked on two legs.

Monsters hesitated to approach and made a wide berth around or steered clear. Faerealm had no shortage of unique monsters. Even though Kanae was originally from Earth, and everything in her second home was new to her, Faerealm was a lot… stranger, to say the least.

The parade marched past a lake, where an inhabiting house-sized toad captured animals with its sticky tongue and ate whole. Swarms of tiny flying snakes shimmered in and out of existence, leaving behind a cloud of colorful gas. One of the fae riding with them huffed it all, then fell into a hallucinogenic trance. Apparently, even the ents needed to rest. They stopped by a glittering lake to hydrate themselves, dipping their feet and roots into the water.

In the middle of drinking, an enormous underwater plant monstrosity emerged. It snatched a few fae off an ent's branches for a snack. When Kanae, Arenade, and Edina wanted to go help, the one who had invited them motioned against it.

"Ah, there's plenty of us around. Won't miss a few dead. Besides, no sense in risking your life against the wildlife," he said.

"On second thought, I'm not thirsty." Arenade, her face paler than a ghost, backed away from the river.

"Faerealm is scary… I think I like it up here… in the safety of the branches…" Edina trembled as she clung to the upper tree.

Necromancer or not, it seemed that some fears were baked into instinct. They boarded the ents again after rehydrating. According to the fae, Starlight wasn't much farther.

"Thank you for letting us ride with you," Kanae said as she weaved through the branches up to the fae. "We can actually fly, but we probably would've run into a bunch of danger. I still haven't gotten your name yet. I'm Kanae."

"Mito's the name. And no problem! I can tell the three of you aren't from Faerealm. What brings you here?" Mito asked.

"This. Think we can find these in Starlight?" She showed him the list of ingredients for Fairy Rot, three of which they had already obtained and still needed to find the other four.

He tugged on his beard for a second and lit up. "Oh! I recognize these. All very hard to find and exceedingly rare. Particularly the googarulodongwun. You may or may not find them in Starlight. If you do, it will cost you a pretty coin. Or a deal with a swamp hag."

Kanae cursed under her breath. She was hoping the ingredients would be easier to find in a city. If not, then maybe find the Fairy Rot cure itself in some atelier or shop.

The ents lurched to a stop, nearly knocking everyone off. Actually, one fae did fall off and face planted on the ground. They couldn't see why just yet. There were too many branches in the way.

"Mito! We've got trouble!" someone shouted from another ent.

Mito hopped off his hammock and waddled over to the end of a thick branch. He pushed the drapes of leaves aside to look down. They had come to a stop in a bog. Shallow murky waters rose up to around one to two feet up the legs of the ents.

Another one of Mito's fellow fae directed their attention ahead. Protruding from the water were turtle shells. Many of them. They were covered in a layer of moss and not really moving.

"Tch. Damn it all. We'll have to go around," Mito growled.

"Why can't we just go through them?" Arenade joined to ask.

"Those things down there are hasty tortams. Tortoise people. Don't let their sluggish appearance fool you. In a burst of speed, they can move faster than a blink of the eye. Well, only once a day before falling into a weeklong slumber to regain energy," he explained.

Kanae squinted down the bog. There were a lot of shells in the water.

"How long would it take to get to Starlight if we went around compared to through?" Kanae asked.

"Tepid Bog is a big place. Going around… we're looking at maybe adding three days to the journey. Going through? By lunar rise, so less than half a day. But you're not seriously thinking of fighting through all those hasty tortams, are you?" Mito gasped.

Three days wasn't time they could afford to spare. Going around wasn't an option. It was through or over, and riding on the ents had been the safest journey yet.

"Why don't you go down?" Kanae elbowed Arenade in the side.

"Gross. No! Look how nasty that water is down there. It's going to get my robe all dirty. I like mud baths, but not this kind. There's also no telling what other disgusting monster is lurking around! Why don't you go down there?" Arenade suggested.

"I have Prestidigitation now to clean us up," she said, but shifted gears when it wasn't working. "I'm saying you should go, because you're the… hmm. You're the strongest of us three! What's a bunch of tortoises to you? Faerealm is like an uncharted world for you to demonstrate your magic and strength to its people. All these fae and ents? They're just waiting for you to perform a miracle. Imagine, denizens from another realm worshiping you, Demigoddess Arenade Brightwind."

"Heh. Hehe! At last, you're coming to realize my worth! These creatures will rue the day they stood in my way, and that day is today!" The priest donned a suit of armor with Holy Armament and descended into the bog.

"That was easy," Edina remarked snidely.

Filled with confidence and power, Arenade landed in the bog. The swamp waters were up to her knees. However, no amount of dirt or mud managed to stain the golden armor. She summoned a shield into her other hand, then brandished Great Retort at the closest hasty tortam.

"I-I forgot to mention that it's mating season for hasty tortams! Your friend really shouldn't be down there," Mito said worriedly.

"Mating season?" Kanae and Edina repeated before turning their attention back to their priest.

"You there, lowly creature. Move aside or be moved. Rejoice, for I've given you the agency to make the choice yourself!" Arenade exclaimed with her signature high elven arrogance.

It neither responded nor moved.

"Hello? Is anyone home?" She knocked on the turtle shell.

The hasty tortam suddenly stood upright on two feet. It towered over Arenade by an extra head. They almost looked kind of silly. Deep and loose jowls hung from their jaws. Its skin was green and mottled with black spots.

However, they were all drawn to the sight of the hasty tortam's cock. The massive thing might as well be a giant club while erect, and it bumped against Arenade's golden plate armor.

"Uhh… H-Hey, no one told me these things were going to be horny! Kanae, I think this is a job for you!" Arenade yelled nervously from below.

"You don't have to tell me twice!" Kanae licked her lips and jumped down. She landed, only to find Arenade floating face down in the water. The elf was no longer in armor. Her robe drifted along the surface of the murky bog. Great Retort floated next to her, too.

What happened? Arenade was just fine a second ago. Upon closer inspection, white spunk was leaking out from her pussy. The hasty tortam she confronted was gone, nowhere to be seen any more.

"No one screws my busty high elven wife and gets away with it!" Kanae shouted.

"Look out!" Mito warned.

Farther in the bog, other hasty tortams were waking up. They yawned deeply. Kanae prepared herself for a fight, but an impact punched her gut and knocked the wind from her lungs. No. That wasn't quite right. She doubled over in soreness, feeling like someone had just pummeled her pussy for hours.

"Uu… What just… happened…" Kanae twitched in pleasure as ejaculate dribbled down her thighs.

"I told you, these things aren't slow! They expend all their movement in a single burst of speed. Whenever it's mating season, hasty tortam males gather in a body of water and wait for a female to pass by. You have to get out of there before they mate with you to death!" Mito explained in panic.

"Arenade, get up! We gotta get out of here!" She lifted the elf, who gagged on a mouthful of cum. "When did—"

Kanae couldn't speak. Her throat felt stuffed, and she also had a mouthful of her own. It was like something had throat-fucked her the entire day. She gulped the jizz down and tried to take off flying.

All at once, Kanae orgasmed intensely. Both of her holes were sore. Now, her ass and pussy oozed with tortam seed.

"Cough! This is… a nightmare…" Arenade spat out a loogie of jizz. "I'm getting fucked at the speed… of li— aaahhh!"

Another flood of cum poured from Kanae's pussy. Her knees and thighs were weak. One after another, tortams had their way with them in a fraction of a second. Before long, both of them were lying in the bog water mixed with a pool of viscous white goo.

"Amazing… the elf and succubus are sacrificing themselves to clear the way!" Mito whooped.

That is not what's happening!

Edina fluttered down, but only just before her toes touched the water. Kanae wanted to warn her until a chilly wind passed through.

"Creeping Frost!" Edina sent forth a frigid gale that froze the water and tortams before they awakened.

A couple of undead minions pulled Kanae and Arenade onto the frozen sleet that used to be the bog, now an icy expanse with a layer of mist over it.

"Pweh! Since when did you have ice magic?" Kanae wiped the cum from her chin.

"For a while now, actually! Necromancy's spell domain overlaps with ice magic and poison magic. I rarely ever use them though. What's a necromancer who uses ice or poison magic? Be glad I'm not above casting—"

"YOU SHOULD HAVE CASTED THAT EARLIER, YOU DUMB BITCH!" Arenade grabbed Edina by the robe and violently shook her.

"Ack, stop! You're getting tortam jizz all over me!" Edina cried.

Much to Arenade's relief, Kanae's Prestidigitation cleaned the gunk off them and their equipment. Mito was glad for their presence, because if it wasn't for them, they would have steered the ents around.

Edina's ice magic put the tortams into a state of low energy. Reptiles didn't function well in extreme cold after all. It was also hard to stay erect in freezing temperatures. The ents were able to traverse the bog just fine now, and they walked over the ice with ease.

Fortunately, the tree caravan faced no more problems along the way. It was a smooth march all the way to Starlight, an endar city of Faerealm.

The swamp was behind them now. Before their eyes was a dense, sprawling city of smooth gray stones and impossibly tall spires that stretched into the dark blue sky. In the sky, an illusory mushroom cloud shimmered above them, like a sort of ghost from a long dead tree. No moon or star could be seen, yet a soft glow of light bathed Faerealm in spite of their absence. Like Highgreen, canals were interwoven with roads that snaked through each block. Lights behind every building window flickered with life.

It reminded them of cities in their own plane, but there was a sense of capriciousness about Starlight that put them on edge. As if… the city itself seemed to be alive in a way.

No one cared that ents walked right in. This was just another day for them. A fairy almost bumped into an ent, and she threatened to viciously shave it down into bark.

One common race strolled the streets with slaves as casually as walking a dog. Endars. Their faces appeared deer-like if deers had a flat face with a wide nose. They weren't much taller than Kanae or Arenade. Their skin, however, were varying shades of blue from the lightest touch of azure to the darkest of midnight. Like elves, they shared long and pointy ears. High cheekbones and lanky figures were also normal among them.

Endars weren't the only races around though. Fairies fluttered about, picking fights left and right. Satyrs walked about but kept to themselves, and they showed meekness around endarans. The ruling race of Starlight was obvious.

"It was nice meeting you, strange folk!" Mito let them off on a bridge between two city blocks. "If we meet again, then we meet again. Farewell, and remember the rule of Faerealm: never make a deal with a hag!"

The ents and dwarf-fae marched off deeper into the city.

"Why do people have to purposefully raise flags… We've been good about it so far." Kanae sighed.

"We should probably look for shops, right? Our best bet are ateliers and alchemy parlors," Edina said.

The party picked the first shop they came across, an unassuming residence with an 'open' sign on the window. Windchimes hanging from the roof whistled a fanciful tune, and flowers on raised garden beds performed a dance at their approach. As soon as the trio entered, a creepy old lady with a heavy mantle cloaked over her shoulders greeted them.

"Kekeke… Hello, dearies—"

"Hmm. Nope!" Kanae made an about face and walked right out.

They entered another shop called 'Nana's Poultices'. Another elderly woman with an ominous aura flashed her jagged yellow teeth when she smiled. The three walked out of that one, too.

The third store was also managed by a ghoulish lady. Bell chimes on the front door even played a terrifying tune as they entered. Suffice to say, they went the other way.

"Are all shops in Starlight run by hags?!" Kanae dropped to her knees and despaired.

"I mean, we just gotta make sure not to bargain with hags. How hard can it be?" Edina asked.

"Oh, you mean you wouldn't mind walking into a store with a hag pointing at some suspicious contract?" Arenade glared at a shop where someone was doing exactly that from the window.

They avoided eye-contact immediately.

"We'll check hag shops as a last resort. How about we just find a place to stay for now?" Kanae suggested.

"Agreed." Edina and Arenade nodded.

It took hours before they found an inn. None of them understood the Faerealm written language. Only a handful of words made any sense, and they suffered a lot of guesswork over it. Fortunately, they shared the same speaking language despite being from different realms entirely.

Despite receiving odd looks from every person they met or passed, the party managed to find a normal enough faefolk to give them directions. They arrived at a three-story building on the corner of a busy block. A mostly empty lobby awaited them within. It was just a chamber with two stairs presumably leading up to the rooms. Before them was a walled-off reception area with five evenly spaced out holes.

The only other person here was some gremlin race. He dropped currency onto the counter. A tentacle sprung out from the hole to collect the coins, exchanging them for a key covered in slime. The gremlin picked it up and went upstairs.

"Hello? We want a room!" Edina peered into the hole.

"A room is five minted moon shards a night. Per person," a monotonous voice announced from the other side.

"Crap. We don't have any." Kanae cursed under her breath.

"We're not sleeping outside," Arenade said. "I need my beauty sleep, which demands a comfy pillow, a bedsheet, and a not-so-firm mattress."

"Would these suffice?" Sighing, she pulled out a handful of coins from her world.

A slimy tentacle emerged and seemed to glance over copper, silver, and gold coins as if it had eyes.

"Is this a joke? I have no need for common metals. If you can't pay. Move along." The tentacle made shooing motions at them.

At this rate, Arenade was going to throw a fit. But they just didn't have any currency from this world! That posed a big problem if they ever came across an ingredient for Fairy Rot in a shop. They could go out and try to earn some money…

Exhaustion gripped them with a vise though. They would have better luck searching after a good night's rest.

"Is there something we can offer instead of money? Maybe… a little relief for your tentacles?" Kanae leaned her breasts onto the counter.

"Relief, you say?" the creature behind the hole asked, his voice oozing with interest.

"Well, this is clearly a job for someone with big titties." Edina spun around and walked off to find a seat. "I'll be over—"

"Actually, I like them small!" he exclaimed.

"Eh?" The squirreling gasped.

"Whew. I thought I was going to get molested." Arenade wiped the sweat from her brows.

Before anyone had a chance to say anything else, the wall split in two. There was only darkness within, and they couldn't really make out what sort of beast or creature it was. A dozen tentacles flew out, grabbed Edina, and slowly reeled her in.

"Wait a minute, I'm not used to this! Shouldn't it be you or Arenade? I like sex, but I don't know about this one!" Edina stammered.

Kanae said nothing and continued saluting the squirreling until the wall closed shut with her in it. A lot of squelching and moaning erupted from the other side.

"AHHHH! I'M GETTING SLIMED UP! HELP! IT'S— oohh… ahhh… Oh, fuck!" Her panic gradually grew less intense, and it seemed like she was beginning to enjoy it.

"Here you are." Another tentacle, much more slimy than before, dropped a key onto the counter. "I'll be keeping her for a while longer."

"Thank goodness it wasn't me this time…" Arenade shuddered.

As a half-succubus, it probably wasn't so bad for Edina. But Kanae clutched the key and wished she was in there instead. No sense in dwelling on it now. Kanae and Arenade headed up to their room.

They weren't afforded any luxuries. Just four simple beds and thin linen sheets. The pillow was a large cushion, probably for a couch rather than a bed. Arenade pulled her red hair tie off and changed into pajamas, a light robe that left little to the imagination from her silhouette underneath.

"Come here and brush my hair. I want to be spoiled before bed." Arenade beckoned.

Kanae picked up the brush with her tail and went to work on the long, golden locks. In the meantime, they went over the ingredient list for the Fairy Rot cure. They had a bundle of star-leaf stalks, needle fruits, and a satyr horn in their possession. The remaining four ingredients were a faerie dragon egg, whatever a googarulodongwun was, rauncor beast bone, and lunar dew.

Neither Arenade nor Kanae knew where or how to acquire any of them.

"I'm getting worried we won't find the ingredients in time." Kanae sighed.

"Fairy Rot won't kill the Kh'shanti that fast, but it will eventually. We have time," Arenade assured her.

"You know, after seeing Edina get taken away by a tentacle monster like that… I'm kind of in the mood." She embraced Arenade from behind and squeezed her breasts.

The large mounds deformed in Kanae's hands. She could tell Arenade was getting turned on by her stiff nipples. The high elf didn't resist. Her breathing grew shallow. The tips of her pointed ears went red.

Taking the lack of resistance as an invitation, Kanae went further and lowered a hand down to Arenade's crotch. It was soaking wet. She pressed two fingers inside, and they slid into her pussy effortlessly.

"Were you turned on, too? Or did those hasty tortams screwing you at the speed of light flip a switch?" Kanae whispered seductively into her wife's ear.

"Mm… as if…" Arenade sucked in a shaky breath. "This is… nnnh… your fault for… making me start to c-c-crave it… ahhh!"

Kanae pinched Arenade's nipple, and her pussy squeezed the two fingers inside her in return. They were about to get it on until someone kicked their room door open.

Edina stood under the door frame, bare naked and covered in slime. She was carrying her staff in one hand and dragging her belongings and robes in the other. The corners of her eyes twitched with anger.

"Leave me with a tentacle monster, will ya?" Edina stormed into the room.

"Edina, wait—"

"Not the hair! Not the hair!"


Chapter 27

The three of them ventured into Starlight first thing in the morning. As they were leaving the inn, a tentacle from the receptionist slapped Edina's ass on her way out. She jumped a whole yard into the air.

"I'm gonna slaughter that thing and raise it as a minion…" Edina grumbled.

"So, we're at a loss. Do we even know what a googarulodongwun is to begin with?" Kanae asked.

Arenade and Edina shrugged.

Figures. Maybe they needed a hag's help after all. There didn't appear to really be any kind of leadership in Starlight to ask either. If there were, who would offer to help a trio of folks from another realm?

They searched for the better part of the morning before finding a flower boutique whose shopkeeper wasn't a hag. A male endaran manned the counter, wrapping a bouquet together to place into a basket. The man lifted his gaze when the bell chimed from them entering.

"Strange customers, you are. But customers are customers nonetheless. How may I help you today?" he asked.

"We're new to Starlight. Think you can point us in the right direction to find these?" Kanae charmed the shopkeeper and handed him the list.

"Uhh… Yes, of course. Let me take a look…" After taking the list, his brows knitted together. "Oh, you will be hard pressed to find any of these in the city. Faerie dragons are a rare sighting in the wilds. Forget about catching one, finding them is hard enough. I suggest searching at the Iron Shackle Bazaar. Not for a faerie dragon egg, but for someone versed in hunting exotic beasts. Googarulodongwun is a rainbow slime residue, also found in the wilds. Wherever rainbow slime go, they leave a trail of it behind. Rauncors are wraiths whose rotted spirits have yet to leave their bones. They can normally be found in graveyards. As for lunar dew… I'm afraid I have no idea."

That was more help than they found the first day. They followed the directions given to them by the endaran shopkeeper. Iron Shackle Bazaar was just beyond a wide bridge, in a large plaza where slaves were traded left and right like everyday merchandise. Fae slaves sat huddled inside cages, or were one of many whose leashes led to a single endar master.

It reminded Kanae of Aberron in the Hellfire Badlands, where slaves were flaunted like a symbol of wealth. Enslaved fairies beat their fists against the bars of a birdcage. A hulking fae whose knuckles dragged on the ground was chained by his wrists, ankles, and neck. This is all so…

"I-I wonder what it would be like to be sold into slavery… Do you think someone might be looking for a succubus?" Kanae panted heavily.

"Can you quit being horny for one second?" Arenade clocked her over the head with Great Retort. "Edina's gone missing!"

Not for long. Kanae was able to sense the succubi she transformed through Sisterhood. Following her internal radar, it led them to an endaran man showing Edina metal cages upon metal cages, large and small, containing Faerealm creatures.

"Oh, there you guys are. I think I found someone that might be selling what we're looking for," Edina said.

"Way to go, you. How did you even come across this?" Kanae asked.

"Heh. I just have that kind of talent, you know?" She grinned and shrugged.

The endaran man was paler than most of his kind. He donned ornate equipment, with a thick overcoat like gambeson bearing the motifs of a rosebush. It was possible he was similar to an adventurer from their world, given all his gear. Maybe he turned over a new leaf to hunt fae beasts to sell.

Kanae eyed the merchandise, but nothing in the man's inventory looked remotely like a faerie dragon, let alone a dragon. Her eyes wandered to the other, much larger beasts. Many of them stared back and growled. She began to salivate in more places than just her tongue.

"What'cha looking for? Maybe I can help you," the man said.

"Which one of these big ones has a dick as thick as a greatsword and can pin me down with ease?" Kanae gulped.

"Say what now?" He eyed her suspiciously.

"Alright, you dumb slut." Arenade yanked Kanae's tail, causing her to shriek and jump back. "Faerie dragon egg. You got them or not?"

The endaran immediately lifted a finger up to his lips and hushed them. He glanced up and down the street. Kanae, Arenade, and Edina caught on right away that they might be dealing with contraband. After a few seconds of checking that the coast was clear, he pulled back the flap into his large wagon and beckoned them in.

They followed him inside the back, which was stacked from head to toe with all manner of smaller beasts. Farther in, he moved aside other cages to reveal others that were covered with a cloth. Pulling it off revealed three eggs with a shell of a shimmering rainbow palette.

"Faerie dragon egg. Real as you and I. If Starlight guards catch you, it's straight to the gallows. Price, 1000 minted moon shards each. Well?" He rubbed his grimy hands together, expecting a big payday.

"We'll take one." Kanae smiled, and charmed the endaran into gladly handing one over.

"Pleasure doing business with you!" The man shook her hand and smiled.

Kanae stuffed the egg into Arenade's satchel. Four ingredients found, three left to go.

They spent the rest of the day searching for the remaining ingredients to little success. It was getting dark again, at least as dark as Faerealm could get. Kanae was getting antsy that they might have to spend another day searching for the rest.

Googarulodongwun, rauncor bones, and lunar dew were an absolute mystery to them. No amount of charming answers out of Starlight's citizens yielded anything useful.

"Why don't we ask the gods of Faerealm for help?" Arenade suggested as a matter of factly and pointed to a nearby temple.

Kanae and Edina cocked their heads.

"We can do that?" Kanae asked.

"Why not?" The priest shrugged. "I am of divinity, and you're probably the closest mortal to becoming deified. They would be fools not to answer us. There's a temple over there. We can try and commune with one."

"Former," she added with a snide grin.

Pouting, Arenade pinched Kanae's ear and pulled her along.

"Wait up! My legs are shorter than yours!" Edina picked up the pace.

They entered the outdoor temple situated in front of a gargantuan tree. A wooden lattice overhang of flowers gently showered them with petals. Gnarled tree roots formed a sort of amphitheater wall. Watery yellow sap leaked from the trunk down to a stone basin, where visitors stepped up one by one to cup their hands in to drink from, then offer a prayer.

The three of them stood in line behind Endar and other faefolk. When it was finally their turn, Edina shuddered and backed away.

"Ughhh… I'm feeling a holy aura in there. I'm just going to wait for you guys outside." Edina slinked out of the temple.

Holy aura?

They walked up to the basin of sap. Kanae glanced up. The form of a woman with flowers growing from her hair had been carved into the trunk, and she appeared to stand vigil over her followers.

Kanae and Arenade scooped some sap into their hands, and down the hatch it went. They shuddered at the intensely bitter flavor. Soon, a warm sensation welled up from within their bellies. They shut their eyes and pressed their hands together in prayer. Their silent voices reached out into the ether, then…

"Arenade, is that you? What in three hells are you doing in Faerealm?" an amused, playful voice asked.

They opened their eyes to an emerald-skinned woman, whose lower half was attached to the tree trunk much like the carving. Except she was real. Her eyes and sclera were a deep black. Flowers on her hair weren't blooming and were instead tiny, closed up buds.

"No time for small talk, Gaea. We're on an important mission. Since you're a patron god of Faerealm, maybe you can tell us where to find the alchemical reagents called googar-fucks-its-name, rauncor bones, and lunar dew," Arenade said.

"Snappy for a demigoddess stripped of divinity. Why should I help you? We're not from the same department. Your companion isn't even a denizen of Faerealm. Neither of you belong here to begin with!" Gaea returned indignantly.

"I'm nearing the finish line for Deification," Kanae chimed in. "Wouldn't you like to have a deity on the material plane owe you a favor?"

"Hm. There are alraunes in your plane that do not worship me. Perhaps it is about time they do. Very well. You have intrigued me. Take this and plant it beside your Kh'shanti seedling, succubus." She dropped an oval green gem into the palm of Kanae's hand.

An incredible magic power pulsed from it… almost like a beating heart. Kanae feared what this might do to the Kh'shanti seedling, but Demigoddess Gaea didn't seem evil in the slightest. Hopefully, this wouldn't cause problems by bringing something back from Faerealm.

Kanae tucked it safely into a waist pouch and thanked the demigoddess.

"I've included the location of one of your reagents on your physical forms. The rest you will have to find yourself," Gaea said.

"It's more than enough. We appreciate it!" Kanae bowed.

"Nu-uh. Just one? Give us the location of the other two, you glorified tree!" Arenade shouted.

"You're capable enough, Arenade. Oh. Or maybe not? Wasn't your divinity rescinded by the Supreme One for leaving a security door open? Ha! You're the laughing stock of the Faerealm Pantheon department! You know what? Wait right there. I must tell the others," she said and disappeared into the tree.

"GAEA! GET YOUR BARK ASS BACK HERE!" The furious elf clenched her fist, infusing it with holy magic and throwing a wide punch.

A vacuum of force sucked them away. They returned to the temple grounds. Worshipers and clergymen stared at them in shock. Kanae didn't realize what happened until she followed their gazes. Arenade's attack had destroyed Demigoddess Gaea's statue, pieces of it and the tree trunk were strewn all over the floor as bark.

"Ah." Arenade hid her glowing fist behind her back.

"Those weird-looking people destroyed a statue of Gaea!" someone from the pews shouted.

"Infidels! Capture them!" a cleric of Gaea exclaimed.

Kanae grabbed Arenade's hand and booked it. A crowd of angry religious worshipers chased them out of the temple. Edina was outside minding her business when the two of them emerged. She glanced back inside to find the furious crowd, then tucked tail and ran.

"What the fuck did you two do this time?!" Edina yelled.

"I didn't do anything! Arenade punched the statue!" Kanae glared at their priest.

"Okay, I'm sorry! Now do something about this! Edina, use your ice magic to stop them in their tracks or something!" Arenade pleaded desperately.

"No," she said.

"No?!" They turned to her in shock.

"I've already used my one allotted, self-imposed, non-necromantic spell this month. I ain't using it again. If I keep using ice magic, that makes me an ice mage! Am I dressed like an ice mage to you?" the necromancer complained.

Kanae and Arenade slapped a hand to their faces.

Ice magic… Ice magic… Kanae recalled having acquired an ice spell through Feed the Queen. It was Hailstorm!

[Hailstorm: Call forth a shower of hail to bludgeon foes in a large area with physical and cold magic damage.]

Maybe creating a blizzard in the middle of the city wasn't a good idea. Kanae scrolled down a little farther and came across Conjured Caltrops, also another spell she obtained through Feed the Queen while in Lograin.

[Conjured Caltrops: Cast magical caltrops to the ground. Deals piercing damage and slows pursuing enemies.]

Perfect!

Kanae flourished her whip and cast Conjured Caltrops. Hundreds of small spikes poured across the ground. When the chasing mob arrived, they stepped all over the caltrops and danced around while screaming in pain.

"IT'S IN MY EYE!"

"Who would do such a thing?!"

"I'm in so much pain!"

They started howling in agony and stopped chasing for fear of stepping on more. Kanae suddenly didn't feel so good about herself.

"Maybe Hailstorm would've been less cruel…" Kanae winced.

The three turned a corner and threw themselves behind a parked wagon to catch their breaths. No one pursued them anymore, especially with a carpet of caltrops in the way. Arenade tensed up and straightened her back. She reached into her satchel to pull something out. It wasn't the list of ingredients for Fairy Rot, but a new piece of paper that looked freshly written on.

"It's from Gaea!" Arenade gasped.

"What's it say?" Kanae asked.

"Says here that Lunar Dew is obtained from the secretions of a moon priestess. A cleric or adherent at any Moon Temple of Rayshar qualifies as a moon priestess. Looks like we need to find ourselves a Moon Temple," she explained and rolled up the note.


Chapter 28

After pissing off some of the locals, Kanae and her companions decided to search for googarulodongwun outside the city. Its true identity was that of rainbow slime residue. They weren't searching blind anymore and only needed to keep an eye out for something colorful.

Or, that was what they thought. The entirety of Faerealm was colorful by nature. This realm didn't follow the same logic or rules of the other world. When they ventured out of Starlight, thousands of tiny glowing purple wisps blinked into existence to light up the surface. It was as if night had turned to daylight. Leaves on trees came in every color except green. Animals were fanciful in appearance and oftentimes downright strange. Two tiny bug-eyed pixies flew up to them and giggled mischievously before darting off.

The three eventually came across a giant orange chameleon with a tree growing out of its back. They hopped on for a ride since the creature seemed relatively docile. It didn't so much as react when they climbed onto its back. Every now and then, the chameleon fired its tongue out at big insects and consumed them whole.

"Hehe. This thing is kinda cute. I wanna kill it and add it into my undead army," Edina said, patting the reptile's head.

"Don't you dare. We're not bringing anything from Faerealm back to our world unless it's a cure for Fairy Rot," Arenade scolded.

"Not even a little one? We got a faerie dragon egg, so why can't I have this thing?"

"It won't be an egg for long; We're using it for Fairy Rot!"

Kanae ignored her party's bickering and continued to survey the surroundings for a rainbow slime, but she had little success. Something like that would probably blend right into the environment.

An out of place tent behind a brush caught Kanae's attention. She squinted to get a better look. The modest purple and yellow shelter was round in shape. Wooden beads draped down the entrance. A creepy woman stared straight at her from within.

Terrified, Kanae sat upright and avoided eye-contact. Another hag? Why were there so many in this world?

"What's got you all spooked?" Arenade poked Kanae on the back, causing her to jump in fright.

"D-Don't do that! I just saw a hag out here. They really want us or something…" Kanae shuddered.

"Geh." Edina finally saw the one she was talking about. "Let's just pretend we don't see her."

They did just that and ignored the hag. When the chameleon finally passed by the tent, the trio breathed a sigh of relief. Only… the same tent appeared ahead of them. They passed it again. It appeared ahead of them again. The hag was undoubtedly following them.

An hour went by like this, them passing by and it magically reappearing. Edina suggested they play cards to put the hag to the back of their minds. It worked, though not without Kanae and Arenade owing Edina a chunk of money from loss after loss.

The chameleon suddenly lurched to a stop. They nearly fell off its back. That hag's tent had appeared right in front of the beast this time.

"How dare you ignore me? I've been trying to get your attention, and you're just giving me the cold shoulder?!" A cloaked woman stormed out of the tent in a fury.

"Get outta here! We ain't taking no stinky deals!" Edina plucked a fruit from the tree growing out of the chameleon's back and threw it at her.

Arenade and Kanae did the same. They flung a number of fruits at the hag in an effort to make her leave.

"Those are rare fruits you're throwing— Ow! Stop that! Didn't anyone ever teach you any manners? Oof, you hit my nose!" she cried.

"Make a hag's deal with this! Plant Growth!" Arenade poured magic into one of the fruits, increasing its size from that of an apple to a fully grown pumpkin. She hurled it with all her might and the enlarged fruit knocked the hag out cold.

Their jaws dropped.

"Sheesh, Arenade. I don't think we were trying to kill the hag!" Edina threw her arms up.

"We weren't?" Arenade squinted.

"Wait, she doesn't look like a hag!" Kanae pointed to the woman knocked out on the ground, surrounded by thrown fruit.

The hag's hood had come off from the impact. She was anything but old and ugly. In fact, she was youthful and incredibly beautiful. A curtain of purple hair reached down to her waist, skin of bright orange complexion, and ears more long and pointy than an elf's such that they sagged. Her dark maroon robes were adorned with hanging talismans and fetishes.

They hopped off the chameleon and came to her aid. Instead of stars, the hag was seeing cackling pixies. Literally. The tiny group of faefolk circled her head in laughter. Kanae shooed them away and stood her upright in the sitting position.

"Hey! Are you okay? We didn't mean to hurt you!" Kanae shook her awake.

"Didn't mean to?" The woman's eyes snapped open and showed boiling anger. "You chucked a fruit the size of a boulder at me!"

"I'm sorry, alright? We thought you were a hag trying to tempt us into a deal," Arenade said apologetically.

"But I am a hag," she replied as a matter of factly.

The party turned around and tried to climb back onto the chameleon.

"Hey, where do you think you're going?" the hag asked, grabbing ahold of Kanae's tail.

"We don't want anything to do with a hag! Now let go of my tail!" Kanae exclaimed.

"I'm begging you, don't go! Can you spare me a few minutes? All the other hags make fun of me for being bad at what I do. I've never made any successful deals before. I'll grant you anything. Anything! I won't ask something that's too outrageous in return like other hags!" she pleaded desperately.

Kanae couldn't hang on any longer and lost hold. They both fell backwards with her on top of the hag.

"Maybe we should hear her out," Edina suggested. "We did agree to rely on the hag as a last resort. Besides, I haven't seen a goo… Fuck it. I'm calling it a goog from now on. Have you seen one, hag? We've been shit out of luck here!"

"No, absolutely not. Nothing good comes from bargaining with hags. I'm telling you, this is a bad idea, and I'll end up getting the short end of the stick again!" Arenade threw a tantrum.

"Turn Horny." Kanae cut short Arenade's complaining.

The high elf collapsed to the ground, convulsing intensely as the spell brought her close to climax.

"We're still suspicious of you, but there is something you can help us with," Kanae said to the hag and helped her up.

"R-Really? Thank you! Please, come on in!" She gestured into the tent.

They entered the humble shelter which turned out to be much larger inside. If the hag was teleporting the tent around, then the entire thing must be made of magic. She motioned for them to take a seat at a small, round table lit up with only a wax candle. Behind her was an entire cabin.

A cauldron with green liquid bubbled and steamed in the back. Shelves were stocked full of curious reagents. A sour scent filled the air, almost like an old person's home. Or a hospital reeking of medicine. The menagerie of furniture, cabinets, and creepy decorations cramped her modest residence. Some dead pixies were strewn on one counter, and on another a frog had its limbs stretched out and staked with needles.

Arenade had entered with them, but she was evidently pissed off from being made horny. As soon as they were seated, the hag sat across from them.

"Before we begin, my name is Quella. I really appreciate your cooperation. Being a hag can be tough," Quella explained.

"You ain't what I expected a hag to look like. Shouldn't you be more… old, nasty, and wrinkly?" Edina asked, scratching her chin.

"Guh. I know, right? I'm just so… UGLY!" she cried.

The trio stared at her in disbelief while holding their poker faces.

Quella continued in a fit of heartache, "The other hags made fun of me growing up. My skin is too clear. My body is of normal proportions. My metabolism is too perfect for me to gain or lose weight. I don't even have warts in weird places, like come on! Can I at least have some on my nose?"

"What should I do, Kanae?" Arenade clenched a fist glowing with holy energies. "She's pissing me off. I have a whole skin regimen that costs thousands of gold a month for my flawless skin. My weight fluctuates at the flip of a coin, so I've recently put off my favorite wine and treats to cut carbs. Can I hit her? I can make the hag ugly for her."

"No! Put your spell out! And what's that about spending thousands of gold a month? That better not be coming out of the Commonwealth coffers." Kanae glared.

Arenade clammed up real quick.

"Say, one of you mentioned something about a goo? Did you mean a googarulodongwun?" Quella asked.

"Yeah. We're trying to find it to make a Fairy Rot cure out of," Edina explained.

"Fairy Rot? That's a very rare elixir you're seeking to brew. I'm capable of making it, but unfortunately do not have the ingredients on me," she said.

Everyone's shoulders slackened. Kanae saw the silver lining in it though. Right before them was a hag who could make the cure. That was progress. They only needed to find the rest of the ingredients.

"But if you're after googarulodongwun and rauncor bones, I know just where to find them. I can take you right there!" Quella lifted her hand in the finger-snapping motion.

"Wait, wait, wait!" Kanae, Arenade, and Edina cried.

It happened in an instant. They felt the place teleport because space distorted and everything shifted slightly. The three fell out of their seats, but Quella was perfectly used to it and was still on her chair.

"Eh? Should I not have?" Quella glanced over to check on them.

"Ugh… We wanted to know the terms of service for dealing with a hag first…" Kanae groaned.

"Oh. Aha… haha… Well, a hag's Trickery comes into effect at random. Even I don't know what it will end up being! There's nothing to worry about for now," she insisted nervously.

"That sounds like something to be worried about now!" Arenade retorted.

Desperate to change topics, Quella ushered them out of the tent. She had allegedly brought them somewhere that was close to googarulodongwun and rauncor bones. They weren't in the same whimsical forest anymore, but somewhere much darker and gloomier. The array of colors had been replaced by dark gray and midnight blue. Trees were gnarled from sickness and disease, and the soil beneath their feet was muddy and bubbled as if the ground was festering.

Would a rainbow slime really be in such a depressing place? Finding rauncor bones around here sounded about right though.

"I'll be here to transport you back when you've found your two ingredients. They should be really nearby!" Quella said as she retreated back into the tent.

"You're not coming with us?" Kanae asked.

"Of course not. Aiding you would incur Trickery again. Ah! If you don't know, Trickery is a hag passive skill that activates whenever we cast magic," she explained.

Suddenly, none of them were so sure about Quella's help anymore.

With little choice and having received the best chance in finding two ingredients, they split up to search the swamp. Fortunately, they avoided treading through difficult terrain by flying. Even though they had been thrown a bone, finding a rainbow slime still proved difficult. Kanae circled far and wide to little success, so she went to rejoin her companions.

"Any luck?" Kanae asked.

"Nope. We found something weird though." Edina directed her attention to a group of leaf-robed humanoid ents, whose hollow interiors were illuminated by fireflies inhabiting their bodies.

A couple of them took notice that they were being watched. They didn't seem to mind. The ent-people chanted quietly to themselves around a small ring of fire for a few minutes, then moved on to do it again elsewhere. Five fiery ritual circles had been left in their wakes.

"Looks to me like they're summoning something. That's not what we're looking for though. No need to bother with them," Arenade said.

"I wanna check it out just to make sure! My necromancer senses are tingling." Edina flew down to one of the rings.

"If Edina gets us in trouble with the ents, I'm not dealing with it!" the priest groaned.

Kanae and Arenade followed after the squirreling anyway. They were surprised by how hot it was despite the flames being small. It was maybe five feet in radius. The fires were no bigger than the size of a candle, which somehow managed to burn on the wet mud. Getting too close was unbearable, at least for Kanae. Arenade could only get a few feet closer thanks to the Ring of Fire Protection she got years ago in the Necro Lord Zogoth's tomb.

"Edina, how are you able to get so close?" Kanae backed away.

"Hehe. That's because I have Undead Fortitude Rank 3. That gives me greater resistances to all types of damage. Levels of resistances are ranked from lowest to highest as minor, lesser, greater, and major. So, I'm at greater resistances right now, but I'm twice as vulnerable to holy and divine magic. That's the trade-off." Edina shrugged.

"Vulnerable, huh?" Arenade stared thoughtfully at the necromancer.

"Hey, I don't like that look you're giving me…" She glared back.

Edina descended into the center of the ring and stuck both arms into the mud. Tongue out and brows furrowed, she molested the earth for whatever reason unknown to them. Frustrated after a minute of digging, the necromancer called forth a couple of undead warriors to rummage through the mud.

To the others' surprise, they unearthed large mud-stained bones. It took two undead to lift just one. Edina, covered in mud and grime, flashed her pearly white teeth in triumph.

"I got it!" Edina cheered.

"Geh. These bones turned out larger than I expected." Arenade gawked in surprise.

"Just what kind of monsters were these?" Kanae wondered aloud.

"I can raise one and find out," the necromancer suggested. "These bones contain a lot of magic in them."

They shot that down right away.

Bringing the bone back to Quella's was top priority, and Edina was surprisingly cooperative. Her undead warriors hauled it back to the tent. The hag confirmed it was indeed rauncor bones, and she appeared particularly pleased by such a fine specimen.

Now, all they needed left to find here was a rainbow slime. Things likely cooled down at Starlight, so it should be safe to visit the Moon Temple of Rayshar. Arenade just needed not to blow a lid again…

"Where's Edina?" Arenade asked.

"I thought she came in with us?" Kanae scratched her head, then turned to the necromancer's minions that came with them.

They shrugged as if unsure, but Kanae and Arenade knew better than that.

"Where's your master? Where did she go? I swear I'm going to blast you into bonedust with a holy spell!" Arenade threatened an undead.

Terrified, the minion pointed outside.

When they emerged from the tent to find Edina, she was in the middle of excavating a rauncor from another circle of fire. The two raced over but could get no closer due to the heat.

"Edina, what are you doing? Get out of there already!" Kanae yelled.

"Don't try to stop me! I know these rauncors are made of some legendary stuff, and I want to get my hands on it!" Edina exclaimed.

"Alright, step back. I'm going to blast this holy-vulnerable idiot." Arenade was about to fire a holy spell until she felt faint.

Kanae became lightheaded, too. They collapsed to their hands and knees, swallowing the urge to vomit. When the sensation subsided, Edina had rushed out of the ring of fire to check on them.

"What's going on with you two? Hey!" Edina shouted in their faces.

"I feel… strangely heavier around the chest area." Kanae pressed a hand to her head.

"You're feeling strange? Damn it, Kanae! Did you cast Turn Horny on me again?" Arenade complained.

"Huh?" The squirreling gaped at them. "Kanae, why are you calling Arenade by your own name?"

What?

Both of them straightened their backs and stared at each other. Kanae saw another Kanae right in front of herself. Panic washed over the succubus' face, and she started shaking her shoulders violently.

"I'm you! You're me! What in three hells did you do?!" Arenade cried in Kanae's body.

"No way. Am I really you?" Kanae asked and immediately cupped a handful of the high elf's breasts. "Yep, this is definitely you."

"Ahahahaha! This is a fucking riot! The two of you switched bodies? It's gotta be the hag's Trickery!" Edina keeled over laughing and tears welled at the corners of her eyes.

Quella.

Kanae checked her wrist. The sigil wasn't the same heart one that she was used to seeing. Instead, it was the shape of a cross to signify a crowned Priest. She brushed a hand over it.
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"Oh, no. I really am Arenade!" Kanae gasped.

"And I'm you! Aahhhh! I don't want to be a succubus!" Arenade wailed from Kanae's body. "Why is your body in a constant state of horniness? Is this your default? Your clothes are so raunchy, and the straps feel like they can come off at any second! Ew! Why does your tail open like that? It looks so nasty! I want my body back! Give me my precious divine body back!"

"Stop crying! You're making me embarrassed by acting like that in my body. I'm sure it's temporary. If not, we'll make Quella change us back," she assured the succubus of the group now.

Arenade wouldn't stop sniffling, and Edina continued to poke fun at her. Still, Kanae was in complete shock to find Arenade at such a high level. 301? That was so much higher than either of them. What did she even do to obtain all this experience?

Checking Arenade's character sheet could come later. This was a chance of a lifetime. The body that Kanae had so thoroughly defiled and toyed with over the years now belonged to her. These boobs though… They were so big. How was she able to stand them?

"Hey, Arenade~ Look at how slutty I am with my big fat tits!" Kanae flashed the high elf with her own breasts.

"DON'T DO THAT!" Arenade wrapped both hands around Kanae's neck.

"Aaacck… Mercy… You're killing… yourself…" she croaked.

A commotion from the ent-people saved Kanae before she choked to death. Many were running for their lives. One tripped on the muddy ground. She glanced back in time to witness a swamp monstrosity picking it up.

The creature's back was covered in moss and vegetation. A mushroom grew on his head. He had the face of a troll and a body of a less muscular, but fatter ogre. Tangles of weed draped down the face like hair. Each leg was thick as a tree trunk, which caused the ground to shake from every step.

When he saw Kanae, Arenade, and Edina, he threw the ent-man away and lumbered towards them instead.

"Get… out… of… my… swamp!" he bellowed.

The swamp ogre trampled over fleeing ent-people in his charge. He stopped in front of one of the circles, seemingly unaffected by the flames, and picked up a large rauncor bone to use as a club. Some of the ents retaliated by calling forth the power of nature, sending snaking vines and roots to attack the monster. However, a single swing bludgeoned away a swathe of them with little effort.

Kanae looked over Arenade's list of abilities as a priest. Healing magic, holy spells, and some passive auras that weren't going to be helpful in this situation. Meanwhile, Arenade was doing the same in her recently-swapped succubus body. Many of the skills she made a disgusted face at.

"Gee. You're sure making me feel good about myself," Kanae groaned.

"How am I supposed to react when I see Blowjob Proficiency and Futanari in here?" Arenade folded her arms.

They had momentarily forgotten the swamp ogre, and he was already on top of them. The two leaped back just in time to avoid being clobbered. Treading through muddy soil made it difficult to stay standing.

Kanae needed a weapon to defend herself with, but all she had was Arenade's Great Retort, which only reacted to other spells. The ogre's shadow loomed over her. He was about to bring the bone club down on her head until a death knight emerged from a portal to block it. The massive weapon connected with a greatshield.

It was Death Knight Cantu, his body a hodgepodged amalgamation from different monsters sewn together to a single form. Muscular troll arms pushed back against the swamp ogre's might.

"I got this. Leave it to me!" Edina, who was sitting on Cantu's shoulder, flashed a grin.

"Corpsestitch has granted me the strength of two trolls, an ogre, and a dragon! Haha! I am powerful. I am mighty. I am a god!" Cantu breathed fire at the swamp ogre, forcing the monster to stagger back and pat out of the flames.

Good. At this rate—

"Huh. What's going on? I'm fading!" The self-proclaimed god quickly became transparent. His body started fading out of existence. A portal opened up beneath his feet and swallowed him whole, and Edina face-planted on the ground. Her crew of undead summons ran around in panic before turning into inert piles of bones.

"Uh. Oh, shit. I'm out of mana." Edina laughed nervously.

"How?!" Kanae exclaimed.

"I-I dunno! My staff usually stores a lot, but it's empty for some reason," she said, punching each skull as if trying to knock a television remote back to life.

If all Edina needed was mana, then Arenade could resolve that. She had Restore Mana while in Kanae's body.

Wait a minute. Where did Arenade go?

"HELP! HELP MEEEEEE!" Arenade cried as the swamp ogre gave chase to her. "You're not out of mana! Necromancers draw some of their powers from the Realm of Eternal Rest! Faerealm isn't as close to there as our plane, so you're cut off! In other words: use your non-necromantic spells, you dumbass!"

"No!" Edina pouted.

"Arenade, what are you doing? You can fly!" Kanae shouted.

"I only know how to fly with Holy Armament, not with wings! Now help me! This ogre looks like he wants to screw my brains out! Even his dick is erect! Aaahhhhh! I hate this place! I want to go home!" she cried, tears wicking from her eyes as she ran.

Holy Armament! Right. Kanae could make use of that to fight the swamp ogre. But, how? She tried to focus her magical energy into the spell. She called out several times. Nothing happened like when Gretchen and Arenade casted it.

"I know what you're doing! Trying to cast Holy Armament, right? Just picture something in your mind!" Arenade yelled.

"It's not working!" Kanae frowned.

"What do you mean 'it's not working'? Are you that simple-minded? Your head is so empty that you can't even invoke a meager image? I'm about to get impaled here, so THINK OF SOMETHING!" she screamed even more frantically.

This high elf was going to need a stern talking to later… Until then, Kanae squeezed her eyes shut.

A thousand images flitted past. Some clear, others vague. Numerous armors, weapons, and tools took shape but never fully formed. Arenade's screaming was a little too distracting. She couldn't think of anything.

"Did you think of anything yet?!" Arenade asked, still running in circles around a tree to escape the swamp ogre.

"No! I can't think while you're yelling. Just use Turn Horny to slow him down!" Kanae suggested.

Arenade skidded to a halt and turned to face the ogre. She offered a haughty smile that Kanae didn't think was possible with her own soft features.

"You will regret pursuing me, monster. Turn Horny!" Arenade casted one of the succubus race's signature spells.

It landed and hit the ogre square in the chest. He doubled over and grunted. They thought it had worked until he straightened his back, and his dick was larger than before and throbbing even more intensely.

"IT MADE THINGS WORSE!" Arenade screamed and ran again, this time pursued by the invigorated ogre.

"Come… back! You can… stay in my… swamp!" the ogre exclaimed.

"I don't want to!" she wailed.

Oops. Should have suggested Conjured Caltrops instead. Kanae shut her eyes again and put everything out of her mind. One thing did come with the clarity of a polished glass window. Dicks. Kanae had never been more passionate about any other object than the glory of an erect phallus.

It was something so obscene yet able to grant incredible pleasure. They were the source of Kanae's strength and will. Her reason for living. Dicks. A nice big cock.

Just the thought of them got Kanae wet. Unfortunately, now wasn't the time for that. Her eyes snapped open. She held a clear picture in her mind.

"Holy Armament: Giant Dick!" Kanae boomed.

An enormous, golden languisteed-shaped cock materialized in her hand. The tip flared out like the end of a trumpet. It took both hands to hold steadily, but Kanae felt the hard meatiness and veins that ran along the shaft.

"DID YOU REALLY GO AND CREATE SOMETHING INDECENT WITH MY HOLY SPELL?" Arenade cried.

The swamp ogre finally caught up to Arenade. He caught her with his free hand and licked his lips. Protruding from a curtain of mossy pubic hair, the massive dick twitched as he positioned her right above it.

"I take it back! I don't care how you save me! Just save me!" She changed her tone and pleaded.

Arenade had the wind knocked out of her. The ogre forced her onto his dick like she was a pocket pussy. He didn't so much as buck his hips. Instead, he repeatedly moved her up to the tip and all the way down to the balls. His thick member effortlessly drilled the succubus pussy.

Although Kanae was supposed to save Arenade, she couldn't help but be mesmerized by the sight of them. This was how she looked being fucked. It was a turn on watching herself railed by a large creature such as an ogre.

"Ooooohh! Help… me… This swamp ogre is… splitting me… apart… I'm cumming! Supreme One's hairy ass… Kanae, this body of yours… it's too sensitive! I'm cumming!" Arenade howled as pleasure wracked her being.

The swamp ogre shuddered. He climaxed and filled Arenade up so full that ejaculate exploded from her pussy. She went limp. Her eyes were spinning. He was about to go for round two until Kanae fired Penance. Snaking holy energies bound his body, and gilded chains tied him up.

"Take this!" Kanae smacked the ogre across the face with her golden dildo.

He let Arenade drop into the mud and stumbled backwards, falling face first to the ground with a heavy thud. Kanae hovered over him, ready to strike again. Lucky for them, he was knocked out cold.

Kanae hoisted Arenade to her feet. She could barely stand, her legs were trembling so much. Fresh swamp ogre cum leaked from her pussy.

"Uu… Sex as a succubus… is so intense…" Arenade mumbled.

"Good on you for hanging in there. Let's get you cleaned up." After Kanae casted Heal on Arenade, and guided her in casting Prestidigitation on herself, the two hobbled over to Edina.

Their necromancer was sitting on the ground, rocking on her heels. She stared blankly off into the distance muttering something. Kanae and Arenade exchanged odd looks before leaning down to check on her.

"My undead aren't answering me… I'm a necromancer, aren't I? What kind of necromancer doesn't have undead minions? Am I an ice mage now? Heh… hehe… I'm just a necro-less-mancer…" Edina ended up taking the most damage after all, at least in her own way.

Kanae took one more look at the ogre and noticed a wriggling satchel hanging off his waistband. Perplexed, she went over to untie the top and looked in. A rainbow slime glistened back at her. Talk about luck.

Quella did say rauncor bones and googarulodongwun were nearby. The particulars of the deal likely brought them to where both happened to be close to each other. Not that Kanae was complaining. She tied the bag back up so the googarulodongwun wouldn't escape, then followed the others back to the hag.

As soon as Quella came to greet them, Arenade launched into violence.

"Change us back, you bitch! I want my body back!" Arenade strangled the hag with her bare hands.

"I-I can't! Once Trickery has… activated, it cannot be undone… even with dispelling magic. I promise you, this… isn't permanent!" Quella was turning blue.

"We need Quella to make the Fairy Rot cure." Kanae yanked Arenade by her tail and fingered the pussy-like opening.

"Iiiieeeee!" She dropped to her knees and panted.


Chapter 29

They laid out six ingredients on the table next to Quella's cauldron. Star-leaf stalks, needle fruits, satyr horn, faerie dragon egg, googarulodongwun, and rauncor bones. The only thing they needed now was lunar dew, which Gaea informed them that it could only be acquired from moon priestesses of Rayshar. Rather, their secretions. But why? Why secretions? What made those priestesses special?

Quella transported them back to Starlight. She apparently needed to head into the city to restock on supplies. They landed in the middle of the slave bazaar. No one batted an eye at them except for a curious fae child, but even then she ran off as they emerged from the tent.

"I'll meet you back here after I make some purchases. The Moon Temple of Rayshar is north of the slave bazaar. It's the circular building with a blue dome rooftop and a crescent moon statue," Quella explained.

Their plan was simple. Get into the temple, have Arenade charm a moon priestess, obtain their secretions using the vials that Quella had given them, and then leave. There was no possible way they could screw this up. Only, Edina and Arenade were still sulking. It might fall to Kanae, but she wasn't in her element as a high elven priest.

How hard could this be though? Moon priestesses were probably a dime a dozen. They just needed to run into one and make them sweat.

When they arrived at the temple in question, two endaran guards in glistening silver armor stopped them from entering. Their crescent moon glaives blocked the way.

"What do you mean we can't go in?" Kanae pouted.

"The clergy are performing a sacred rite to commune with the moon. That means the residing moon priestess is also busy. You will have to wait until the rite is complete," one guard answered.

"And how long is that going to take?" she asked.

The other glanced up at the sky where a gigantic full moon illuminated the entirety of Faerealm.

"It's looking like they won't be finished for another five days," he said.

They couldn't afford to nor were willing to wait that long. Kanae intended to cast Charm until she realized she wasn't a succubus. She pulled Arenade out of earshot, much to the guards' confusion.

"You're up. Charm them so we can get inside," Kanae whispered.

"I can't do it. I won't! The last time I casted succubus magic, a swamp ogre wanted to impregnate me. I still feel it… inside me… all that ejaculate…" Arenade clutched herself.

Kanae slapped a hand to her face and sighed. She returned to the guards, who were still unwilling to let them through.

"Would you let me in if I showed you my tits?" Kanae offered.

"Deal," they said.

"What are you doing with my body?!" Arenade grabbed her from behind.

"I'm doing what you're supposed to do! Now, let go!" In trying to push her off, Arenade, whose fingers were keeping the robes closed to prevent Kanae from flashing them, accidentally pulled it all the way down.

Kanae's— or more accurately, Arenade's breasts— spilled forth. Both guards stared with their mouths agape. This pair was certainly a sight to behold after all.

"Ooh… It's like gazing upon two full moons…"

"Goddess Rayshar, I see the light!"

The guards agreed to let them in, but only if they promised not to interrupt the rites. They entered as a group and were led into a moonlit round chamber. Arenade was pouting, thoroughly embarrassed that her body had been used to gain access to the temple.

"Are you seriously taking this that badly? You have a whole sect in the Eminence of Sin that worships your boobs," Kanae said.

"Huh? This is my first time hearing this!" Arenade exclaimed.

Crap. That didn't need to be let slip. The Eminence of Sin had grown so large as of late that it became a living beast of its own. Religious leaders and Sisters of Sin spawned smaller sects, though still following the same doctrine, just out of sheer zealotry and devotion.

Among the Sisters of Sin, mostly those composed of smaller-breasted women, believed that constantly worshiping Arenade would one day grant them larger breasts. Another group, made up of male disciples under the Eminence, revered Edina so much that they offered to become her undead minions.

Obviously, allowing worshipers to off themselves in hopes of being raised as an undead would be terrible optics. Lilith had been tasked to not change their minds, but strongly suggested that they let life take its course first before pledging eternal servitude in undeath.

Religion was weird. The same was likely true of the Moon Priestesses of Rayshar, too.

"Here we are. We'll not go any further so as to avoid disturbing the ritual," a guard said.

They stood at the outer rim of the circular chamber. At the center, 40 endar clerics with both hands stretched upwards were chanting in unison. Moon light flooded down from an open moonroof in the ceiling, bathing a…

Kanae's eyes snapped open. A six-armed giant, naked and kneeling within the circle, had all her hands clasped in prayer. Her skin was as silver as the glow of the moon. Long, white hair draped down her voluptuous body. All she wore was a hood and mantle that covered her face and shoulders. Even the blushing guards marveled at her breasts. No wonder they were enamored by Arenade's earlier. It was hard to tell at a glance, but she was taller than Petyr while on her knees. That meant she was even taller while standing.

"H-Huge…" Kanae found herself muttering.

"Damn. Why are you all so fascinated with big boobs? It looks like three hells carrying those melons around," Edina complained.

"Do not insult the moon priestess, flat one!" the guard scolded.

"That's the moon priestess?!" Kanae, Arenade, and Edina gasped.

"She is," the other said. "It isn't as if this is a secret. To an outsider, this may seem outrageous. They are believed to be children of her moonlit radiance, Goddess Rayshar. Every moon temple is bequeathed a daughter when enough devotion has been offered. A moon priestess goes on to lend her powers to the clergy. Starlight derives its power from her, too."

Kanae wanted to know how much praying to Goddess Rayshar she needed to do to get a moon priestess for herself.

All of a sudden, the circle of clerics dropped their arms.

"Okay, everyone. Take ten! We'll come back to the ritual after break," the endar head priest announced.

"That's enough sight-seeing for the three of you. Back outside you go," the guard said.

"It's time to be useful, Arenade. At least cast Sleep on them. It's not a succubus spell," Kanae whispered.

As the guards turned to lead them out, Arenade casted Sleep. Kanae and Edina each caught one as they fell unconscious, then pulled them behind a statue inside a recess of the wall. The clergy was none the wiser, seemingly too absorbed with leaving the chamber for their break.

Fortunately for them, the moon priestess didn't move from her spot. She shifted from a praying position on her knees to a more relaxed one, resting on her side. Once the coast was clear, Kanae and her companions emerged.

"Ugh. Back already? You just went to break!" the moon priestess groaned in a bratty voice, only to look down and find them instead. "Oh, what the… You aren't the priests. Security! Intruders!"

"No, wait! We wanted to ask for your secretions! Would it be alright to collect some?" Kanae asked.

She thought for a second and shouted, "Security! There are perverted intruders here!"

A stampede rushed for the only door in the chamber. Before they could open it, however, Edina summoned a gale of freezing winds to seal it shut with frost. They banged and banged but couldn't get the door open.

"Haha! Fear me, the greatest ice mage in the wor— Oh, who am I kidding? It doesn't roll off the tongue as nicely… I'll be over there, making sure the door stays shut while you guys do your thing…" Edina sluggishly dragged her feet over to keep an eye on the entrance.

"Please," Kanae began pleadingly. "We need your secretions because it's the last ingredient we need to make a cure for Fairy Rot. We'll do anything!"

"Anything? Interesting. You, there. Succubus. Come over here and pleasure me. The clerics keep me cooped up here with nothing to do. I'm a grown woman with needs. Sexual needs that require sating," the moon priestess demanded coyly.

"What? Absolutely not. No!" Arenade protested.

Kanae pulled Arenade aside again.

"Look, you lucky bitch. I should've been the one to get fucked by a swamp ogre. I should've been the one to eat this sexy giant lady out. I'm not happy about this either, so go over there and work that succubus magic! As me, you have Blowjob Proficiency, which should be able to make her climax in an instant! The faster we get this done, the sooner we can get back home," Kanae explained.

Arenade gulped hard and begrudgingly relented. The moon priestess sat upright again. She propped herself up with one pair of arms and spread her legs open with another pair. An incredibly wet pink slit parted slightly. She waited with bated breath, and those enormous breasts rose and fell to each breath.

After seeing Arenade hesitate, Kanae sighed and joined her. They kneeled down to eye-level with the moon priestess' pussy.

"T-Turn Horny," Arenade incanted.

"Mmm!" Goddess Rayshar's daughter shuddered. Her pussy clenched and unclenched, but it was going to need some more stimulation before she secreted anything.

Kanae licked the engorged nub, which was larger than a regular-sized clitoris she was used to. Arenade finally contributed and licked, too. Their tongues flicked and massaged the pink button.

The moon priestess was beginning to enjoy it so much, she used her final pair of limbs to cup her own breasts and squeeze her nipples.

"Oh, gods… Mother… I'm nearing climax… yes! Oh, my goodness! Yeessss! Aaahhhhhh!" she howled into the moon, which seemed to increase in luminosity.

Kanae and Arenade didn't pull back in time. The moon priestess fired off an intense geyser of waterworks that sent them flying across the room. They crashed into a statue, drenched in her juices.

"Quick! Collect her secretions!" Kanae shouted.

With the vials Quella had provided them, they scooped the moon priestess' secretions before the pool spread too thin. Right then, the door was beginning to give way. Heat emanated from its direction as the clergy used fire magic to melt the ice.

"They're breaking through!" Edina warned just as the door burst open.

"The moonroof!" Kanae pointed to the opening in the ceiling and granted herself wings with Holy Armament.

"Come visit me again, you sweet little things!" The moon priestess waved as they flew off.

Kanae and Edina had to carry Arenade since she didn't know how to fly. They made their way back to the slave bazaar, where Quella was waiting out front.

"Oh, my! You're all wet. What happened?" Quella asked.

"Nothing. Don't ask…" Arenade muttered and pushed through into the tent.

"Suffice to say, we got the lunar dew." Kanae showed the hag a vial of the moon priestess' squirt.

All there was left to do was wait for Quella to concoct the Fairy Rot cure. Unfortunately, hags were secretive fae, so she kicked them out of her residence before starting. She would send word to them once the cure was made. Until then, they had to find time to kill in the meantime.

Kanae and Arenade were still trapped in each other's bodies. Quella assured them that Trickery shouldn't last for much longer. They only needed to bear with it for a little while. Since the trio was running short on time in Faerealm, they visited stores around Starlight with the aim of buying souvenirs. The problem was that none of them had any of this city's currency.

"Man." Kanae sighed. "Your body just doesn't feel horny at all. It's so… boring."

"That's because I'm not a pervert like you. On the other hand… kuh… A succubus' body is just horny every hour of the day. Does it stop?!" Arenade complained, deeply red and still pouting.

"Nope. I almost need to have sex everyday just to scratch that itch. Oh, talking about sex suddenly made me horny," she said.

"Don't you dare do anything untoward with my body…" The body-swapped elf glared.

Kanae put her hands up in resignation. It wasn't fair though, that Arenade got to have sex with the swamp ogre in her body. Well, at least they got to eat out the daughter of a demigod earlier.

They climbed up the steps to an elevated district that overlooked the lower western section of Starlight. It was quieter here, more tranquil. Grassy knolls and parks replaced the densely-packed sprawl of buildings below. Tiny wisps flitted by. One even flew right up to Edina's face before darting away.

The commotion of city life awaited them past the break in nature though. Buildings loomed over them again with criss-crossing walkways above. Endar slave masters barked orders at their laborers, which were commonly made up of satyrs, fairies, shackled beasts, and more.

Edina broke away from them and made a beeline to an equipment store called Drewgen's Stuff. A leaf and twig-stuffed mannequin holding a signpost outside read, 'Blowout sale! 90% off all goods!'.

"I bet we can afford some stuff with a little bit of haggling. Hehe… Maybe they have some powerful necromantic items tucked away somewhere!" Edina exclaimed.

"Edina, we don't have a single moon shard which is what they used to trade here. You're telling me you plan to haggle things down from 90% to 100%?" Kanae squinted dubiously at her companion.

"Never underestimate the power of a squirreling who's lived most of her life in poverty!" She strolled right in with the confidence of a lion.

Not wanting to leave their necromancer to her own devices, they followed her into the equipment store. Despite the steal of a sale, the place was deserted. Not a soul was inside except for them and a big endaran man, probably Drewgen, with a curly mustache at the counter.

Weapons were displayed on a carousel rack, in which each end emerged from and disappeared into a shimmering portal. The same was true for armor on their own carousel. A large box in the middle of the room contained mismatched equipment, like people had haphazardly tossed unwanted gear into a pile. In fact, it wasn't until Kanae looked up did she realize that pieces of equipment occasionally fell from a portal directly above.

This shop seemed shady to say the least. Maybe that was what drew Edina here in the first place.

"Kanae, Kanae! Look!" Arenade gestured to a basket of bracelets, and she herself held a pair of bejeweled silver cuffs where one had a blue gem and the other red. "Seems like everything in here is enchanted. These are Bands of Bonded Fate."

"What's it do?" Kanae asked.

"Two people wear one each. Whenever the one who wears the blue gem-studded band is hurt, the red one takes all the damage instead. It's like a tank class protecting a spellcasting class sort of equipment. We should wear this. You like getting hurt, don't you? Then you should take all my damage from henceforth!" she insisted.

"Oooor, I wear the blue and you red, then see if you'll feel me getting screwed by monsters."

Arenade tensed up. She placed the Bands of Bonded Fate back in the crate and buried it underneath a bunch of other bracelets. The two wandered over to the armor carousel. While browsing through it, Kanae came across everything from plate armor to tattered robes. Some of the stuff looked dented and dirty, like goods returned after a few uses. Maybe this store was that kind of place, a bunch of hand-me-downs, and the owner put them on a big sale just to sell anything.

Actually… It just occurred to Kanae now. She glanced at the robes Arenade wore on this body. Ever since they partied up, the priest hadn't upgraded or changed her gear. Meanwhile, Kanae and Edina had gone through several outfits already.

"Wouldn't hurt to peep on Arenade's gear…" Kanae brought up the character sheet and navigated to the equipment list.

Divine Raiments of a Saint: Raises holy damage. Raises resistances to magical and holy damage. Damage against undead is doubled when using holy spells. Crowned Priest offensive spells are stronger and support spells are more potent. Healing spells cost less mana. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>. <Redacted, no longer available without Divinity>.

Kanae's jaw dropped. No wonder Arenade hadn't changed her equipment. This was the equivalent to a legendary item! To think, she had this back when they started adventuring. Too bad most of the effects were useless since she was mortal now. Still, it would be nice to see Arenade in something new.

"Hm? What the…" Kanae came across a piece of equipment that stoked her brain juices. When she pulled it off the carousel, it was none other than bikini armor. They brought the literal meaning to 'breast plate' seeing as only two steel plates protected the chest. A chainmail girdle wrapped around the waist like a sarong.

"What do you have there, Kanae? It looks like an erotic armor that you want to try on, but I should remind you that you would be trying it on my body." Arenade folded her arms.

"Just for a little bit?" She inched towards the fitting rooms.

Arenade and Kanae grabbed a hold of the bikini armor from each end. Neither of them were budging, nor did they plan to give an inch.

"You already wore a bikini to the beach when we were in Kandis! How is this any different?" Kanae asked.

"That's different! Think of the time and place. I'm not going to wear an outfit like I'm going to the beach while doing quests!" Arenade exclaimed.

"It's armor! We don't have to buy it! I just want to see it on you!" she reasoned, but Arenade wasn't hearing any of it.

"Uh, excuse me! This store has a 'you break it, you buy it' policy!" the endaran warned.

Kanae yielded and returned the bikini armor to the carousel. Arenade watched her. But little did the elf know, she planned to grab it before they left. They met up with Edina who was inspecting a bunch of talismans behind a glass display cabinet.

There were talismans of all kinds, some made primitively out of animal parts and others made to look like the finest relic a craftsman could make. Edina's eyes, to no surprise, were fixed on one in which a skeletal hand clenched a black magic crystal. It certainly fit her aesthetic.

"What are you looking at that for? You already have a staff," Arenade reminded her.

"Every time I get my staff knocked outta my paws, I can't cast spells anymore. Well, most of my spells. I need something on me at all times in case I lose it again. Something like a talisman. Hey, old man! Can I check this thing out?" Edina waved to the endaran.

"You got it!" Drewgen unlocked the cabinet with magic and brought out the boney talisman.

When Edina picked it up, a surge of magic rippled outward. Armor and weapons on their carousels jostled a bit. The suddenness of it spooked Drewgen. Kanae and Arenade exchanged worried glances, because Edina didn't exactly have a good track record with items she obtained.

"What just happened?" Kanae asked.

"Fuck if I know! This thing just automatically attuned to me the second I picked it up!" Edina complained.

"Hold on. We can't have that! You have to pay for it. Since we have a blowout sale of 90% off, that talisman is going to run you… 10 moon shards. Cough it up, girl." Drewgen stuck a hand out expecting to be paid.

"Not so fast," the squirrely squirreling began. "We got something to barter with that you might like. As you may have noticed, the three of us ain't from around here. We have some goods that will really tickle your pickle, pal. Kanae, show him our merch!"

"Huh? Oh, those merch!" She rummaged through her bag to pull out a slime-made pocket pussy.

"Seriously. Why do you have those on hand?" Arenade glared.

Drewgen took a long gander at the fleshy tunnel while stroking his chin. He was ultimately not interested.

"It looks gross. I don't even know what it is! I don't want it. Give me back my talisman before I call the guards," Drewgen demanded.

Edina flew up and threw an arm around his shoulders. "Hey, hey, hey! You're a smart guy. Smart guys know a good deal when they see one. This is a pocket pussy. It's one-of-a-kind in Faerealm. No other like it. You stick this thing on your pecker, and it feels like you're having sex with an actual pussy! Believe it or not, the thing self-lubricates. It self-cleans, too, so you never have to worry about getting a disease from not washing it, ya lazy bastard! You know what the best part is? You get all the joys of fucking a fine pussy… without all the pains of putting up with a nagging wife you're going to end up divorcing after 20 years. You know what will stay with you after 20 years? This magical pocket pussy, still tighter than a freshly bloomed poon. And it can be yours, if you just part with a measly talisman that's already attuned to me anyway."

"In that case… You have a deal." He gulped hard and shook her hand.

Kanae was taken aback, shocked beyond belief that Edina managed to sell it like a professional door-to-door salesman. Drewgen snatched it off her hands and slunk back behind the counter. The shuffle of clothing sounded like he was fiddling with his pants. He made eye-contact with them, panicked, and retreated behind a door for privacy. Soon, the wet squelching sounds of Drewgen pleasuring himself could be heard.

"That better not have been the one molded from me," Arenade said.

"Er… I only ever carry yours around with me," Kanae reluctantly confessed.

Pouting, Arenade wrapped her hands around Kanae's throat again.

"Arenade… Stop… you're only choking… yourself…" Kanae croaked.

With Drewgen gone into the back, Edina's kleptomaniacal tendencies came out in full force. He hadn't locked the cabinet, so she scooped a bunch of talismans into her satchel. They hurried out of the store, but not before Kanae nabbed the bikini armor without Arenade's knowledge.

When they emerged from the store, a flying quill flew right up to them. It scribbled colorful words in the air, informing them that Quella was done. They hurried back to the tent, where the hag was standing above the cauldron with a vial containing rainbow liquid. The cure for Fairy Rot. She handed it to Kanae, who closed her fingers over the glass phial warm from the contents within.

"You will want to amend this into the soil and water thoroughly. The Kh'shanti roots will grow out to reach the cure. That's it!" Quella smiled.

"What about us? When are we changing back? I want my divine body back before Kanae starts having sex with monsters. Before I start having sex with monsters!" Arenade complained.

"Are you finally starting to understand the joys of monster dicks?" Kanae gasped.

"NO!" she yelled, loud enough to make them squeeze their ears shut.

"Th-That's strange," the hag stammered. "It should be wearing off any second now!"

As if on cue, the next moment Kanae blinked she was back in her own body. All of the natural horniness and urge to be taken roughly, drain, and seek pleasure returned. She didn't feel the intense need to lord over anyone as a high elf either.

On that note, Arenade was also back—

"Ahhh, me! How I've missed this superior body of mine!" Arenade held herself dearly.

"Sheesh. You high elves really love yourselves, don't you?" Edina groaned.

"Well, now that we have what we were looking for, I think it's about time we head home. Quella, can you do us one last favor and bring us to a Porupo village near Shimmeroong Glade?" Kanae asked.

"That may or may not incur another Trickery!" Quella cautioned.

"What was that?" The high elf, who didn't want to be body swapped with a succubus again, grabbed the hag's collar and threatened her with a holy shock of magic.

"Just kidding! Just kidding! I'll gladly bring you there free of charge!" she cried.

They teleported to the Porupo tribe, and the tiny boob-worshiping gremlins rejoiced over their goddess' return, only to be disappointed once more to learn she was leaving again.

The party was able to retrace their steps thanks to Edina leaving behind undead corpses. Their bones littered the ground and led right back to the Rift embedded into the tree. Quella accompanied them right up to the portal but dared not come any closer. Arenade wanted nothing to do with the place, so she threw herself in first. Edina followed suit, waving goodbye to their hag friend.

"We couldn't have done it without you, Quella. It's thanks to you that our Kh'shanti is going to survive." Kanae smiled.

"Hehe. It's not a problem! If you ever visit Faerealm again, I'll be happy to be your guide! I know I'm a young hag and no one wants to lay eyes on me, but you treated me so kindly. I hope we can stay friends," Quella said, passionately shaking Kanae's hands.

If Quella was considered ugly in hag culture, Kanae hoped all hags were just as ugly. She entered the Rift and was immediately consumed in darkness. A second later, a force spat her out onto the floor of the Eminence of Sin Church in the Talahurah Branch.

A whole clergy of Sisters of Sin were leaning over Kanae when she opened her eyes. They helped her up and dusted her off. Glentir's Rift portal had closed.

"Welcome back, Queen Kanae! How was the Rift? High Priestess Arenade won't tell me a thing." Erin frowned.

"It was certainly different," Kanae said.

The bright and early morning sun greeted them with rays of light when they came out of the church. Kanae, Arenade, and Edina flew to where the Kh'shanti had been planted into— at the sanded down base of the original great tree. She sprinkled the Fairy Rot cure around the young plant, then called for nearby laborers to rake the liquid into the soil.

A mage adventurer offered his services, conjuring a localized storm to rain on the seedling. To everyone's surprise, the Kh'shanti was beginning to look better right away. The leaves stiffened. The unsightly spots healed up. It even grew a few inches, and the stem hardened to a bark-like surface.

Celebrations erupted as word traveled across the city that the Kh'shanti seedling was thriving. Talahurah citizens ignited bonfires and brought out large game to roast over the flames. Bottles of wine, liquor, and champagne popped open. Quella' Fairy Rot worked, and the journey into Faerealm wasn't for nothing. There was one last thing Kanae needed to do though. While people were rejoicing all around her, she brought out the oval green gem that Demigoddess Gaea had given them.

Now, it was time for Kanae to hold up her end of the bargain. Using her hands, she dug a small hole next to the Kh'shanti seedling and buried the gem in it.

"There better not be any funny business associated with this, Gaea." Kanae got up and brushed the dirt from her hands.

"Kanae! Look, Sheeba just gave us a 70 year-old whiskey aged in a barrel made of Kh'shanti wood! I can't wait… hehehe… Let's drink it now!" Arenade rubbed her face against the cask.

"What happened to watching your weight and giving up drinking?" She rolled her eyes.

"Wait, you guys can't go drinking yet!" Edina put an arm around each of their shoulders. "I need your help to make my soul cairn, remember?"

Arenade pulled her aside and whispered, "I know where they keep a storage of honey-glazed nuts."

"The soul cairn can wait then." The squirreling wiped the drool from her chin.

Kanae was about to sneak away to find her own fun until her friends hooked an arm each and dragged her along.


Chapter 30

After a night of jubilant drinking, calm returned to Talahurah as citizens returned to work and went about their lives. The health of the new kh'shanti seedling certainly lifted spirits. Kanae no longer walked past sulking beastmen. They stood upright, their smiles beamed as much as the morning sun, and a newfound vigor carried them throughout the day.

Kanae dropped by the seedling first thing in the morning. A few of Chieftain Sheeba's honor guards kept watch over the young plant. It had grown significantly since she last checked. The roots had grown as thick as her pinky and anchored themselves to its predecessor's stump. The trunk was about the circumference of her forearm, too. All that magic seeping out from when the original Kh'shanti fell must be feeding the seedling now.

Something about the tree did catch Kanae's attention. A very subtle and distinct image of a woman's figure appeared to have taken shape on the trunk.

"Weird… Is this from Gaea's gem or something?" Kanae wondered aloud to herself.

No sense in worrying about it now. If she were to unearth the gem, that would be going back on her end of the deal with a demigod.

Satisfied with the Kh'shanti's condition, Kanae made her way over to the Eminence of Sin church. The adjacent brothel was lively as usual, but she wasn't going to be a prostitute today. Instead, she had another promise to fulfill. When Kanae threw open the door to one of the deepest rooms in the church, a fog of necromantic energies that seemed to groan with life rolled past her feet.

"Annnnnd we're almost done!" Edina exclaimed after affixing a skull atop a pile of more skulls.

Arenade wore the most sour look on her face. She had been forced to hold the Pillar of the Damned aloft while Edina fiddled with the pile, which appeared to be the source of the necromantic fog.

"Thank the Supreme One you're here, Kanae. My arms are getting sore. Switch, switch!" Arenade hollered.

"Oh, can it. All you had to do was hold the staff, and you're still complaining? We're done with part one anyway." Edina snatched the staff from the high elf's hands.

They had cleared out a storage room much earlier in the morning. It was here, in the heart of the Talahurah Branch church, that Edina would plant her next soul cairn.

"What's the next step?" Kanae asked.

Edina retrieved the Scythe of Soul Reaping from the same depths her undeads emerge from and brandished it. "We've set up the soul cairn. So next, we feed it the souls of some powerful monsters to charge the cairn. That way, it weakens the veil between our plane and the Realm of Eternal Sleep."

"I'm still wholly against this, by the way!" Arenade interjected. "Creating soul cairns is illegal in the entire world. There's a reason we don't have liches around. Well, maybe we do, and they're just in hiding— but you get my point!"

"Last I checked, it ain't illegal in the Commonwealth. And I'm a founding ruler!" The necromancer smirked.

Arenade turned to Kanae for help.

"Sorry, Arenade. I'm with Edina on this. Besides, if things go wrong, we have a world-class priest to solve an undead problem. Everyone knows how capable you are," Kanae explained.

"Heh. I suppose they do. I am very capable, given my divine existence! What are undeads to a priest?" Arenade was too busy basking in praise to realize she had been played.

Off to the side, Kanae and Edina clasped hands having once again duped their conceited high elf.

The three of them flew to the adventurer's hall. Being so early in the day, most people had picked up quests and headed out already. Only a few were around to drink and cavort. Kanae and her companions planted their faces against the notice board. They were surprised to find it mostly barren.

"Where are all the quests?!" Edina complained.

"I'm so sorry! I'm on my way" Taileen rushed over and had to catch her breath.

"Taileen? Shouldn't you be at the church?" Kanae asked.

The flustered beastman hare cleared her throat. "Oh, greetings… Queen Kanae… High Priestesses Arenade and Edina! Well, lately the adventurer's hall has been having staffing troubles. It's usually really busy, with a lot of quests coming in and lots of people picking up quests. Talahurah is a big city, so they asked me and Erin for help collecting requests from citizens. It's been very hectic as of late. Just give me one second while I put these notices up!"

Taileen pinned wanted posters and papers of slaying requests onto the board. They weren't run-of-the-mill quests like killing slimes or repelling predator attacks on livestock. When Kanae, Arenade, and Edina took one look at the pinned notices, the urge to take on any of them went out the window.

They crowded in front of one quest, which asked them to plug a magma-spewing salamander monster that had awakened from its slumber in the frigid mountains north of Talahurah. Recommended classes: Geomancers and Elementalists. Use of fire resistance potions highly suggested.

Another needed help dealing with a Beheading Wraith Knight, an apparition inhabiting a full suit of armor that appears randomly and attacks anyone. Decapitated heads had been found wherever it was sighted, whether they were adventurers, travelers, or monsters. Classes with extremely high defenses were recommended.

A monster known as a king rampape was causing trouble along a frequently-traveled road, throwing boulders at caravans and hindering trade.

"Th-This one seems easy!" Arenade grabbed the king rampape quest.

"What are you talking about? Clearly, we should be taking the Beheading Wraith Knight quest!" Edina insisted.

"I want to keep my neck, thank you very much. If you or Kanae are beheaded, don't count on me to heal you!" the priest protested.

"Our classes are also the furthest thing from having 'extremely high defenses'. We also aren't Geomancers or Elementalists, so the magma-spewing salamander is a definite no," Kanae added nervously.

"Okay, fiiine!" the necromancer groaned.

Once they cleared the quest with Taileen, the trio soared out of Talahurah on the back of Edina's undead dragon. King rampapes were the dire form of common rampapes. The monsters were supposed to be adverse to conflict, so it was strange to hear them attacking anything. If attacked, however, rampapes wouldn't hesitate to retaliate by flinging things.

Their destination was the eastern arm of the Imperial Span. Rown Company had been hard at work extending the high elves' ancient road. It wouldn't be long now before every major city in the Commonwealth was connected. The chairwoman herself, Renya, was probably already making plans to extend into Artaggon, too.

"I can't wait, I can't wait! Once I finish this one, I'll be just under half-way done!" Edina giggled to herself from the head of the dragon.

"You needed ten, right? The first is in Aidenhall. The second, Cantu. Third, Amethyst Hall. And fourth will be Talahurah. I'm guessing you'll place one in Highgreen, too?" Kanae asked.

"Maybe! I'm also thinking of putting one in Necro Lord Zogoth's and Cantu's tombs." She grinned.

The party arrived at the Imperial Span with plenty of daylight to spare. As the squirreling's luck would have it, they came just in time to witness a rampape attack on a caravan of wagons and carriages. From a hill overlooking the highway, large chimp-like beasts with gray fur and big underbites hurled rocks at the poor people, who hid on one side of their vehicles to escape the shower of stones.

One among them was bigger than the rest. It bellowed loudly and pointed at Kanae and her companions, who were beelining for the Imperial Span.

"We don't wanna kill 'em," Edina warned. "Just incapacitate the big guy, so I can rip his soul out!"

"Arenade, protect the caravan. I'll deal with the smaller ones first!" Kanae leaped off the dragon and veered off.

Arenade casted Holy Armament, granting herself wings and a suit of armor. She landed beside the grateful merchants and adventurers, who seemed to have taken a beating from the rampape ambush.

Meanwhile, Kanae laid waste to the chimp monsters with Hailstorm. A torrent of hail bludgeoned much of the slower ones, then she made sure they stayed down with a Doom & Gloom-infused Sleep spell to affect a wide area. As many tried to get up only to slip on the sleet of ice, they teetered side to side before falling unconscious.

Enough of them had escaped to still pose a problem. They were stronger than the rest or had jumped off the hill to avoid Kanae's spells. Too bad an army of undead awaited them at the bottom. Their shrill cries were cut short by swift deaths. Terrified by the loss of his fellows, the king rampape made a run for the forest.

"Kanae, we gotta incap the ape!" Edina yelled.

"With what? I don't have any restraining spells!" Kanae replied as she gave chase.

Conjured Caltrops wouldn't work against a stampeding beast. The king rampape was also among the monsters unaffected by Sleep.

"I don't either… I'll go get Arenade! Use your body in the meantime or something, I dunno!" Edina suggested.

"Well, you don't have to tell me twice!" Kanae landed in front of the king rampape and flashed it with Piercings of Impurity.

Blinded, the hulking beast beat the ground with his fists and roared. When he could finally see again, Kanae had taken off her clothes and used two fingers to spread the lips of her pussy.

"Where do you think you're going? How about repopulating your pack with me?" Kanae switched on Versatile Womb.

Turned on by the scent of her womb becoming biologically compatible, the rampape sprung a massive erection. He picked her up with two coarse hands. A hot and heavy tongue licked her face. The tip of an even hotter piece of meat throbbed against the entrance of her pussy.

"Come on, you big ape! Fuck the daylights out of me! Make me pay for what we just did to your kind by having me birthing more! I want your cock to make a mess out of my pussy!" Kanae cried enthusiastically.

The rampape cock pried open Kanae's pussy. Just as they were getting to the good part— Thunk!

Arenade bashed the king rampape over the head with a giant fucking hammer. The monster fell forward on top of Kanae, crushing her underneath his weight. She flailed her arms out to the side for help and was running out of air until two death knights pushed the beast off.

"Whew. There's no better restraining spell than a good whack to the head. Aren't you glad I made it in time?" Arenade smiled.

"I feel so cockblocked right now…" Kanae sighed and switched off Versatile Womb.

They returned to the caravan after Kanae got dressed. The folks were so grateful, they tried to offer them a small sack of gold. Both of them refused and ushered the merchants to be on their way before another monster attack came.

With that out of the way, they hurried back to the king rampape. Edina was in the process of using her Scythe of Soul Reaping to carve the soul out of its body. A translucent mist clung tightly to the curved blade, but even the slightest movement from the necromancer threatened to lose it. She had to be careful not to wave the scythe around too much.

Eventually, the writhing soul of the king rampape settled down. Edina guided it into a metal lantern, oozing with purplish necromantic energies, that hung on her girdle.

"I just witnessed blasphemy." Arenade shook her head.

"Cool blasphemy." Edina grinned.

"H-Help!" someone screamed from the direction of the Imperial Span.

They flew back up to the highway to find the caravan being impeded by a lone knight— No. It wasn't just any ordinary knight. The towering figure was clad in full black armor and a closed helmet. A dark fog billowed out from the gaps and seams of its suit. Its right hand dragged a giant broadsword capable of decapitating a horse.

"The Beheading Wraith Knight?!" the three of them exclaimed in terror.

With one swing of the massive sword, the ghostly knight took the head off of a languisteed. Everyone ran in the opposite direction. Although the wraith didn't give chase, it moved onto the next beast of burden.

Arenade was tiptoeing away until Kanae grabbed her by the back of the collar.

"You're the one with magic that can destroy that thing!" Kanae scolded.

"That wraith puts the fear of death in me! I'm not risking my neck. That caravan had the right idea. Let's get out of here!" Arenade pleaded.

"A wraith knight has to have a super strong soul to claim. Here comes the necromancer, baby!" Edina raced ahead to meet the ghost head on and summoned a knight of her own.

Death Knight Cantu emerged from a portal and parried the wraith knight from beheading another languisteed.

"Ho, there! Fellow undead foe, you are no match for—"

The wraith knight spun the other way and beheaded Cantu. His head went flying off the Imperial Span, and the rest of the body panicked and ran to catch it. In doing so, the death knight left its necromancer master alone.

"Uhh… Bow before a necromancer, lowly undead!" Edina commanded, but the wraith knight advanced on her instead. "Bad news, guys! My Compel Lesser Undead isn't working!"

"Probably because that's not a lesser undead! Now get down! And Arenade, do the thing. Bond!" Kanae empowered the high elf, who shuddered intensely from having not experienced the spell in a while.

"WAIT, DON'T—"

"Sacred Exorcism!" Arenade fired a purifying beam from her Halo of Holy Radiance, catching the wraith knight and Edina, who threw her arms out in a silly attempt to block the spell.

"EDINA?!" Kanae and Arenade gasped.

Sacred Exorcism scorched off the dark miasma around the wraith knight, revealing gold and silver underneath. Arenade's beam subsided, and they raced over to check on Edina. The necromancer was a smoking mess on the ground.

"My life is flashing… before my eyes…" Edina coughed up dust.

Kanae plugged a healing potion into Edina's mouth, and she recovered just enough to sit up.

"Fuck my squirrely cheek pouches… Being twice as vulnerable to holy damage hurts like a bitch… I feel like Petyr just smited my ass." Edina smacked the side of her head to knock some dust out of her ear.

"Why in three hells did you just stand in front of my Sacred Exorcism, you idiot?" Arenade asked.

"I needed that wraith knight's soul! Speaking of which, what happened to it?" She searched left and right.

"Uhm. I'm pretty sure that's the wraith knight." Kanae pointed to the cleansed ornate armor on the ground, no longer covered in a mist of darkness.

It seemed Arenade purified the wraith which haunted the suit of armor. They got up to get a better look. Slowly, a translucent soul drifted from the plate as if trying to get a good look at the surroundings.

"Thank you, adventurers." A grateful voice echoed from it. "Now, my soul can finally—"

"Chance!" Edina scythed the soul and stuffed it into her lantern.

Kanae and Arenade's jaws dropped.

"That poor soul was about to pass on, you flat cunt of a tombstone!" Arenade wanted to get her hands on Edina, but Kanae held her back.

"Arenade, stop! We're in the same party!" Kanae managed to pull the elf out of arm's reach.

"I'll let the soul go after a few years of service, alright? Promise!" Edina beamed.

Except for one dead languisteed, everyone pretty much came out unscathed. The caravan continued on their way, and Kanae and her companions returned to Talahurah with two souls for the soul cairn.

Back in the confines of the church, Edina yanked the souls out and stuffed them into the pile of skulls. Kanae hadn't been present before when Edina created soul cairns. The sensation was akin to stepping out of a humid place and into a dry one. According to the necromancer, the souls served to open a small crack in the veil which led to the Realm of Eternal Sleep. This connection would enable her to eventually achieve lichdom, whatever that entailed.

"And done." Edina completed the ritual and dismissed the Sisters of Sin who were helping.

Now, the soul cairn was glowing just like the other ones that Kanae had seen before.

"It looks so ominous in a dark room like this…" Kanae grimaced.

"Now that we're done, can we go home? My skin's been chafing since I used up my slime lotion. I need to restock in Ehmvier!" Arenade rubbed her dry cheeks on the way out of the room.

"Give me a sec. I forgot something." Edina ran back up to the door and placed a sign on it.

The wooden board read, 'Open at the risk of becoming an eternal undead minion -Edina Hackett, the greatest necromancer in the world'.

"Yeah, that will show people." Kanae rolled her eyes.


Chapter 31

As soon as Kanae returned home to the comforts of Amethyst Hall, she threw herself into bed and shut her eyes. The journey turned out longer than expected due to their impromptu adventure into Faerealm. Alicia had wanted to give her a report of what happened while they were away, but she was too tired to hear it. Tomorrow. She would get a handle on things tomorrow instead. For now, she just wanted to sleep the whole day away.

The soft, cool pillow Kanae rested her head on slowly lured her to slumber. If only she could cast Sleep on herself. Or maybe she needed to go to Suvius and catch a bavarii.

Kanae was beginning to drift off until someone knocked on the door.

"Knight-Commander," Alicia began from the other side, "I know you asked not to be bothered, but your daughter, Teana, has come to see you. Shall I tell her to return at a later time?"

"Teana? I'm up!" Kanae leaped off the bed right away.

Work could wait. But family was another matter entirely. Together with Alicia, they headed down to the main floor of Amethyst Hall. Teana waited patiently while seated at a table. Quartermaster Meidina had just served her tea, bowed, and then departed back to her duties.

The adorable girl picked up the hot teacup in hand and nervously took a sip. It proved too hot, and she recoiled a little before frowning at her own mistake.

"Teana!" Kanae made herself known, both arms outstretched to her daughter.

"Mama! It feels like forever since I saw you!" Teana hugged back and locked horns together.

"I know. We took a trip to Talahurah after Arenade and I came back from our honeymoon. It's been so busy. I'm sure the Grand Eye has work for me to do soon, too. So, what are you doing here? Did you want to join Amethyst Hall to be with me?" she asked.

"Wait, can I? Er…" Her daughter pressed her fingers together anxiously. "I just wanted to ask you for help about something… C-Can you… t-teach me how to make Nelly like me?"

The sudden request caught Kanae by surprise.

As it turned out, Teana was having a young love crisis. Kanae tried to give Alicia the boot, but she refused to leave and also wanted to hear what Teana had to say. Unable to even command the Vice-Captain back to work, Kanae relented.

They sat together and listened to Teana's troubles. Apparently, Revah and Pan had ramped up their attempts in pursuing Nelly romantically. It had gotten to the point where their antics were affecting their studies. According to Teana, Revah laid a trap where Nelly usually sat in World History class. The second he took his seat, a net dropped down and entangled him, and she kidnapped him for half the day.

Recently, Pan had started asking Nelly's help during sparring lessons, so the two were spending a lot more time together. As for Mikki, having found a relationship with Daya, she had since backed off in her pursuits but was still somewhat interested in him for a male mate.

Just yesterday, which was what led Teana to this juncture, Nelly declared to them that he intended to trial for Azure Hall. A big step that was going to take a lot of work. From what Kanae remembered in a passing meeting with other Colored Knights, William Bellevue conducted recruitment based on several criterias: conviction, strength, and intellect. Nelly was sure to make it if he put his all into it, and Arenade should be proud of him. But for Teana who was in love with him, it meant they would start seeing each other less and less. She didn't want to dissuade Nelly from his dreams. Her coming to Kanae today was a last ditch effort to find a way to get her feelings through to him.

"At this rate, I'm going to become a grandmother before 30." Kanae sniffled, wiping a tear from her eye.

"This is serious!" Teana pouted and turned red. "Revah and Pan are being so proactive, but I can't help but feel like I should be giving him space. At the same time, I'm wondering if I need to be just as proactive instead?"

"Have you considered shackling him to your room?" Alicia suggested.

Kanae glared at her Vice-Captain.

"What? It's what my mother did to my father. It's also what I intend to do when I find a suitable mate," she added like it was a fact of life.

"Don't listen to her, Teana. Their family dynamic resulted in her being trapped inside an underwater temple for years," Kanae said.

"Hey!"

"What should I do then?" Teana asked.

"Sit Nelly down like what we're doing now and talk to him. Tell him how you really feel. But just using words isn't always enough. You have to show him. Your actions matter as much as what you say. Don't forget, you're a succubus. Just do what you do best and use your natural charm," she explained.

It was probably the only advice Kanae knew to give. Nelly was a straight-forward boy. Ever since they met in No Man's Land, his maturity and diligence had only improved. If Teana spoke to him in a genuine manner, he would know to do the same.

"Okay. Talk to him. Show him. Use my natural charm. Thanks, Mama! Thanks, Miss Alicia!" Teana flew off in a hurry.

"Aside from you slighting my circumstances, I always find your relationship with your daughters refreshing. You urge that they do better rather than demand it. Tell me, does it often work?" Alicia asked curiously.

"Well… sometimes. I just have to hope it does." Kanae sighed.

Over the next few days getting back into the swing of things, Kanae occasionally thought of how her daughters were doing. Teana, Revah, and Pan had a bad habit of going overboard. Being young and naive was their excuse. If it wasn't for Arenade pushing them to go to school, they could have turned out to be much more rambunctious.

As a Knight of Color, fighting monsters and defending the city states of the eastern continent wasn't their only duty. Instructors sometimes asked Kanae to step in to provide lessons to students of Knights' Academy. Scholars who needed assistance with experiments or a particular reagent from the wilderness came to her for help, too.

Today was one such day. Kanae provided a hands-on lesson in facing succubus magic. Students eagerly lined up so they could experience the effects first hand. As a request from an old instructor when Kanae was still a student, she was glad to accept.

"I can't believe Teana's mom is about to cast magic on me— eeeeiiii!" A male student dropped to his knees, and a wet spot formed around the crotch area while he shuddered intensely.

"That was Turn Horny. If a succubus finds that they can't easily charm you, they might use this spell to weaken you first. It's actually a spell that you can dodge as long as you're quick. Next, I'll show you how Drain works." Kanae pulled up a chair and beckoned another male student to take a seat.

Fortunately, he was already erect. She pulled his pants down, and a penis sprung out in full mast. He and some other students covered their faces out of embarrassment.

"Contrary to popular belief, a succubus doesn't need to be having sex with you to drain you. It's actually any sexual encounter. Meaning… a simple handjob is enough." Kanae wrapped her fingers around his member to jerk him off.

Every young man in the room popped a boner if they hadn't already. The instructor watching from the side included.

She continued, "They will drain your stamina, health, and mana if this happens. By then, it's usually a guarantee that you've lost. As tempted as you might be, try not to let a succubus put you in this position."

The squirming student couldn't take it any longer and fired strings of ejaculate into her hand. Kanae cleaned him up with Prestidigitation. When asked who was next, the instructor interjected that class was over.

"Awww!" Everyone erupted with disappointed groans.

"I wish you were that disappointed whenever I end my lessons. Get going! Amethyst is surely very busy!" He shooed the students out of class.

On the way out, the instructor grabbed Kanae by the hand.

"I didn't say you needed to leave. How about some supplementary lessons? For old times' sake?" he suggested lecherously.

"Well… I guess a refresher couldn't hurt." Kanae bit her lower lip and was about to reenter the classroom with her former teacher until a few students called for her.

"Amethyst, do you have a moment?" a human female student asked.

"Sure. Sorry, Instructor. Feel free to find me if your classes need another lesson." She smiled and waved goodbye.

The man cursed under his breath and slinked into the classroom dejectedly.

"We were wondering if you've seen Nelly. He hasn't been coming to class, and when we tried to ask Teana, she kind of brushed us off. We're just a little worried, because we have a group project on magical armaments due at the end of this week," she explained.

"Why would Teana… hmm." Kanae had a bad feeling about this and wondered if it involved Teana asking for advice the other day. "Don't worry. I'll go find Nelly for you."

First, Kanae checked Nelly's room in the dormitory. She knocked on the door and announced herself. The door swung open, and it was Arenade's adopted dark elven son who answered.

"Kanae? What is it?" Nelly tilted his head.

"Huh… Have you seen Teana?" Kanae asked, realizing full well by the soft glow of his eyes that he had been charmed.

"Teana went to the cafeteria to pick up some food for me. Said she'll be back later. Anyway, I better get back to studying—"

When Nelly tried to close the door, Kanae wedged a foot in. She retrieved her wand and casted Dispel on him. The Charm spell dissipated. He stood there and blinked for a few seconds, then locked eyes with her.

"AHHHHH! Damn it, Teana! She's been keeping me charmed the last few days! You've got to help me. When she comes back and realizes the effect is gone, she's just going to put it on me again!" Nelly cried.

"Calm down and drink this." Kanae plugged an anti-succubus magic potion into his mouth. "You're lucky I keep some around in case I run into the Queen-Mother's succubi. Why is Teana suddenly putting a charm on you?"

"As if I know… One day, she asked to talk. We talked. We, uh… ehm… just cuddled a little while talking about school, and then she charmed me. It just came out of nowhere!" he groaned.

Kanae sweated bullets. Teana did the talking and showing all right. Her daughter clearly mistook what she meant by 'natural charm'.

"What about Revah and Pan? Are they in on this?" Kanae asked.

"I haven't seen them since I've been stuck in my room!" Nelly retorted.

"Mama? What are you doing outside of Nelly's ro… oh." Teana shrunk under both of their fiery stares.

Kanae had Teana sit on her knees inside Nelly's room. The two of them loomed over her, arms folded and thoroughly disappointed. A bowl of stew Teana had brought from the mess hall for Nelly rested on the nightstand, slowly getting cold.

"When you mentioned 'natural charm' I thought you meant it literally! At least I didn't put a chain on Nelly like Miss Alicia suggested," Teana said in defense of herself.

"That's no excuse! Didn't we go through this before? That you can't compel someone to love you back?" Kanae sighed.

"Love? Is that what this is about? I thought you charmed me because you were jealous of Revah and Pan!" Nelly exclaimed.

"W-Well… that's part of it…" She went redder than a tomato. "Sometimes, I feel like you don't like me! You group up with girls from other classes. You're almost always with Revah and Pan lately. Now, you're planning to join Azure Hall. When will we ever get to see each other?"

"Same way you came to visit me! Obviously, minus the whole charming part. And Teana, of course I like you." He became red, too, and it was getting stifling in here.

It sounded like they were finally getting a heart to heart. Kanae made herself scarce and slipped out, quietly shutting the door behind her. With any luck, Teana wasn't going to rely on charming Nelly again. If only Revah would stop using her skills to trap him next…

Kanae informed Nelly's classmates that things should be fine now, and he would be attending classes again. They were relieved to hear it. Some were even giddy, so Teana might have a lot more competition than she expected.

Back at the Amethyst Hall, Kanae ventured to the forge to check on Rog and Lina's progress of her commissions. The couple were still hard at work. An intense heat cooked the entire room, but neither the orc nor elf were bothered. Lina, who normally worked the counter back in Orturic, was getting her hands dirty judging by the soot smudges on her face and apron.

"Come to see if anything is done?" Lina glanced up and wiped the sweat from her brows.

"I'm not here to rush you, and I'm not in a hurry! Just wanted to see how much you two have done already," Kanae said.

"Hehe. I think you will be very impressed. Rog is too absorbed in work right now, so I'll show you. Follow me!" She beckoned her to the other side of the chamber, where a lot of in-progress works awaited their turn to be finished.

Two wooden head stands wore a golden crown each. They were smooth gold bands with recesses in them for jewelry to be inlaid. Since it wasn't made of real gold metal and instead by dragon scale, the pieces were incredibly tough. Ambient light from the forge's flames caused the surface of the crowns to emit a soft, golden glow.

"Rog still wants to add a few more ornaments before we send them to a jeweler to fit some gemstones," Lina explained.

"It's already so beautiful! I can see Arenade drooling over wearing these. What about the shield for Kanade?" Kanae asked.

Lina needed to grab a step ladder. She brought it down from an upper shelf. The shield was actually a buckler, with a convex protrusion at the center. Floral designs had been meticulously etched into the surface to give it a regal appearance. It weighed all but maybe three pounds. Still a little heavy for the young Kanade to hold for prolonged periods of time, but in a few years…

Finally, there was Petyr Stormcloud's armor. Rog and Lina had to buy a custom-made mannequin to accommodate her height. The most striking thing about it were the shoulderplates, an upward-facing lion head on the right and downward-facing dragon head on the left. For the moment, only the cuirass and pauldrons had been forged. To Kanae's surprise, it wasn't made entirely of gold. Soft purple accents blended in like the lightest of brush strokes. A dark lavender cloak clipped underneath the pauldrons, and a similarly-colored skirt flared out from inside the tassets. Tacky and obviously clashing in colors, she quickly realized that it might be Petyr's way of demonstrating her allegiance to Amethyst Hall.

"Petyr certainly has to be loud about what she wears, too. I'm guessing that took up the rest of the scale?" Kanae asked.

"Yes." Lina nodded. "Should we not have?"

"I kind of expected you to. Be sure to let Rog know I dropped in, and that I think you two are doing an incredible job." She squeezed the elven woman's hands.

Lina promised to let Kanae know when each piece was finished. She left the forge eager to retire to bed after a long day of guest lecturing. Tomorrow, it might do her some good to drain a lucky fellow or two before bed.

Unfortunately, Alicia caught Kanae again as she was headed up to her room.

"Knight-Commander, two of your daughters have come to see you. Shall I bring them in?" Alicia offered.

"My daughters? Which ones…" Kanae asked reluctantly.

Alicia led Kanae downstairs to the main floor of the hall where Revah and Pan were waiting. Oh, no. She had a feeling what they were about to ask.

"Mom!" Pan rushed over and almost slammed into her. "So, uhmm… Revah and I have a favor to ask. Can you teach us how to capture a mate?"

"More specifically, Nelly," Revah said.

"Perhaps I should be coming to you for love advice as well, Knight-Commander." Alicia giggled into the back of her hand.

"Maybe I'm not cut out for motherhood… Alright, girls. I'll give you advice. But we need to be very, very clear about what is and what isn't okay. Got it?" She sighed heavily.


Chapter 32

Today, Grand Eye Analise had called upon the Knights of the Order of Colors for a closed-door meeting. Participation was compulsory. Kanae and the others answered her summons, but they were surprised to find that she wasn't guarded by Saint Priests. The meeting room was held in a special conference chamber within the Basilica of Saint Rue.

Kanae Toyomi, Estaline von Cleisseldor, William Bellevue, and Dalu'luna Mello sat around a large, half-circle table. Analise sat in her own seat in front of them. Unfortunately, the table was looking a little deserted. Empty seats outnumbered those that were taken.

Sylas Briarthorn, who was the Knight of Copper, remained in Capillis City posing as Sire Amerys in secret despite an alliance with Artaggon. The Knight of Red was still missing in Savir. Petyr Stormcloud, though she was never loyal to Radevic to begin with, had since been stripped of the mantle of Gold. It was clear to anyone that if Radevic was to return to its former glory, the order must fill the vacant seats.

“I’ve summoned you here this morning to discuss several important matters. The first is potential candidates for two Knights of Colors. Emerald yet remains empty following Bardell's vacancy. Onyx is reserved for a hare beastman, and Amber for felines. Amethyst, you recently returned from Talahurah. Perhaps you know of someone who may be deserving of the responsibilities?" Analise asked.

"Other than Sheeba for Amber, I don't really have anyone else. But Sheeba is Chieftain of Talahurah. She also sounds really attached to making sure the city stays safe and prospers," Kanae explained.

Everyone else was at just as much of a loss on who to nominate to the empty positions.

"Hey, Kanae. What about Arenade for Knight of Gold? Do you think she would accept the mantle?" Will asked.

"Forget it." Kanae waved a dismissive hand. "There's no way Arenade is going to accept the responsibility of a Knight of Color. Not to mention, she and I are queens of the Commonwealth. It's going to look really suspicious if we're both part of the order."

The entire table heaved a sigh in unison. It was looking like the Order of Colors would stay empty for a while longer. Onyx, Amber, Emerald, and Gold… Filling one seat was hard enough, but four? Without the Knight of Red, the order was essentially only at half its strength.

"Honestly, I'll take anyone at this point. My head is pounding from all the work I have to keep up with. The mantle of Archbishop is still empty, too. When will I be afforded any rest?" Analise groaned.

While the Grand Eye was lamenting her luck, Esta nudged Kanae and whispered, "Master, what about Wendy Ironspear? And the serpents from Hollow Glade?"

"Something you two want to share?" Dalu leaned in to ask.

Analise's sudden hopeful eyes snapped to Kanae.

"Err… Est— I mean, Silver!" Kanae cleared her throat before continuing. "Silver was just suggesting that we nominate Wendy Ironspear to be Knight of Gold. She's a high elf, who previously served in Capillis City as a deterrent against undead. Currently, she's a sworn vassal to Arenade. I don't think she has any real allegiance to Artaggon though. Her circumstances also prove zero loyalty to Ortesia. And a while ago, I subjugated three major lamia tribes in Hollow Glade. I think Garuda of the Emeraldscales would make a great candidate for a new order branch."

"Hm. And it just so happens that they both serve the Commonwealth of Sin." Analise tapped her chin and stared directly into Kanae's eyes.

"I-I know how suspicious that looks, but I'm as loyal to Radevic as you are!" she protested.

Although some of Kanae's past actions had suggested otherwise, such as going behind the Grand Eye's back to free Minestra Val'doun and Hilde, confining Lanil Hammerthorn, and forming the Demon Three's Alliance. Extreme circumstances demanded extreme actions. She might have been justified to do so, but it didn't change that her actions had put Radevic in a tough spot.

At the moment, however, Grand Eye Analise's gaze remained fixed on Kanae as she likely considered her options— of which were few.

Finally, Analise nodded. "Very well. Send word to your candidates. We will see that their mettle is thoroughly tested. Now, onto the next matter: I am tired. I am so very tired. The duties of both Grand Eye and Archbishop were never meant for one person alone. Which is why I may have… skipped a few bureaucratic steps in pushing forth a new archbishop. Patrice, come in and introduce yourself to the Knights of Colors!"

The door behind them pushed open. A short stone-faced woman, who was clearly high elven by the way she carried herself with an air of self-importance, entered the room. Her bright, golden hair had been pulled into a ponytail. A round pair of glasses rested on the bridge of her small nose. She wore a clerical robe of deep maroon with gold accents in floral design. Lithe fingers were beset with such large rings, they couldn't close properly. Instead, she had one hand clasped over the other in front of herself.

Unsurprisingly, the usual judging eyes of a high elf noted each person in the room. She did this without so much as turning her head. Her gaze stayed on Kanae for only a second longer than the others before flicking to the Grand Eye.

"Everyone, meet Cardinal Patrice Starborne. Patrice leads the religious studies department in Knights' Academy as the head professor and is a well-respected clergyman of the Church of One. She is also a very capable crowned Priest. More so than myself," Analise explained.

"Uhh. Another Ortesian?" Dalu shuddered.

"Rest assured, I bear no loyalty to the Empire of Ortesia," Patrice answered with the sternness of a uppity librarian.

"Cardinal Patrice was born in Lograin to two teachers. She therefore does not belong to any Ortesian house beholden to the empire," the Grand Eye added, then rose from her seat to stand beside the elf. "In the next few days, Patrice shall be anointed Archbishop in a private ceremony. We don't want to make a big fuss, and neither does she. With that, I conclude the meeting. Everyone is dismissed."

Just like Analise had dictated, Cardinal Patrice Starborne was quietly made the new Archbishop of Radevic. The ceremony, if it could be called that, was held in the basilica's main worship chamber. Only the Knights of Colors, Saint Priests, King Turren, and Grand Eye Analise attended. Archbishop Patrice went to work as soon as the ceremony concluded, locking herself inside the archbishop quarters that the Grand Eye had been using since Gretchen Redbaron's ousting.

For the most part, little had changed. Kanae did receive a lot more assignments than usual, and her missives and reports were answered much more quickly. She occasionally ran into the new archbishop a few times in passing, but they never shared anything more than a terse greeting.

One day, Kanae was eating alone in the cafeteria when someone tapped her on the back. She turned around only to find no one there. When she returned to her food, Pan was seated beside her.

"Geez, Pan… Has Revah been giving you lessons on stealth or something?" Kanae sighed.

"Heh. You didn't hear me at all, did ya? Rev and I saw you from afar. I came by to say hi, but she's kinda busy right now." Pan thumbed over her shoulder.

Over at the food line, a group of junior knights were talking to Revah. She made quite a many friends despite being someone of few words.

"So, what's up? You look more tired than Nelly after Teana's done with him," Pan said.

"The new archbishop's been running me and Amethyst Hall ragged. It's been extermination quest after extermination! I can't believe I'm saying this… but I'm starting to understand how Arenade feels whenever we drag her out," Kanae explained.

"New archbishop?"

"Oh, yeah. I guess it's not exactly a secret anymore, but Patrice Starborne is the Archbishop of Radevic now," she answered.

Pan's jaw dropped.

"Ah! Professor Patrice? That Patrice?" Pan gasped.

"You know her?" Kanae asked, only to recall that Patrice was head of religious studies in the academy.

"I hate her sooooo much! We think she has something out for us. She also slams us with homework. My lowest grade in Knights' Academy is religious studies… Hrm… Hey, mooooom~ can you maybe talk to Professor Patrice about going easy on us?" her daughter asked as kindly and sweetly as possible.

"I'm not going to use my status to make school easier for you." She folded her arms and glared.

"Guh… B-But I'm not asking you to make it easier, just to make it fair! Even our classmates are wondering why Professor Patrice singles us out so much. Mine, Daya, Mikki, Revah, and Teana's coursework aren't the same as everyone else's… Even our tests are harder!"

Kanae's mom senses started tingling. Patrice Starborne was picking on her children? Not on her watch. She might be Archbishop now, but that title didn't stop Kanae from butting heads against the last one.

Red in the face, Kanae flew through the corridors and beelined it for the Basilica of Saint Rue. She sent skirts aflutter and papers flying on her way there. The poor clergy turned heads when she entered the cathedral. They stepped aside as she stormed into the archbishop's quarters.

"Archbishop! I heard you were bullying my babies!" Kanae kicked the door open and boomed.

"Sh!" Patrice hushed her from the desk.

"Oh, sor— No, I'm not sorry! Pan just told me you were giving them more work than the other students. I demand an explanation! It's because they're succubi, isn't it?" she asked.

Patrice sighed and shut the book in her hand. The new archbishop rose to meet Kanae's glare, showing not an ounce of fear or hesitation that most high elves usually did in front of a succubus. That lack of anxiousness made Kanae flinch, and she avoided meeting her gaze and instead looked at the book Patrice had just closed, titled The Influence of Divine Beings on Civilization, written by none other than Patrice Starborne.

"Kanae Toyomi," Patrice began with a straight face, "you are a fascinating case study. We exist at a point in time where a cult has risen to the status of a religion. Where the cultist has been christened and walks the path to Deification. I saw in real time the Eminence of Sin giving birth to the Commonwealth and wonder… if this is exactly how my kind became the greatest civilization the world has ever known."

"Er… uhm… I'm just here to ask you about my kids having more work than their classmates," Kanae stammered.

"Of course you are. Well, know that I do this not out of malice. I merely hold them to a higher standard. I do not wish for them to simply succeed. I want them to exceed. Particularly Mikki. I have high hopes for her," she explained and even cracked a smile speaking about Mikki.

The praise disarmed Kanae. She came expecting to give Patrice a verbal lashing, but the high elf wasn't being mean to her daughters after all. Well, sort of. They were still being given special attention, whether negative or positive.

"Look, I just want you to cut them some slack. Mikki can probably handle the extra mental load, but at least put the rest back in the same curriculum as everyone else," Kanae pleaded.

"Done," Patrice said.

"That was… surprisingly reasonable of you…"

"Did you believe me to be unreasonable?" She scoffed. "I am a scholar first, an educator second, and a cleric third. Archbishop is just another title in a long line of titles I have earned through merit. You could have learned much under my tutelage. Alas, the curriculum between a student and a Knight of Color candidate is vastly different."

Without even realizing it, Kanae spent the next few hours with Archbishop Patrice lecturing her. All the while she helped the elf put books away into the shelves and boxed up Analise's belongings.

By the end of the impromptu lessons, it was already getting dark out. Kanae's head was full of topics on the allure of religious extremism in the downtrodden, how gods aren't entirely guiltless, and theories on why empires like Ortesia could so easily disregard the suffering of smaller nations. Even now, Patrice was still droning on and on with seemingly no end…

"Hey, uh… It's late. I better get back to Amethyst Hall…" Kanae was about to slip out until a hand grabbed her by the shoulder.

"In two weeks, the Knight of Ivory and the best members of the Ivory Hall will depart for Savir in search of the Knight of Red. I want you to convince the Grand Eye to give that mission to you," Archbishop Patrice said.

"Huh? But why me?"

"Savir has been embroiled in a civil war for years. The three sultans are weak leaders. I want to see how far you can go. I want to see Queen Kanae Toyomi swoop in and liberate Savir from its oppressive tyrants. What if I were to tell you there is a rumor that one of the sultans is also on the path to Deification? Is that something you can turn down now?" she asked and opened the door.

Kanae finally met Patrice's eyes in sincerity, but they weren't ones that belonged to a schemer. There was no hostility behind those azure irises, only an unslakable thirst for knowledge, to live in a time of great upheaval where history would be written about for the ages.

If there really was a candidate for Deification in Savir, Kanae had to seek them out. It was the last one she needed to defeat. Patrice had played her like a fiddle.

"What exactly do you get out of this? Why push so hard for me to play the hero and become deified?" Kanae asked.

"I get to bear witness to the clashing of two empires, Ortesia and the Commonwealth, on a scale never before seen. How does Demon Empress Kanae Toyomi sound to you?" Patrice flashed a smile.

"I… I-I'll have to think about it!" She rushed out of the office in a hurry and didn't look back.

Even in the comforts of Amethyst Hall, Kanae couldn't stop thinking about what Patrice said. The Commonwealth, an empire? She made it sound like seizing Savir and defeating the other candidate was easy.

But… controlling half the continent would rival Ortesia in power. They might even think twice about attacking. Kanae wouldn't be the only one to become empress, so would Arenade. Their children would inherit an entire empire. She shook her head until the thoughts vanished.

As if Savir was going to just roll over for her. What a pipe dream.

Kanae laid down in bed and sighed. She turned to her side, coming face to face with Alicia.

"Hello, beautiful." Alicia smiled.

"Why are you in my bed?" Kanae narrowed her eyes on the rogue.

"I followed you up here," she said and sat up. "You looked so troubled, you didn't even realize I entered the room with you. I didn't even need to use Magical Stealth."

For once, Kanae didn't feel horny. Being in bed with Alicia should have excited her, but not tonight. If there was one person to confide in about her troubles…

"You're not going to believe what the new archbishop just told me," Kanae began.


Chapter 33

The herd of stampeding bullcupines kicked up a dust cloud in their wake. Like the name implied, these were a species of bull dire beasts with large spines on their backs similar to porcupines. There must be about a hundred of them in total. Even though Kanae and members of Amethyst Hall were in the air, they could still feel the tremors of the stampede. A small village stood in their path, and if nothing was done, it was going to be trampled into oblivion.

Fortunately, the adventurers hall had sent word ahead of time, informing them to evacuate. Two villages had already fallen victim and were now nothing but rubble. Adventurers sent out beforehand to deal with the problem failed several times, so it had since reached Archbishop Patrice's desk, and she tasked Amethyst Hall to handle the problem. It was up to them to put an end to the stampede.

"Orders, Knight-Commander?" Alicia turned to her, awaiting instructions.

"We don't want to kill too many. Edina, drop your death knights into a defensive line to stop as many as possible. Petyr, without actually smiting, can you infuse your weapon with Smite to blind them?" Kanae suggested.

"Death knights, coming right up!" Edina saluted.

"Got it." Petyr nodded.

Both of them descended to the surface, Edina on her dragon and Petyr on her pegasus, Glory. Five death knights stepped out from dark portals. They fell into formation. Petyr lifted her warhammer and infused such a powerful, blinding Smite, that everyone had to shield their eyes. The charging bullcupines at the head of the herd slammed into them with a loud crash, even managing to push the death knights back a few feet.

They succeeded in stopping a fraction of the bullcupines cold in their tracks. However, the rest split into two groups and veered off to the sides, still on a crash course for the town.

"Claudia and Alicia, you two take the left group. Use Project Agony to inflict enough pain to make them flinch and stop charging. I'll take the right group!" Kanae commanded.

"Whooo! I finally get to have Alicia stabbing me again!" Claudia squealed.

The three of them split in different directions. Kanae stored Sleep into Doom & Gloom, readying to cast the spell in a large enough area to catch the rest. She neared the stampeding bullcupines. One of them glared at her and let loose an angry grunt. A spine fired out from its back, very nearly skewering Kanae. This wasn't exactly the kind of skewering she was into though.

Kanae rubbed Gloom, and her earring glistened momentarily before releasing a wide area of effect Sleep. The bullcupines' charge grew sluggish, and they eventually collapsed from exhaustion.

"Whew." Kanae wiped the sweat from her brows and glanced over at her fellow succubi.

The sisters had accomplished their part, too. Now that the threat was over, the townsfolk began to return. Many of them were so overjoyed that they brought gifts. An older couple tried to give their bachelor son to Kanae, but she declined.

More surprisingly, Claudia and Alicia had grown comfortable enough around what they regarded as cattle. It made them more approachable to the townsfolk. Petyr, however, stayed away from the limelight. She was leaning against the stone foundation of a windmill, arms folded and trying to look as unapproachable as possible. But that didn't stop Kanae.

"What's the matter? Does your natural high elven desire for attention not draw you to the grateful villagers?" Kanae teased and tossed Petyr an apple from her gift basket.

"No." Petyr caught the fruit and handed it to Glory to eat instead. "I doubt they want to see my face. This was one of the many villages Ortesia occupied when we invaded. DeSalle ordered us to confiscate so much food that they were beginning to starve."

"You got off luckier than most, but I still think you're a little too hard on yourself. Live a little," she insisted to the uppity elf.

Petyr wanted to retort, but her eyes caught sight of something in the distance. When Kanae followed her gaze, it turned out to be a lone bullcupine wandering into the village. No one else seemed to have noticed yet. As if things couldn't get any worse, a little girl was kneeling down in front of a flower bush, completely unaware of what was coming up from behind her.

"Shit! Watch out!" Kanae cried.

"Haste me!" Petyr demanded.

Kanae casted Heightened Haste on Petyr, and she bolted across the village. The bullcupine let loose an angry grunt and charged at the little girl, who finally spun around and fell backwards in fright. Petyr arrived just in time, hammer glowing bright gold, smashing her weapon into the side of the beast's head and sending it flying through the sky.

Everyone came running. A worried mother picked up the girl and cradled her tightly. Kanae and Petyr breathed a sigh of relief. They weren't supposed to kill any bullcupines, but just one shouldn't be too bad.

"Goodness, what were you thinking?" the mother asked in exasperation.

"I'm sorry, mommy… I wanted to pick a flower for the knight lady." The girl extended what appeared to be a blue carnation to Petyr.

"For me?" Petyr gasped.

She nodded and offered a sweet smile.

It took Kanae silently urging Petyr to take it for her to accept the humble gift. The bullcupines shouldn't be a problem anymore. Once the stampede had forcibly stopped, they would lose all urge to continue doing so after waking up. At least until next year when instincts compelled them to, and adventurers needed to come out again to deal with it.

Amethyst Hall returned to Radevic together. Petyr shielded the little flower all the way back. Alicia volunteered to report their success to Archbishop Patrice in Kanae's place, and Claudia accompanied her there.

With free time having fallen into Kanae's lap, she followed the others into the hall for some much needed rest. They found Arenade on the main floor, being served tea and snacks by Meidina.

"What took you so long? My ass is aching sitting here for half the morning!" Arenade complained.

"Long? We're back sooner than we expected." Kanae rolled her eyes.

Kanae had sent word for Arenade to drop by Amethyst Hall towards noon. The crowns were slated to be completed yesterday. Rog and Lina had gone out to fetch them from the jeweler, and Kanae wanted to surprise her wife with them.

"Meidina, I need a vase," Petyr said.

"Right away!" Meidina bowed and hurried off to the storage room.

"Could you use your Plant Growth spell to encourage roots to grow from this flower?" she asked Arenade.

"Oh, sure thing." Arenade brandished the tip of her staff at the flower, and tiny tendrils of roots sprouted from where the stem had been broken off by the little girl.

"The former Knight of Gold, big bad goldie. Didn't know you were such a softie. Did getting a flower make you blush?" Edina pranced around Petyr and teased her.

Kanae wanted to tell Edina to stop, but she decided to let the squirreling dig her own grave.

"Arenade, I have another favor to ask. Can you purify your tea for me?" Petyr asked.

"Gladly." Arenade whispered a prayer that turned her tea into water.

Petyr picked up the cup and splashed Edina in the face. The squirreling stood there in disbelief for a few seconds until she started sizzling.

"AHHHHHHH! IT'S HOLY WATER? IT BUUUUUUURNS!" Edina rolled on the ground in agonizing pain.

Meidina returned not long after with a glass vase filled with water. Very gingerly, Petyr slid the carnation inside. It was just the right fit, and she appeared to like it a lot.

"So, what did you call me up here for? I had to cancel a massage appointment for this," Arenade said when it was just the two of them.

Kanae noticed Lina poking her head in from the side hall.

"You know what? Why don't you go upstairs and wait for me there? It's going to be a surprise. I promise you're going to like it a lot!" Kanae ushered the elf towards the stairs.

"Hey, wait— quit pushing! Fine, but it better not involve your dick!" Arenade exclaimed.

As soon as Arenade disappeared into the second floor corridor, Kanae flew down to meet Lina and Rog. The orc smith carried a wooden lockbox. He opened the lid to reveal a matching pair of beautiful circlet crowns inlaid with jewels that befit royalty. These must cost a fortune having been made from a gold dragon scale.

Kanae picked one up and placed it on her head. A perfect fit. Snug, too. The two crowns would be heirlooms of the Commonwealth from now on. Some day in the future, her children might wear them.

"What do you think?" Lina asked, eager to hear her opinion.

"It turned out a lot better than I expected! I love it. Arenade's going to love it, too. Thanks, you two." Kanae smiled.

"Rog happy to help!" Rog triumphantly beat a fist to his chest.

With the lockbox in hand, Kanae headed upstairs. She stopped in front of her bedroom and sucked in a deep breath. Entering, she saw Arenade seated patiently at the edge of the bed.

"What's this, what's this? You actually had a surprise for me— wait. That's not some kind of enchanted, double-sided dildo you want to try together, is it?" Arenade squinted suspiciously.

"Geez. Has being in a relationship with a succubus messed up your perception of me? No, it's not a dildo. But it does involve both of us." Kanae bent down in front of Arenade and opened the box.

The glow of two golden crowns reflected the sunlight pouring into the room from the windows, causing them to glisten in Arenade's face. She gasped. The words caught in her throat.

"When did you even make this?!" Arenade asked.

"I didn't. I had Rog and Lina make it, and then they went to a jeweler for the final touches. Here, try it on!" Kanae sat the box down and lifted a crown onto Arenade's head.

It was also a perfect fit. The high elf couldn't hide her excitement. She ran over to the mirror, striking all manner of poses. Some were just about right for the haughty high elf, and others were silly.

Kanae giggled to herself, seeing Arenade so giddy and happy. She put the other crown on and went to join her. Two queens of the Commonwealth stared back at them in all of Arenade's regal countenance and all of Kanae's lustful poise.

"Hehehe… I can't wait to go back to Ehmvier and wear this all over the place," Arenade said.

"So, is there a reward for me?" Kanae asked, embracing her from behind.

Arenade shrugged Kanae off. She sulked in disappointment until the high elf let her robe fall to her ankles.

"I suppose I have to give in to your advances once in a while. Be glad that I'm willing to share with you a taste of this divine body." Arenade turned around, giving Kanae a mouthwatering view of her extremely busty and bodacious body.

Without wasting another second, the two of them embraced and locked lips. Arenade was more proactive this time around. Her tongue wrestled Kanae's with the same enthusiasm. The two bumbled over to the bed while taking off the rest of their clothes.

When they got there, Arenade pushed Kanae into bed and kneeled between her legs. An inexperienced tongue lapped greedily at Kanae's pussy. Even after all these years, the elf was still bad at sex. However…

"Mmmm! Arenade… that feels so good!" Kanae moaned.

"It… shllurrrp… chhuu better… I'm doing this… mmmnh… for you… shllrrp…" Arenade's writhing tongue was hitting all the right places. She didn't need to be an expert at it. It was the woman Kanae loved, and that made it all the more enjoyable.

Kanae ran her fingers through Arenade's hair. The more she did, the faster the elf licked as if emboldened to take things a step further. Pleasure continued to build until Kanae arched her back and climaxed.

"You're making me cum!" Kanae howled as an orgasm rocked her body.

"Pueh! I swear to the Supreme One… you get so wet, it's like getting splashed with water…" Arenade glanced up and wiped her soaked chin.

Now that Kanae's switch was flipped, she wanted more. She grabbed Arenade by the shoulders and yanked her into bed for a tongue-tied kiss. The addictive taste of her own pussy juices mixed with Arenade's saliva made her hungrier.

Before long, they started scissoring. The two gyrated their hips while staring into the other's eyes. Every time their clits brushed together, shocks of pleasure reverberated through them. The room grew humid with their panting breaths.

Kanae squeezed Arenade's bountiful breasts and bit down on her nipples. The high elf threw her head back and squealed in ecstasy. Faster and harder, they humped each other until a powerful orgasm knocked the wind from their lungs.

They laid down together in bed, faced together, and exchanged sweet kisses and words. Kanae had a hand to Arenade's cheek, and the other stroking the curvaceous form of her body.

"You make me feel dirty." Arenade pouted. "But… it isn't so bad every once in a while."

"How about round two with Futanari?" Kanae suggested.

Arenade furrowed her brows and pinched Kanae's nose.

"Ow, ow, ow! Okay, I'm sorry!" Kanae exclaimed nasally.

When Arenade let go, she turned her back to Kanae and pulled the cover over herself.

"I'm tired! I think a nap is in order, so… m-maybe next time," Arenade murmured.

Kanae pumped her fist. She let Arenade sleep and went around cleaning the room, picking up their clothes, and setting both crowns back in their box on the nightstand. Arenade had fallen asleep by the time she got done and dressed.

A light knock suddenly came to the door.

"Hilde's come back with Garuda," Meidina announced from the other side.

"I'll be right out!" Kanae whispered.

A little over a week had already passed. In a few more days, Dalu would leave Radevic for Savir. Today turned out to be the encouragement she needed. Now, Kanae and Arenade were truly queens. They had the Commonwealth, its people, and their loved ones to protect. The only way to do that was to grow stronger, both as a succubus and as a country.

Kanae went around the bed to Arenade's side. She slept with a blissful expression, unburdened by worry of war. Once Arenade woke up, she was probably going to take a nice hot bath, sip on some wine, and head back to the manor to play with the kids. That was the security Kanae wanted for them.

"One more for the road." Kanae leaned down to kiss Arenade.

The muscle-bound Garuda, former chieftain of the Emeraldscale tribe and now one of three joint lamia rulers of Hollow Glade, was waiting outside. The large lamia woman bowed. She was accompanied by Hilde, who Kanae had sent on a trip across the Commonwealth to inform Garuda.

"Hope the journey wasn't too hectic?" Kanae asked apologetically.

"Your dark-skinned sorceress' teleportation pellets are quite the marvelous invention. I thought I was going to be stuck up there for an entire month." Hilde sandwiched the now inert crystal between two fingers.

"Hilde's filled me in. You want me to join the Knights of Colors? I'm your serpent. Heh. I can't wait to shove it in Farhan and Katia's faces about this." Garuda grinned.

She motioned for them to follow and explained along the way. "You can brag all you want later, but I need you to take this seriously. The assembly is tomorrow. You and Wendy Ironspear will present yourselves as candidates to become Knight of Colors. If you succeed, the Commonwealth will achieve a lot more influence in Radevic than before."

When they reached the main floor, Wendy and Petyr were already there.

"Petyr, this is Garuda, the other candidate for the Order of Colors. Garuda, this is Petyr. We fought against her in the war, but she's on our side now. She was formerly Knight of Gold," Kanae introduced them.

"The current generation of colored knights aren't inspiring any confidence in me. Well, leave it to me to fix that. I'll shape these two up," Petyr said and cracked her knuckles.


Chapter 34

Kanae stood beside her fellow Knights of Colors in the tribunal chamber. To her left were Estaline von Cleisseldor, Dalu'luna Mello, and William Bellevue. A few paces to the right and the eight Saint Priests were in a line of their own. At long last, the three high seats behind both groups had been occupied. King Turren in one, Grand Eye Analise in the center, and their newest Archbishop Patrice in the third.

Apparently, there had always been a short ceremony to induct someone into the Knight of Colors. Grand Eye Analise had forgone the tradition due to extenuating circumstances surrounding Kanae, Dalu, and Will at the time. Today was the first in a long while they could do it again thanks to a more or less peaceful time.

The chamber doors groaned open, and in came Garuda of the Emeraldscales and Wendy Ironspear of the Lights of Ehmvier, formerly Lights of Capillis. Both of them stopped at the raised podium and kneeled. Well, Wendy kneeled. Garuda bowed as low as she possibly could as a lamia.

Analise began, "The Knights of the Order of Colors is still a young organization. But in such a short time, it has produced the finest Radevic has ever seen in its long history. You will represent the greatest qualities of your kind and serve as their ambassadors. It is for that reason Radevic is the most diverse metropolis of the world. As a Knight of Color, you shall not only serve Aidenhall, but also the people across the land. For it is neither the crown nor scepter that makes a kingdom, but its people. With my fellow King Turren and Archbishop Patrice, as well as the Saint Priests and Knights of Colors, to bear witness— I hereby establish the Knight of Umber to lamiakind."

Each of the three rulers signed a single scroll. Archbishop Patrice turned it in the direction of Garuda and Wendy. Unfortunately, Kanae couldn't see it with her back to Radevic's leadership. She did hear the crinkle of smoldering fire against paper, followed by a smoky scent.

"The high elves of the Empire of Ortesia do not represent high elves across the world. Wendy Ironspear, your merit, service, and duty speaks for itself. Will you vow to serve Radevic, its people, and become an exemplar to your fellows?" Archbishop Patrice asked.

"Yes, Archbishop! I shall also remove the stain that the former Knight of Gold had left behind on the mantle!" Wendy exclaimed.

"And Garuda, will you rise to represent the best the lamia race has to offer as Knight of Umber?" King Turren asked.

"The world won't know a stronger serpent than me!" Garuda smirked.

Kanae shook her head and sighed. She had told the lamia to behave earlier…

"We shall see." Grand Eye Analise chuckled, taking her outburst in stride. "We welcome you, Garuda and Wendy. Your two-year training begins tomorrow. In six months, you will have your own order hall to recruit as you see fit. Kanae Toyomi, our Knight of Amethyst, spoke well of you both. It is because of her you have been granted this honored opportunity. We expect great things to come from you."

"And with that, the induction ceremony is adjourned until our two candidates have either completed their training or failed. Dismissed!" Archbishop Patrice bellowed, her words echoing loudly across the chamber.

The Saint Priests and Knights of Colors broke off from formation to congratulate the two initiates. It was a little too crowded, so Kanae held back. She turned her gaze up to the high seats and found Patrice staring back. The archbishop gestured in the direction of the Grand Eye, who was in the middle of speaking with King Turren.

Kanae nodded.

"Ivory, can you come here for a minute?" Kanae hollered to the elf.

"Sure thing." Dalu squeezed out of the group.

As Grand Eye Analise descended from her high seat, Kanae grabbed her, too.

"Yes, Amethyst, what is it? Shouldn't you be celebrating with Garuda and Wendy?" Analise asked.

"There's something important I want to talk about. I'd like to take Ivory's place to search for the Knight of Red in Savir," Kanae explained.

"You want to go in my stead?" Dalu gasped.

Both Dalu and Analise were taken aback. The Grand Eye shot the Knight of Ivory a look, only for her to shrug.

"Amethyst, explain yourself," Analise urged. "Ivory and her hall have made all the necessary preparations to leave. A change in such short notice will cause delays we're not even sure we can afford."

"It's not because I don't think Ivory is capable. Dalu'luna Mello is probably one of the most capable knights in the Order of Colors. I just believe that if we're searching for someone, a succubus' compulsion is the best course of action. I also have a rapport with Vizier Duran, who can get me in with his cousin Sultana Dudula," Kanae explained.

"Hmm. Your Grace, I'm inclined to side with Amethyst. Her hall also boasts several members who can fly. Surely, that is an advantage that cannot be overlooked in a search mission," Dalu humbly conceded.

The Grand Eye sighed out her nose. She nodded once to give her approval, and Kanae felt the weight on her shoulders vanish.

"If the one I initially tasked to do this believes so, then I have no choice but to agree. In that case, Ivory and her hall will remain in Radevic to assume Amethyst's duties of monster hunting. Amethyst and her hall shall bear the burden of Ivory's search for Red. I leave it to you two to exchange information and resources. Oh, and Amethyst? Please bring Siv back. She is a dear friend," Analise said and held her gaze for a few seconds longer before leaving.

The tribunal chamber cleared out quickly after the Grand Eye exited. Garuda and Wendy left with Archbishop Patrice in finalizing some paperwork. All eight Saint Priests split up to guard their assigned leader for the day, and the remaining Knights of Colors returned to their duties.

Not Amethyst and Ivory though. They headed to Ivory Hall, so Dalu could give Kanae a briefing of the search mission. Her hall was a garrison situated near the coliseum, and its members were comprised of mostly common elves. Many worked behind oakwood desks, writing reports and filing documents. A pair of Ivory knights wrangled in an unruly high elf, likely an Ortesian spy, and led him downstairs into the garrison dungeon. Their place looked more like a library on the upper floor which included a detention center below.

From what Kanae had learned before, Ivory Hall's primary duty involved securing the city from internal threats as a sort of military police. It was an ironic responsibility, given that she had been imprisoned for being part of Gretchen Redbaron's insurrection.

Thanks to Dalu though, Radevic had seen a sharp decline in crime. Her duties and workload gradually became less hectic, and it was why Grand Eye Analise originally tasked her to search for the Knight of Red.

Now, that mission fell to Kanae. Ivory Hall breathed a sigh of relief when their Knight-Commander explained that they wouldn't be going to Savir anymore. Kanae was feeling pretty good about this until an elf rolled an empty cart up to her.

"What is this?" Kanae asked.

"Everything you're going to need to read up on about Savir." Dalu snapped her fingers, and a conga line of people stuffed a massive assortment of books, documents, and scrolls into the cart.

"What is this?!" she cried again.

"You weren't planning on going in blind like you did in Artaggon, were you? Savir is a huge chunk of land the size of the Commonwealth. Get to reading." The blindfolded elf patted her on the back.

Kanae grabbed a tome from the pile. It was filled with text from page to page. A few sketches offered her some semblance of relief that this might not be all reading. Still, there was a lot of information to sift through.

"Thanks… So, what can you tell me about the Knight of Red? I realized we don't really know much about her," Kanae said.

"We don't," Dalu corrected her. "Grand Eye Analise does. Word among the clergy is that they were like sisters. Sivvy Brenhallow, the Knight of Red, joined the order ten years ago at the age of 17. 17! The youngest someone has ever earned any colored mantles. Before Analise rose to power, an archaeology guild in Savir… Elusis or Bravost, I can't remember which, reached out to Aidenhall and asked for help in uncovering an artifact. The previous Grand Eye sent Red. I mean, it was the first time the reclusive Savir reached out to anyone in such a long time. Radevic thought it was a good chance to build a friendship with another nation. But her reports eventually stopped coming in. Analise became Grand Eye and had been sending letters to the three Sultans of Savir for years. None of them have responded. Her Grace puts on a brave face, but she is definitely worried."

"I see…" She glanced down at the book and frowned.

Analise had referred to Red as 'Siv', shortened from Sivvy. They must be good friends. Ten years ago today would put her at 27 years old. She and Kanae were close in age.

"I'll bring Red back for sure. I can't wait to see how surprised she'll be to learn all that's happened." Kanae giggled.

"That would be nice. Good luck, Kanae. Leave the monster-slaying to me. I'll be sure not to kill too many, and leave some behind for your other predilections." Dalu flashed an impish grin.

"H-Hey!" She pouted.

Kanae pushed the heavy cart all the way back to Amethyst Hall and got started on reading. In between books, she had to consider who to bring on the mission. It wasn't as if she could bring the entirety of Amethyst Hall. That would just look like Radevic wanted to declare war on Savir. She would have to bring a modest cell, yet strong enough to face any challenges thrown at them.

After reading a stack of books, the pile didn't look like it had diminished at all. She threw herself into bed to rest her stinging eyes for a few minutes. Savir was a massive desert, unlike the Commonwealth and Artaggon with their diverse landscapes. The southern tip of the continent, which was ruled by the Harpy King, once boasted a lush rainforest. That was thousands of years ago though. Aside from that, the rest of Savir was just desert, sand dunes, and canyons.

Feeling a little stir-crazy after staying cooped up for so long, Kanae headed downstairs. It was early in the evening. She wandered out behind the hall, to where they had built a modest stable for Petyr's pegasus Glory, Hilde's dreadmourn Midnight, and Titan. An open wall allowed them to come and go as they pleased, but at the moment offered a view of the sun setting behind the mountains. The three were lying down on bundles of straw, looking ready to knock out anyway.

"Hrm. I don't think we'll be able to bring any of you. Dreadmourns and pegasi aren't suited for super dry places like Savir, huh?" Kanae wondered aloud and stroked Titan's snout.

Bringing Petyr meant they were going to have to travel on foot. Aisha could probably concoct a few potions of flying, but those would be better put to use when they were really needed.

"You think Arenade would go?" Kanae asked Titan as she sat down next to him. "Probably not, huh? She's going to complain about 'my skin getting all dried and cracked' or something."

Titan whinnied in agreement.

Heavy footfalls entered the stables. Petyr stopped in the middle of the walkway on her way up to Glory, but she locked eyes with Kanae instead. A look of utter disgust fell over her face.

"Ugh. You better not be doing what I think you're doing." Petyr glowered.

"I swear, I'm just hanging out with my dreadmourn! Isn't that right, Titan?" Kanae asked the demonic stead.

The massive beast let out a disappointed bray like he was expecting something.

"Stop it… " Kanae muttered.

"Well, keep it between your legs until I leave. I won't be long," Petyr said. She coaxed Glory to his feet and threw on a set of barding onto her pegasus. It was only then did Kanae notice Petyr in her new suit of armor.

"You're wearing the dragonscale!" Kanae exclaimed.

"I am. It fits me perfectly. I have to hand it to your orc blacksmith. He's extremely talented. Ortesia would do with some diverse hands like his, but they would never be humble enough to let an orc roam free," Petyr said.

When the paladin climbed onto her pegasus, both of them couldn't look any more majestic, like something out of a fairy tale. The gold and lavender clashed with Glory's white coat and wings, but there was a beauty in it that stuck out.

Petyr steered Glory out of the opening in the wall. They flew a few circles before returning to the stables. She dismounted and nodded to herself.

"And it appears the barding also fits Glory perfectly. The smiths of Radevic are commendable, if not a little too cheeky for my liking." Petyr took off Glory's barding and hurried out, then said to Kanae, "Carry on."

"Carry on? I told you I wasn't here for that!" Kanae groaned in exasperation.

Night fell, and a short rest was all Kanae needed. It didn't take long for her to put together a list of people to accompany her into Savir. She went around Amethyst Hall, tapping them into the crew. Of the many capable individuals in the hall, her final roster included Petyr, Edina, Claudia, and Alicia.

"What? I'm as much a valuable member as my sisters. Why have I not been selected?" Hilde complained.

"It has to be a small group, and bringing two Seductresses won't do much for our overall strength. Amethyst Hall is also going to need a leader while Alicia and I are gone. That's going to be you. If the Grand Eye or other halls might need help, they have you to turn to," Kanae explained.

"If you put it that way… very well. I'll stay. I'm bitter about it, but I'll stay put and look after Amethyst Hall." She huffed.

"How long are we gonna be in Savir for, you think?" Edina asked.

"Hard to say. A few months at least. It's a country the size of the Commonwealth, and we're looking for a single harpy. And there are a lot of harpies living in Savir…" she answered dejectedly.

The meeting concluded, and Kanae gave everyone their orders. Alicia and Claudia were to secure a Rown ship to take them to Kandis, as well as a carriage to go from there to Savir. Petyr was tasked to work with Quartermaster Meidina in acquiring food, camping gear, and other supplies for the journey. Edina went to negotiate with Elizabeth Bedlam for some useful magical tools and armaments, and potions from Aisha. Lastly, Kanae had a lot more reading to do.

Soon, Savir would meet the Commonwealth whether they wanted to or not. The future of Kanae's succubus empire lies in the success of her next mission.
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